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Slut Wives:

My Fuckable Fiancé


You think we’ll be like this forever?

The only thing I love more than falling asleep in my lover’s arms – passion spent, heart racing, body tingling, juices flowing and mixing with his delicious semen – is waking up in that same position the next morning.

Sunlight filters through the half-closed drapes, falling on our bed. We’re still in the same position as we were last night – or was it early this morning? What time did we finish making love? – except his hands have slipped from my butt to the bed. I can still feel the wonderful, intoxicating sensation of his come inside me. Even now, it still feels warm and sticky and deliciously erotic. My well-fucked womanhood tingles and throbs – begging for more, even after that intense midnight session. He does this to me. He always does this to me. Better than anyone else on earth. He makes me want more
.

Billy’s breath gently brushes my hair, like a warm, comforting breeze. I feel his heart steadily beating under my cheek. His skin is warm and soft. His chest rises and falls in steady, rhythmic waves, like a gentle ocean lapping at the shore. We are both naked. His stiffening morning erection nuzzles at me, brushing at the short hairs of my trimmed mound. This sensation woke me. The feeling of being wanted, needed, yearned for, even in his deepest, darkest dreams.

That knowledge is more powerful than any protests of love or desire.

I slowly lift my left hand and walk my fingers over his bare chest. The ring sparkles in the sunlight, diamonds glinting. Every morning, I wake up and see the ring for the first time all over again. My heart soars. He doesn’t just love me, or yearn for me in his sleep, he wants to love and yearn for me for the rest of his life
.

And I want him, too. I want to fall asleep in his arms every night for the rest of my life. I want to wake up with my head rest on his chest – like it is right now – forever. I want my heart and head – and my always-needy sex – to feel this full and happy all the time.

Billy stirs a little as my fingers walk up his chest and stroke the stubble on his chin. He doesn’t wake up, though. He always sleeps so soundly after a night of passionate, intense lovemaking. I kiss his chest, feeling my body slowly awakening. His hard manhood presses into my mound, red-hot and aching for my touch.

Let’s see what we can do about that.

I carefully lift myself up, our sticky skin gently peeling apart and disconnecting as I rise. My fiancé is a beautiful man, even in sleep. His light brown hair is tussled and messy. Beneath his eyelids, Billy’s blue eyes slowly shift from side to side as he dreams his pleasant dreams. His firm body is before me like a canvas, ready for the artist to begin her naughty work. No matter how many times I see him naked, the sight of my fiancé’s body always sends ripples of desire through me. No matter how many times we make love, I always crave the feel of him against me. I always want more.

I’ve always been kind of a wild girl, but Billy seemed to harness that wildness, that irrepressible sexual energy, and give it direction. I’ve slept around in the past and had some crazy experiences – stories that Billy loves
 to hear – and the few short years we’ve known each other have been the most sexual charged, gratifying, and empowering of my entire life. Before I met him, I was a party girl. Most women would have probably dismissed me as a slut
, but I didn’t give a shit. I was too busy having fun. I loved playing the game – meeting a guy, seducing him, feeling the chemistry slowly build between the two of us until we couldn’t take it anymore. I loved the sensation of being free and sexually desirable and able to do whatever I wanted with my body, and share these feelings with someone else. To me, the greatest part of life is the give-and-take nature of passionate sex with a willing, hungry lover. Or more than one, if the time is right.

I slip beneath the covers, curling into a ball on my knees between Billy’s legs. I smell his delicious, manly scent – the odor of last night’s lovemaking, our mixed juices, a hint of sweet, plus the wonderful aroma of my body. He smells like home and warmth and safety.

He stirs a little as I get comfortable and lean closer to his stiff manhood. It always looks so fucking good. So ready. So delicious. My brown hair trails over his inner thigh and he twitches in his sleep, reacting to the tickle. I stifle a giggle. I lean in close and softly, slowly, gently, place my lips on his balls. His smell and heat are wonderful. I kiss his balls, thanking them for filling me up last night, hoping they’ll be able to do more this morning. I take one in my mouth and playfully suck on it, tasting his masculine flavor on my tongue. God, he tastes as good as he looks.

Billy’s breathing deepens above me. I hear a sleepy groan escape his parted lips. He shifts, a foot sliding across the bed. I wonder if I’m in his dreams, right now? Is he imagining me? Is he thinking about last night?

That wicked, naughty voice in the back of mind speaks up. It says, Last night is in the past. Time to make new memories
.

I let his juicy testicle slip out of my mouth and flick my tongue over the base of his thick, red-hot shaft. He shudders a little. I hear another sleepy groan from above. The sound of his pleasure turns me on like nothing else. Guys aren’t vocal by nature, so hearing a man enjoy himself is like catnip to me.

His beautiful cock twitches and jerks under my tongue, throbbing and pulsing with life and power and energy. I love the way cocks seem to have a mind of their own, reacting to the gentlest of touches with trembles and shudders, entirely separate to a man’s body. Cocks are so sensitive and wonderful to play with. I used to have a boyfriend who loved it when I teased him until he orgasmed. No penetration, just light strokes and flicks of the tongue. That was fun, for a while. Gets real boring real fast, though.

Billy’s breathing deepens further as I flick my tongue across the dark head of his cock, savoring the taste. He tastes like both of us today. That thought drives me fucking crazy with lust and need and want and burning gotta-have-him-now desire.

But… I control myself. Not yet. I’ll have him soon enough. Right now, though, I want to give him to best wakeup call a man can receive.

I take him in my mouth. Just a shallow depth at first, a gentle tease of his delicious head. I can already taste his excitement, even in his sleep. Cocks have a mind of their own.

Slowly I take him deeper into my mouth, flicking my tongue over his delicious shaft, feeling his thick head plunge gently toward the back of my throat. I work him slowly and carefully, taking my time. I don’t like to rush this. For some girls, blowjobs are foreplay – the act before the act, the comedian you sit through before the headliner takes the stage. For me, blowjobs are a fucking art form. A blowjob tells you everything you need to know about the man. Does he grab your hair? Does he fuck your throat? Does he let you take control? Does he moan and sigh? Does he beg to please you in return? Is he selfish or generous? You can learn all these things about a man in the space of a single blowjob. It’s far quicker, easier, and cheaper than a date. I don’t like to waste my time.

Billy starts to stir now. His butt clenches. Legs stretch. Toes wriggle. All good signs. He groans again. I smile to myself. His breathing sounds less sleepy now. His dreams and his reality are slowly merging into one.

I pleasure him with my mouth a little while longer, working from tip to base and back again, dragging my wet lips over every perfect inch of his cock. I feel his shaft vibrating inside my mouth, yearning for more, eager to pump me full of more wonderful spunk again.

Finally, Billy wakes. He stirs, arms disappear above the covers. His groans sound a little confused, then he lifts the covers.

‘Morning,’ he says, the word a long, deep growl of passion.

I smile, his thick manhood halfway in my mouth. I keep my eyes locked on his and continue.

I make love to his cock with my mouth for a few long minutes, listening to him groan and sigh, until he can’t take it anymore. He throws the covers back and beckons me closer. I let his cock slip out of my mouth one final time, marvelling at how it glistens with my spit and saliva.

Billy reaches down and grabs me and hauls me up the bed. I laugh in delight and climb on top of him. He smacks my ass with one firm palm and I squeal, still half-laughing. He grabs my hips and eases me down, pushing his length inside me and my laughter turns into a deep, passionate moan.

****

He kisses my shoulder and wraps his arm around my waist, spooning me from behind. His wet cock presses against my ass. My swollen sex throbs at the feel of him. I can feel his wonderful warm juices inside me, pooling and trickling.

‘That was a hell of a wake-up call,’ he says.

‘I can’t think of a better way to end one day and start another,’ I say. ‘This is what it will be like when we’re married.’

I feel him stiffen a little. A tiny, almost imperceptible shift in his body. We’ve been together for a few years now, and I know that stiffness very well. It means on of two things. One – he’s about to fart. Two – he’s keeping something back from me.

A long moment passes, but his stiff body doesn’t release. It’s not a fart. He’s holding on to something.

‘Billy?’ I say, wiggling my hips into him. ‘Don’t you agree?’

He hesitates for a brief second before saying, ‘Yes.’

I roll over to face him, laying chest-to-chest, gazing into his wonderful blue eyes. His clear, honest, passionate blue eyes. The eyes that I fell in love with. Eyes that watch over me every single day – and will continue to watch over me forevermore, once we’re married.

‘What’s wrong’ I say.

‘Nothing,’ he says, but his cheeks dimple. I know
 that look. Whenever he tells a lie – big or small – his cheeks get that cute little dimple. It’s his tell. He can’t play poker because of his cute cheeks.

‘Babe,’ I say, trying to reassure him with my tone, ‘I know when something’s bothering you. What’s going on in there?’ I give his forehead a poke with my fingertip. He smiles that charming, beaming smile and relents.

‘Okay,’ he says, placing a reassuring hand on my shoulder. ‘It’s like this… you think we’ll be like this forever?’

‘What? Naked and in bed? I don’t know, we have to go to the bathroom at some point…’

He laughs again, those beautiful blue eyes sparkling like stars.

‘No,’ he says, squeezing my arm. ‘You know what I mean. Will we be like this after we’re married? Fun and sexy?’

I frown, puzzled by the suddenness of his query. Where did this come from? How long has he been wondering this?

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Why wouldn’t we be?’

‘I don’t know…’ he says, trailing off and glancing away. But he does know. I wait patiently in silence for him to continue. After a moment, he does. ‘It’s just that… you know how people say the spark fades once you’re married?’

‘Yeah…’

‘Well, what if that happens to us?’

‘Why would it?’ I say, looking into his blue eyes and feeling dismayed at the clouded confusion I see there.

‘I don’t know,’ he says, ‘that’s why I didn’t want to say anything. But it’s been bothering me…’

‘We’re not gonna change,’ I say. ‘Why would we?’

He opens his mouth to respond, but doesn’t say anything. He shrugs, closes his mouth, and looks away from me. It damn near breaks my heart to see him like this – wounded and unsure and helpless.

‘Hey.’ I place a hand on his cheek, bringing his eyes back to me. ‘Seriously, why would we change once we’re married?’

‘I don’t know,’ he says, frustration creeping into his voice. ‘Nobody thinks they’ll change, so what makes us any different? I just… I don’t want to lose what we have. We’re special. I love how we are together and I never want that to change.’

‘It’s not going to change,’ I say. I kiss him gently on the cheek. His body relaxes and unclenches finally. ‘Think of everything we’ve done together over the past few years. Marriage won’t change what we’ve done. Or what we want to do. It’s… all marriage is, it’s a piece of paper and a new ring. That’s all. It won’t change the way we feel about each other, or anything else. Right?’

‘Right,’ he says, but he still doesn’t sound convinced.

‘Come on, babe.’ I lift my head up on one arm and look at him. ‘It hasn’t changed so far, why would marriage be different?’

He exhales, unable to vocalize what’s in his heart, and says, ‘Maybe it won’t. I don’t know. I love the things we do together, and I don’t want our fun to stop just because we’re married.’

‘What did we do when we got engaged?’ I say, raising my eyebrows to emphasize my point. ‘Like, later that same night?’

A smile flickers across his face.

‘We fucked in the park,’ he says. ‘People saw. A couple joggers stopped running to watch.’

‘Yeah,’ I say, a naughty smile touching my lips as I remember the looks we got – appraising, shocked, delighted – and how fucking it felt to be watched by strangers. ‘And you remember what we did on our first vacation together?’

His smile grows wider.

‘You and me and that hung German guy in the hotel pool…’ he says, sounding wistful with fond memories. I know how much he loved that night. We often talk about it while we fuck. He loves it when I describe what was going through my mind with two men inside me at once.

‘And how did we celebrate our first anniversary?’ I say.

His beautiful smile returns in full, dazzling glory.

‘We went to a club and you sucked a guy off in the bathroom in front of me…’ he says. ‘Then we fucked in the cab on the ride home.’

I stroke his cheek with my finger, enjoying the feel of his stubble on my skin.

‘You know what all those things have in common?’ I say. He shakes his head. ‘They all have you… and me. So long as we’re together, I know you and I are never gonna lose the spark.’

He leans in close and kisses me on the forehead. My heart aches when he does that. It fills me with joy and love and warmth. No other man on earth can make me feel the way he does.

Sure, our relationship might be considered unorthodox
, but what we have can’t be measured or quantified or labeled. What we have is real, unrestrained, unrefined love in its purest form. Our relationship might be open, but our hearts belong to one another. I might have sex with other guys – with Billy’s permission, of course – but they don’t mean a thing to me. Other guys are just tools, objects to help me come – like vibrators, or dildos. The only thing that matters to me is Billy’s pleasure. I do all this for him. For his delight. To please him just as much as me. Being sexually compatible is the best part of our relationship.

It’s not totally one-sided. I allow Billy to fuck other girls if he wants. Sometimes I join him. We’ve never allowed society’s rules to define our relationship. So long as we fall asleep together and we love each other every day, we’re happy.

‘Are you excited?’ he says, bringing me back to the present.

‘Excited?’ I say. ‘What for?’

‘Tonight.’ I stare at him with a blank expression. ‘Your bachelorette party?’

‘Oh, fuck!’ I say, clapping a hand over my mouth. ‘That’s fucking tonight!’

He laughs at me and kisses my cheek.

‘Just don’t forget the wedding,’ he says. ‘I’ll be waiting at the altar and you’ll be shopping or watching TV and I’ll call you and be, like, Uh… Tiffany, are you forgetting something?
’

I laugh and hug him tight, feeling his wonderfully warm body against mine. Every beautiful, awesome, perfect inch of him is mine, now and always.

‘You think Beth is gonna let me forget my wedding?’ I say, giggling. ‘She’ll drag my ass down the aisle in sweat pants if she has to.’

Now it’s his turn to laugh. He kisses my cheek and rolls away from me, onto his back. He reaches over to the little TV stand next to the bed and grabs my phone.

‘Speak of the devil,’ he says. ‘Seven missed calls.’

I take my phone from him and check the lock screen. He’s not kidding. Beth has called me seven times in the past thirty minutes. My maid of honor is probably going crazy, ready to get the party started.

‘I guess I better start getting dressed,’ I say.

‘You can always go like that,’ he says, lifting the covers and giving my naked body an appreciative look. ‘I don’t think there’s anyone in the world who would object to this.’

I laugh and roll out of bed, standing naked with my back to him, feeling the morning sun leave a trail of tingles across my bare skin through the gap in the drapes. A moment later, as though drawn by some uncontrollable force, Billy’s hand grabs my bare butt and squeezes one cheek playfully. I laugh and wiggle my hips, like I always do. He loves my ass and I love that he loves it.

‘I’m gonna go shower,’ I say, ‘gotta clean up for tonight.’ I think of the two wonderful loads of his lust that he planted deep inside me in the past seven or eight hours and smile to myself. ‘Are you feeling better now?’

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘Thank you.’

But those dimples touch his cheeks again.

He is still troubled.

****

‘Make way for the bride!’ Beth says, announcing our entry with a flamboyant wave of her hands.

My bridal party cheer and raise their glasses to me as Beth and I walk through the club. It’s still early evening outside, but the club is open just for us and our private engagement.

There’s a large horseshoe-shaped gathering of tables against the walls at the far end of the room and my twenty friends are waiting there for me, all wearing the same t-shirts – a plain white shirt with Tiffany’s Bitches
 emblazoned across the front in pink lettering. My own shirt reads, Bride Bitch
.

I look pretty kick-ass tonight, I must admit. Billy was staring at me with those gonna-fuck-you
 eyes before I left. Aside from my custom shirt, I’m wearing a bright pink tartan-colored skirt that barely reaches mid-thigh – honestly, it’s closer to a belt than a skirt – plus knee-high white socks and my cutest black heels. I complimented my green eyes with some deep blue eyeshadow and dark purple lipstick. I look fucking hot, as Billy constantly reminded me while he watched me dress with those hungry eyes and a bulge in his pants.

‘Hi everyone!’ I say, looking round the horseshoe table at my girls. My bitches. ‘Thanks for coming!’

Beth grabs a glass of bubbling champagne from the table and presses it into my hand. She gets a glass for herself and raises it in the air, shouting, ‘To the bride!’

‘To the bride!’ returns the group.

I take a mouthful of champagne, smiling.

‘Thanks for organizing this,’ I say to Beth.

‘Oh, you’re totally welcome,’ she says, an excited grin on her face. ‘We’ve got lots
 planned for you tonight.’

‘Should I be worried?’ I say. ‘Are you making up for something?’

Beth glances at her wedding ring, a slightly dull band of metal around her finger.

‘Hey,’ she says. ‘My bachelorette party was kinda lame – no reason why yours has to suck as well.’

I laugh.

‘Okay, bride!’ Beth says, addressing the group at large and getting everyone’s attention. ‘We got a couple of games for you!’

She grabs a chair and pulls it into the middle of the horseshoe tables, so I’m in the center of everyone. I sit in it and look around at my bitches, nervously.

Beth pulls a tablet out of her bag and holds it up to the group at large.

‘Here’s what we’re gonna do,’ she says, ‘I sat down with your future husband and asked him a couple questions about you…’

‘Oh, fuck,’ I say, to much laughter.

‘…I wonder if you get the same answers as he did?’ Beth says.

She opens the tablet’s lock screen and holds it up for everyone to see. Billy’s bright, smiling face beams out at me, a video clip currently paused.

‘So, it’s like Mr & Mrs
?’ one of the girls behind me asks.

‘I was thinking more like Beauty and the Beast
,’ Beth says, and the girls laugh wildly again. ‘Okay, Tiffany, are you ready?’

‘Yes,’ I say, draining my champagne glass. A fresh drink is put into my hand almost immediately.

‘Question one,’ Beth says, reading off a card. ‘How did you two meet?’

I blush, recalling the memory. I was halfway drunk out my ass at the time, staggering through the club, pushing past crowds of people. I was single. Horny. Lonely. All I wanted to do was fuck someone. I grabbed this guy out of nowhere. Pulled him into me. Kissed him. He responded. Ran his hands over me. The night was a blur of drunken laughter and passionate sex. I didn’t know him and he didn’t know me. Nothing mattered. We were two drunk adults enjoying life and enjoying each other. He was good in bed. I was good in bed. We had chemistry and a physical bond that felt deeper and better than any other guy I’d ever fucked up until that point. I’d had a few one-night-stands before him, but he was above and beyond all those other guys.

The first time I remember really seeing his face, with a clear sober mind, was the next morning, when he opened his beautiful blue eyes and said, Good morning. I’m Billy, by the way
.

‘We met,’ I say, choosing my words carefully, ‘in a club.’

‘Let’s see if Billy remembers,’ Beth says. She presses play on the tablet at the frozen image of my fiancé starts speaking, his voice coming through the small speakers.


We met in – I think – Panic Room
.

Beth pauses the video as the girls clap and cheer.

‘Question two. Who made the first move?’

‘Me,’ I say, without missing a beat.


Tiffany
, the Billy in the video agrees. It was awesome
.

More claps and cheers.

‘Question three,’ Beth says, ‘when did you first have sex?

I pause, taking a mouthful of my fresh champagne as the girls around me hoot and laugh. Some of them know my story. Some of them don’t.

‘Uh,’ I say, trying to think of the best way to phrase it. ‘We had sex… later that night.’

Some of the girls whoop and cheer. Some laugh. They’re all enjoying this.

Beth presses play.


We had sex
, Billy says, a naughty grin curling his lips, the night we met
.

‘You bad girl,’ Beth says, laughing.

The game continues for a while. Beth asks Billy ten questions in total. I get eight of them right. The only two I get wrong are, ‘What was the best sex you ever had?’ to which Billy answered, Hotel swimming pool
, and I said, ‘In the sea on vacation.’ The other question was about my favorite position. Billy said, Doggy style
, while I said, ‘Anything that gets a cock inside me.’

By the time Beth’s little game comes to an end, I’m comfortably buzzing on four glasses of champagne. I don’t even like champagne, but if it bubbles and it’s handed to me in a glass, I’ll drink it. The girls are getting excited for the rest of the night as well.

‘Before we move on to the club,’ Beth says, grabbing everyone’s attention again. ‘We do have one more thing for our lovely Tiffany…’

Someone takes the latest glass out of my hand.

‘…Seeing as how you’re gonna be married to one man for the rest of your life, we thought we’d show you what you’re gonna be missing.’

Beth takes a seat at one of the tables. For a moment, nothing happens. I glance around, wondering if I’m supposed to be doing something.

Then the lights drop. A couple of colored, flashing spotlights wink on and off. Music blares from hidden speakers, first a large, high trumpet note, which fades to a regular, rhythmic, deep, bass pulse.

Two men emerge from the shadows, both dressed as cops, thumbs hooked into their belts, sunglasses obscuring their faces. The girls immediately explode into a chorus of shrills yells of appreciation. I laugh and applaud. The two ‘cops’ approach me, muscles bulging from within their tight blue shirts.

‘We got reports of a disturbance,’ the first cop says, surveying us with a cool expression.

‘It seems that a hot piece of ass is getting taken off the market,’ says the second cop.

‘That sounds like a crime to us.’

The music kicks into gear and the cops start gyrating their hips in front of me. I laugh in delight. The girls continue to shriek and cheer and holler behind me.

The cops take their time dancing, keeping their attention focused on me. They stroke their nightsticks in front of my face to great reactions from my bitches. The cheers seem to grow more deafening as the cops slowly begin to unbutton their shirts.

I applaud and cheer as my strippers toss their shirts to the ground, exposing gleaming bodies and chiseled abs. They stand on each side and grab my hands and trail my fingers down their stacked torsos. They feel really good.

The show continues for a while. The girls never stop cheering and laughing. The cops make me undo their pants by pulling zip cords with my teeth. They take me out of the chair and lay me on the floor and grind above me. They kick off their pants and dance in the smallest, tightest shorts I’ve ever seen, with huge bulges straining against the material.

The men dance a little longer, sometimes with me, sometimes against me, but always playing to the delighted crowd. The show finally ends with me kneeling between the two men, their huge bulges right by my face. My bitches applaud wildly.

Beth kneels in front of me and takes a photo of my face, with two bulging, restrained cocks barely an inch away from my cheeks. She laughs hysterically, thanking the two men for the show. They smile and nod, waving to their adoring fans.

The cops help me back to my feet and give me a kiss on my cheeks together. I laugh.

‘Your fiancé’s a lucky man,’ one says in a low voice.

‘Yeah, he is,’ I agree, and slap them on the ass as they gather their discarded clothes and disappear through a side door.

Beth hugs me tight and says, ‘You liked that!’

‘I loved it,’ I say. I choose not to tell her of all the memories it brought back, all the times I’ve been between two men before. ‘It was so much fun! Can you send that picture to Billy? I think he’d like it.’

Beth grins broadly and taps at her phone.

‘Done.’

‘So, what’s next?’ I say.

Beth hands me a fresh glass of champagne and says, ‘Drink up! We’ve got a table booked at Panic Room down the block.’ Her eyes flash.

‘Panic Room?’ I say, grinning at her choice of venue.

‘Where it all began. I hope you’re thirsty.’

‘I’m always thirsty,’ I say. It takes me a couple seconds realize that she meant for alcohol
, and not for cock
, but Beth doesn’t notice.

‘Drink up, bitches!’ Beth says to the room at large. Many of them are already halfway drunk. ‘We’re gonna hit the dancefloor tonight!’

****

‘Seems like you’re having a good time.’

Even through the crappy speaker of my phone, I can hear Billy’s smile.

‘You got the picture?’ I say, suppressing a grin.

He chuckles and says, ‘Oh, I got it all right. Haven’t stopped touching myself since’

I laugh.

‘Hope you’re saving some for me,’ I say. ‘I’m kinda drunk and really fucking horny right now.’

He sighs wistfully down the line.

‘I’m not drunk,’ he says, ‘but I’ve been so fucking horny all day.’

‘Poor you,’ I say, with a flirty giggle. ‘Was it seeing me all dressed up in this cute little skirt?’

‘Yes,’ he says, ‘plus your underwear, your ass, your tits… the whole package, really.’

I laugh and lean back against the wall of the club. Night time traffic rolls slowly past. By the club entrance, Beth and the girls are explaining our reservation to a bouncer with a clipboard. The bouncer looks bemused – probably because Beth is talking way too fast and it looks like our party is trying to skip the line.

‘It’s a shame you’re not here,’ I say.

‘Oh really?’ He chuckles. ‘Why’s that?’

‘I’ll be all alone in this big, dark club with lots of strange men,’ I say, unable to supress a smirk. ‘What happens if they want to touch me? Or if they try to take me away from you?’

He sighs, a passionate, lustful groan. I can imagine him now, sitting on the couch, maybe stroking himself already, wearing a smile as his imagination begins to run rampant with possibilities.

‘If they do take you away,’ he says, and again I can hear him smiling, ‘I know you’ll come back tomorrow and tell me every
 filthy little detail.’

‘Damn right. I’m your fuckable fiancé.’

‘The one and only.’

Beth distracts me. She’s looking back at me, waving frantically, pointing at the door. The rest of my crew are already walking inside.

‘I gotta go babe,’ I say. ‘Time to go and party like I’m getting married.’

‘Have fun,’ he says. ‘You know what kind of fun I mean.’

I laugh and hang up. A memory passes in front of my eyes for a brief moment – a memory of that morning, of Billy’s troubled face and dimpled cheeks as he lied about being reassured. It bothers me that he’s so worried. I don’t want him to enter our marriage with a cloud of doubt hanging over his head. It’ll slowly work its way over both of us. I’ll be worried that we aren’t fun and sexy anymore. He’ll start to grow resentful if every day of our marriage isn’t as fun and spontaneous and erotic as our dating days. I don’t want this to become a problem for us. But I don’t see any way to put his mind at ease.

Beth runs over and grabs my arm.

‘C’mon!’ she says, almost yanking me off the sidewalk. ‘We gotta get in there! They almost gave away our table!’

‘Who wanted to pose for more pictures with the strippers?’ I say, laughing, as we clatter past the line and the bemused bouncer on unsteady heels.

Beth slams the front door open with a palm and hauls me into the club. Panic Room has changed in the past few years. The main bar is now a huge ring in the centre of the room. To the left and right are booths and tables, with a huge half-full dance floor at the back of the room, complete with pounding music, flashing lights, and a DJ already in full swing.

My bitches are already seated around a cluster of tables pushed together to make a long rectangle, almost the same size as the one at work. The table is filled with pre-ordered drinks – bottles in ice buckets, wine, glasses, even trays of shots – and there’s a balloon floating above the group, tied to one of the buckets. The balloon reads, Getting Married!


Before I even sit down, I have a drink in my head. My bitches are enjoying themselves, laughing, talking, drinking. I love it when people who don’t know each other bond and become friends.

Beth sits next to me in the last remaining chair. She grabs a glass and raises it over her head.

‘A toast!’ she says, yelling to be heard at the far end of the table over the pounding music.

‘A toast!’ comes the echo from my bitches. My girls raise their own glasses, too.

‘To the greatest woman I know,’ Beth says. ‘And the luckiest sonovabitch in the world who gets to keep her!’

There is laughter and the clinking of glasses. I smile and nod and clink glasses with those around me. Beth kisses me on the cheek.

‘I can’t believe you’re really getting married,’ she says. ‘You were always the wild one! What happened, did he tame you?’

‘Me?’ I say. ‘You think I can be tamed
? Bitch, I’m a wild animal. Billy’s good at dodging my claws.’

I make some vague swipes in the air to illustrate my point. Beth laughs, the sound a loud, drunken bellow.

‘I fucking love you,’ she says, sliding an arm around my shoulder. ‘Don’t ever change. Don’t let him change you.’

I grin, thinking of all the wicked and wild things we’ve done together, all the discreet, intense fucks we’ve had in places we shouldn’t have been, all red-hot stories I’ve told him about my past experiences. No, Billy won’t change me. If anything, Billy makes me wilder.

‘Does it change?’ I say, catching myself by surprise.

‘Huh?’ Beth says, taking a deep gulp of her drink. ‘Does what change?’

‘Your relationship,’ I say. Like, when and Jason got married, did it change things?’

‘In what way?’ she says. ‘We’re still the same people, if that’s what you mean.’

‘No,’ I say, leaning in close to be heard over the music. ‘I mean sexually
. You guys still fuck, right?’

‘Oh, hell yeah,’ she says. ‘We still fuck.’

‘But?’

She thinks for a second, considering her reply. Then she turns and speaks into my ear over the pounding music.

‘Sex does change a little after you get married. It’s not the same, somehow. The first year, yeah, it’s fucking great. New and exciting all over again. But after a while, it loses its fun. You gotta keep it spontaneous and fresh, you know? But it’s hard. Like, with my husband, we’re both working really hard and trying to buy a new house. But that doesn’t leave much time for sex.’

‘When was the last time you fucked?’ I say, curious, feeling a strange sinking feeling in my gut. This could be me and Billy
.

Beth exhales, puffing her lips as she does, like a bored retail worker asked a question.

‘Fuck…’ she says. ‘Maybe two weeks ago? Three?’

Three fucking weeks
? I get antsy if Billy and I spend three hours
 together fully dressed. What the fuck are we supposed to do if we haven’t been intimate in three goddamn weeks?

‘How do you do it?’ I say. ‘How do you cope?’

She gives a me a cool look, slightly marred by the glazed, drunken shimmer in her eyes.

‘I’m not twenty anymore,’ she says. ‘I can cope. When we fuck, it’s good
. Really good. Yeah, I’d like it if we did it more, but I’m satisfied. Mostly.’

Beth’s attention is diverted by one of the other girls. She drops her arm from around my shoulders and leans over the table.

I sit quietly for a moment, drinking, thinking. Is that gonna happen to us? I remember how much sex Beth and her husband had when they were dating. They were fucking like rabbits, almost every day. How does that happen? How do you suddenly stop
 wanting to grab someone and touch them every chance you get? I get horny just sharing a bed with Billy. I can’t imagine falling asleep next to him without being completely satisfied and physically spent.

An image comes into my mind again. Billy’s troubled face from earlier today. I remember the dimples on his cheeks and the words he spoke.

You think we’ll be like this forever?

Oh, God, baby, I hope so.

****

Drinks.

Wine.

Champagne.

Shots.

Beer.

Laughter.

Pointing.

Selfies.

Dancing.

The night is good. I’m on the dancefloor. Good vibes. Good times. Some of my bitches have gone home. Some have stayed. Beth is here. Dancing with me.

Music pounding. Lights flashing. Lots of people. Pressed close together. I’m close to drunk. On the verge of losing control. The good kind of drunk.

I’m hot. Almost sweaty. Heart racing. Hands raised. Shaking my ass with the pulsing music. I feel good. Better than good. I feel awesome.

There’s a guy dancing close by, on my right. He glances toward me now and again. He’s pretty good-looking. Dirty blond hair. Roguish smile. He looks at me with an expression that says, I like what I see
.

I like what I see, too.

Beth dances in front of me, totally oblivious to the guy on my right. He moves a little closer as he dances. I stay where I am. Letting him chase. I see him read the words on my shirt, Bride Bitch
. He knows I’m engaged. He knows this is my bachelorette party. But he still wants more. I like that about guys – they see another man’s girl as competition. I should be off-limits. He shouldn’t want
 to dance with me. He should back off and respect the ring on my hand and the man in my life. But he doesn’t. He sees me as a conquest, a challenge.

That’s the same way I see him, too.

He breaches my circle, my zone, my space, and starts to dance with me, still with that roguish, playboy smile on his face. He’s confident. Ballsy. I get the feeling that he’s done this before, many times. These are his moves. He spots a girl on the dancefloor. He waits nearby. He makes eye contact. He smiles. He moves nearer. He takes her home. I bet he does this every single week. I bet he’s done this a thousand times. Well, tonight is gonna be different, because he’s never done this with me
.

We dance for a moment, the awkward silent introduction. He tries to mirror my moves. I change up my dance, waving my hands in the air. He copies me. Not bad.

He moves closer now and touches my hip. I brush his hand away and hold up my ring, showing him that I’m taken, I’m engaged, I’m off the menu. He grins and makes a show of looking around, telling me without words, I don’t see him anywhere
. I point to my shirt. He shrugs. Then he moves in closer, standing almost close enough to touch me now. He puts his hands on my hips again. This time I let him.

We dance together, hips moving in rhythm, swaying to the music. I don’t put my hands on his body – not yet, anyway, I want him to work a little harder for me. It’s a shame that Billy isn’t here. He would love this. He would love to dance with me while a stranger flirted and tried to feel me up.

A smile crosses my lips. I get an idea. A wicked, naughty idea. The kind of idea that no sweet, innocent fiancé should every get. I remember how good it felt to be between the two strippers earlier. I remember how hot it was when Billy and I convinced that German stranger to join us in the hot tub.

I make a decision. Right here and now, on the same dancefloor where Billy and I first met, where I grabbed him and kissed him and took him back to my place.

We will not have a sexless marriage. We will have new adventures every single day.

Starting tonight.

I glance behind me. There’s another guy dancing close to my back, facing away from me. I push my hips out, still swaying left and right, until I bump into his ass. I grind into him. He stiffens and I know I’ve got his attention.

The whole time, the blond guy at my front keeps dancing, oblivious, his hands on my hips, keeping steady rhythm with me. His hands begin to slowly slide around my hips, touching my body, gently exploring how far he can go before I stop him. Blondie’s probably done this with dozens of girls just like me – drunk, pretty, young, and willing.

I feel the guy behind me turn. He places a hand on my back and starts to sway with me, grinding against my butt. I keep both guys dancing with me, the three of us swaying and grinding in a heady, erotic beat. One man at the front. One man at the rear.

Just how I like it.

For a long, blissful moment, the two men are unaware of each other’s presence, happily dancing and grinding against a random woman in the club. Then the one behind me stiffens. Blondie looks past me, over my shoulder, and freezes. Both guys stare at each other over me, both thinking they’re dancing with another man’s woman. They let go of me at the same time, the guy behind taking his hand off my back, Blondie releasing my hips.

I reach out, one hand forward, the other behind, and grab both guys by the shirts. I keep swaying my hips, grinding against the guy behind me. Blondie shoots me a look of confusion. I give him my naughtiest smile and pull him in closer. His eyes flick to the guy behind my shoulder, then back to me. I nod. I want this
. He looks to the man behind me, and shrugs. If you’re okay with this, bro
.

The guy behind me wavers for a moment. I can feel his indecision. He rocks side to side on his feet, trying to make up his mind. Stay or go? Dance with the strange girl who already has a guy, or bail?

I slide my hand around his back and pull him into me. Mind made up.

The guys put their hands on me now. They move in a little closer, penning me in from either side. I keep my hands on them, enjoying the sensation of two bodies grinding against me. After a few awkward moments, the guys start to get in the spirit of it. They sway in time with me, dancing hip-to-hip-to-hip, the three of us waving in motion, like flowers in the breeze. The guy behind me holds my hips, grinding into my butt. Blondie in front holds my waist, grinding into my cleft. I can feel both guys getting excited, their pants bulging and pressing into my ass and my mound. Fuck, it feels so
 good to be desired like this. These two guys don’t know anything about me. Not even my name. All they know is that I’m a drunk party girl on the dancefloor. Blondie knows I’m engaged. He knows this is my bachelorette party. The guy behind me only knows that I’m a sexy young woman who wants him to dance with me.

Beth suddenly notices that we’re no longer dancing together. She looks at me and her jaw drops in shock, her perfectly sculpted eyebrows almost launching off into the roof. I smile and wink. She holds up her left hand, waggling her ring finger at me. What about Billy?
 I wink again. She doesn’t know the specifics of our arrangement, and I don’t feel like telling her right now.

I motion for a drink with one hand and thumb towards the bar. She nods, eyes rolling back into her head. Fuck, she’s even drunker than I am. She turns and slowly starts pushing her way through the crowd. I glance around, but can’t see any of my bitches nearby. Maybe Beth and I are the last ones standing. Like always. I can count on Beth to finish the night with me.

My guys start to get a little more confident now. Their hands start to move up and down my body, exploring me, seeing how far I’ll let them go. The guy behind me grinds into my ass. He’s getting more and more turned on with every passing moment, his member stiffening against my ass cheek. He gropes my ass, giving me teasing little squeezes her and there. I raise my hand up to his head and pull him into my neck. He gets the right idea and immediately begins kissing and biting and sucking the sensitive area of flesh between my neck and shoulder. My gasp of delight is lost amid the thumping music. His hands move around to my front and he finds my firm breasts and squeezes. I grind into his growing manhood again, loving the feeling of his stiffening excitement pressing into me. Blondie frowns, looking a little offended, like his been overthrown. I grin at him and bite my bottom lip and grab his ass. He starts to get into it a little more, raising an eyebrow at me. I nod again. He runs a hand down my body and slides it up my skirt. His fingers trail over my panties, sending warm shivers through my mound. Fuck, this feels so good
! One man at my front, one man at my back. Hands on my tits, fingers on my cleft, stiff cocks grinding into me… if only Billy was here to see me now. He’d be grinning like crazy, encouraging me to do more. Be badder
, he would say. I know you want it
.

Oh, fuck, do I want it!

Something snaps inside me. I know what I have to do. I know what I need to do. The solution to all our worries is right here. It’s so obvious. So easy. So simple.

I pull Blondie’s head in close to my lips. I lean my head back and speak loudly, to both guys at once, almost yelling to be heard over the music in my drunk state.

‘I want both you guys to fuck me.
’

Blondie looks at me, at the guy behind me, back to me. He nods.

I turn to face the guy behind me. He has black hair and brown eyes and tanned skin.

‘You down for this?’ I say, calling back to him over my shoulder. ‘You wanna fuck me with this guy?’

Brown-Eyes grins at me, his teeth almost flashing in the half-light of the club. He nods too.

I run my hands down my boys’ fronts and give their bulges a playful squeeze. Blondie shoots me an excited, hungry look. He’s done this many times before, but I bet he’s never done it with a girl like me. Brown-Eyes squeezes my tits again, openly caressing me in the middle of the dance floor.

Blondie rubs my panties now, forcing a groan out of me. His fingers trail back and forth along my red-hot slit, pushing me open through my underwear. I toss my head back and groan. People around are glancing at us. They see the girl with the engagement ring on her finger and the custom bachelorette shirt getting felt up by two guys. Some of them are grinning at me. Others react with shocked, appalled expressions. Fuck ‘em. Fuck ‘em all. This is between me and them… and my fiancé.

Brown-Eyes grinds against me harder now, as through he’s trying to drive his cock through my butt cheek. If I don’t take control of this soon, he’s probably gonna fuck me right here on the dancefloor. The idea turns me on, but I’d want Billy to be here for that.

‘Come home with me,’ I say to Blondie. ‘Right now.’

He cups my burning panties with his hand and grins at me. He leans in and kisses me. It’s not the greatest kiss in the world – he uses too much tongue, tastes like booze, and is way too forceful – but it might be the hottest. Making out with this guy while he feels me up, while another man dry-humps my ass and gropes my tits, makes me feel even wetter.

‘Right now!’ I say, after he pulls away. ‘You guys and me. C’mon!’

I gently push their hands away from my body – Brown-Eyes takes a little convincing, maybe he can’t hear me too well and thinks I want him to stop – and step to the side, gesturing for them to follow me. They don’t move straight away. Maybe they’re having doubts. Performance anxiety. Maybe they don’t want to be naked in front of another dude – No homo, bro
 – or whatever. Doesn’t matter to me.

I grab them by the shirts and pull them with me, slowly making my way through the crush of sweating, heaving, writhing mass of people, until we pass through the dancefloor into the rest of the club. The table we’d reserved a few hours ago is now taken up by other people. My bride balloon is long gone. It’s late at night and everyone in the club is drunk or well on their way. Calm conversations have morphed into shouting matches, punctuated by rapid gestures. There’s a good vibe in the air, a sense of people having fun and their hair down.

My boys follow me, Blondie wearing an eager smile, Brown-Eyes staring at my ass. Brown-Eyes already looks pretty drunk. I hope he can stay hard tonight. I turn toward the exit and stop suddenly. Beth is leaning against the wall, staring up at the ceiling, mouth open, eyes glazed.

I stop my boys and put my hand on her shoulder. My maid of honor slowly brings her gaze down to me. She’s drunk. She’s beyond drunk. I’ve never seen her this wasted before, not even back in our college days.

‘Tiffany!’ she says, somehow managing to slur my name.

‘Hey Beth,’ I say. ‘You good?’

‘You’re getting married!’ she says. She throws her arms around me and hugs me tight. A big, drunken embrace. ‘I can’t believe my little Tiff-Tiff is getting married!’

‘Me neither,’ I say, feeling her arms squeeze me uncomfortably tight.

‘You’re so lucky
,’ she says. ‘He’s so lucky
 to have you.’

‘I know,’ I say. ‘He’s awesome.’

She leans back out of the hug. Her eyes are filled with tears.

‘Did I do good tonight?’ she says. ‘Was this fun?’

‘Yeah!’ I say. ‘This was the best party ever!’

She smiles. Then her emotions suddenly overwhelm her and she bursts into tears. She sobs and buries her face into my shoulder, muffling her wails and gasps.

‘My little Tiff-Tiff is getting married!’ she says.

She says something else too, but I can’t make it out through her muffled sobbing. It sounds like a cross between a whale song and that hairy thing from Star Wars
.

I look over my shoulder. The guys watch us, holding off at a safe distance, uncomfortable expressions on their faces.

‘You guys mind helping me?’ I say. ‘Can we get my friend to a cab?’

They both step in now, each taking one of Beth’s arms around their shoulders. She doesn’t react. She probably doesn’t even know the guys are helping her. I take the lead and forge a path through to the main entrance. Large guys in serious jackets with equally serious expressions stand by the doors. They eye my little group, but say nothing. One of them even holds the door open for us.

I step outside and gasp. The night air is fucking freezing. I clutch my arms, desperately rubbing at my bare skin, letting out a high-pitched yelp at the sudden drop in temperature.

The guys follow me, Beth carried between them like a wounded soldier being helped to the evacuation point. Beth is still mumbling to herself. The only words I can make out are Tiff-Tiff
 and married
. Her eyes are completely unfocused.

I hold out my arm and hail a cab. The vehicle pulls up to the sidewalk and the driver winds down the window.

‘You okay to take my friend home?’ I say.

The driver glances at Beth.

‘She ain’t gonna puke in my car, is she? Cuz she’ll pay for it.’

‘She’s good,’ I say, cutting him off. I give him Beth’s address and open the back door. The guys carefully put her into the backseat. She slumps to the side. They hold her in place and clip the belt around her. I lean in and give her a hug and a kiss.

‘Thank you,’ I say. ‘You crazy drunk bitch. I love you.’

I close the door. The cab pulls away and vanishes into the night. I take out my phone and send a quick message to Beth’s husband. One drunk wife coming your way
. Then I turn back to my boys. They’re standing awkwardly together, waiting for me.

‘So,’ says Blondie, ‘my place or his?’

‘My roommates might be home,’ says Brown-Eyes.

‘My place it is.’

‘Actually, guys,’ I say, ‘I want you to come to my place.’

Brown-Eyes nods, but Blondie frowns.

‘What about your fiancé?’ he says.

‘He’s home,’ I say, and flash him a wicked grin. ‘You don’t mind having an audience, do you?’

Blondie’s mouth drops open. He glances at Brown-Eyes, but the darker man just shrugs.

‘No,’ Blondie says, catching himself. ‘So long as this doesn’t get all fucked up.’

I grin again, my body shivering with both the cold and the excitement of taking these two young guys home. I don’t know anything about them, and that’s the way I like it. I try to imagine the expression on Billy’s face when I bring home two playmates. I imagine his blue eyes flashing with erotic lust. The bulge in his pants. The smile on his face. We’ve fooled around together while we’re out, or on vacation. But we’ve never done anything like this!

The cold air makes me shiver. I throw out my hand again, trying to hail a cab. The first one drives past, ignoring me. A second cab rolls to a stop. Brown-Eyes walks around and climbs in the back. I give the driver my address. He nods.

Blondie holds the back door open for me. I slide across the back seat. He follows me inside. I’m now between the two guys in the backseat of the cab. Blondie slams the door. We snap our seatbelts into place and the driver eases away from the sidewalk, back onto the road.

Before the driver has even flicked off the blinkers, my boys are touching me.

Brown-Eyes goes straight for my tits, half-turning in his seat to grope and squeeze me with his right hand. Blondie slides his hand up my bare thigh, under my skirt, and strokes my panties again. I let out a surprised gasp and lean back into the seat. The driver’s eyes flick between the road and the rear-view mirror. He’s watching us. He’s probably gonna tell all his buddies about this later – I picked up this slut and her two boyfriends
 – but I don’t care. Let him tell whoever he wants. Hell, let him pull over and watch if he wants.

I run my hands over the two boy’s bulges, squeezing and caressing them through their pants. Blondie feels harder, but Brown-Eyes might have the edge in size. I can’t wait to find out.

Blondie slips his hand inside my underwear and touches my lips. I gasp – his fingers are cold from being outside – but I don’t tell him to stop. I open my legs wider for him.

Brown-Eyes kisses my cheek. I turn my head and he kisses my lips. He leans in closer and kisses me. It’s a hard, drunken kiss, full of intensity and lust. He tastes like beer and shoves his tongue into my mouth like a clumsy teenager. He reaches down and puts his hand under my shirt and gets a good handful of my breasts.

I gasp as Blondie slips a finger inside me. He kisses my neck, gently biting my skin, teasing me with his teeth, still easing his finger inside me the whole time. My body responds, back arching, hips rocking. I moan into Brown-Eyes’s mouth. Their hands feel so good on me. Their hard cocks feel so good through their pants. Hard cocks, all for me.

Blondie pushes a second finger inside me. I gasp and break off from Brown-Eyes.

‘Go slow,’ I say. ‘Don’t rush.’

He nods and gently slips his fingers in and out of me. Slowly and gently. Letting my body get used to the feel of him. Fuck, it feels fantastic. There is no feeling in the world as hot as being desired, especially by two guys at once.

Brown-Eyes paws at my tits with a hungry, aggressive hand. His fingers slip under my bra and find my nipple. I moan as he pinches and tweaks the firm nub of flesh.

‘You like my tits?’ I say.

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Perfect.’

Blondie sinks his two fingers deep inside me again, right to the knuckle, as though reminding me that he’s still here. I gasp and lean my head back into the seat. This feels so fucking good. One man teasing my pussy. One man teasing my tits. A cab driver watching, probably with a hard-on. Life is good.

I close my eyes for a moment, letting myself get washed away by the sensations. I give their bulges a playful squeeze. Part of me wants to unzip their pants right here and now, but the cab driver would probably call a halt to our fun if I did.

After a few long, passionate minutes, I feel the cab decelerate. The light flicks on. My boys take their hands off me and out of my clothes.

The driver turns around with a wicked grin and announces the price. I toss him a twenty and collect my change. Brown-Eyes and Blondie slip out of the cab while I put the coins in my purse.

‘Have a good night,’ says the driver, his tone suggesting that he knows I will.

I climb out of the cab onto my street, a dark, quiet row of carefully-maintained apartment blocks on either side. Scattered lights are visible in a few of the windows, despite the late hour. My boys grin at me as the cab drives off. Blondie adjusts his pants, the bulge still perfectly visible.

‘Which one is your place?’ Blondie says.

‘This one.’

I lead them along a concrete pathway to the main entrance, my heels tapping on the ground. They follow close behind. Tension crackles through the air.

‘You sure your fiancé’s gonna be okay with this?’ Blondie sounds a little on edge. Maybe he’s chased out of a few homes by jealous lovers before.

‘Trust me babe,’ I say, tossing a wink back over my shoulder. ‘He’ll thank you for it.’

‘Are you guys, like, swingers, or something?’ Brown-Eyes says, slurring his words a little.

‘I don’t think there’s a name for what we are,’ I say. ‘I prefer to think of us as easy-going
.’

‘Open relationship?’ Blondie says.

‘I guess,’ I say, tapping my entry code into the door panel. ‘We don’t really have rules or boundaries, you know?’

‘Do you usually bring guys back like this?’

‘No,’ I say. The door beeps open. I smile at Blondie. ‘This is a special night.’

****

The apartment is dark and silent. Light spills into the gloomy hallway through the open doorway, our shadows forming inkblots on the floor as the three of us file in. I turn on the light and dump my keys into the bowl on the stand. The hallway has three doors. The first leads to the living room and kitchen. The second goes to our bedroom. The final door is for the bathroom. I push open the door to the living room and flick the light switch.

‘Where, uh, where do you want us?’ Blondie says.

‘In there,’ I say. ‘Take off your shoes.’

The guys do as I ask, leaving their shoes in the hallway. Brown-Eyes sits down on the couch, relaxed and comfortable, as though he hangs out here all the time. Blondie stands, hovering awkwardly in the middle of the room.

‘You guys want a beer or anything?’ I say.

‘Sure,’ Blondie says. Brown-Eyes nods.

I walk to the little kitchen area at the back of the room – little more than an oven, counter, and cooking essentials – and grab a couple of beers from the fridge. Blondie and Brown-Eyes take the bottles and unscrew the caps with a faint hiss
.

‘You boys ever done anything like this before?’ I say.

Blondie shakes his head. Brown-Eyes nods and says, ‘Couple times with my roommates.’

‘Don’t worry,’ I say, turning my attention to Blondie. ‘Just relax.’

I kneel down in front of him and run my hands over his bulge, enjoying the gleam in his eyes. I unzip his pants and gently prize the zipper open and pull them down to his ankles. He drinks his beer, watching me with deepest interest. He’s wearing black shorts. The fabric is bulging, his manhood fighting for freedom. What kind of a girl wouldn’t lend a hand with that?

He groans as I kiss his bulge. I tease him a little, licking his shorts, giving him a playful squeeze. His heat seeps through the shorts. God, I love the feeling of a man’s warmth. It’s like he’s burning up for me.

Finally, I decide to stop tormenting my blonde friend. I reach up and take hold of his waistband and slowly pull down his shorts, watching his face the whole time. His smile widens as more and more of him is exposed – inch after rock-solid inch – right in front of my face. I grin as his manhood springs free, bobbing up and down like a diving board after the swimmer has bounced away. His cock is good – maybe about six inches or so, with a decent thickness. Nice, full balls, too. His blonde pubic hair is neatly trimmed. With a guy like this, I’m not surprised he takes care of himself. I pull his shorts all the way down, so he’s standing in the middle of the room in just his shirt, casually drinking a beer. I look over at Brown-Eyes on the couch. He grins, watching me, patiently waiting his turn.

‘Can you take a picture for me?’ I say.

He nods and stands up. I give him my phone. He leans back. I grasp Blondie’s red-hot cock in one hand and take the head in my mouth, my eyes on the camera. Brown-Eyes grins and hands back my phone. I slowly stroke Blondie’s cock, enjoying the feel of him in my hand, and send the picture to Billy.

‘Just gonna get my fiancé,’ I say.

Blondie nods. I put my phone to the side and turn my attention back to Blondie. I flick my tongue across his head, a teasing little motion. He makes a throaty sigh. I slowly suck on his head and stroke the shaft with one hand, enjoying his flavor. He tastes sweeter than most guys.

Through the wall, I hear Billy’s phone buzz on the nightstand. A loud ding
 noise indicates a new message. Billy always leaves his phone on loud when I go out, just in case. I smile and take Blondie a little deeper into my mouth. There is a short silence in the apartment, broken only by Blondie’s deep, lusty breathing and the wet sound of his cock sliding in and out of my mouth.

Then I hear movement in the other room. I hear the squeak of the mattress as Billy gets out of bed. I hear footsteps as he walks across the room. The sound of the bedroom door opening. The soft padding of bare feet in the hallway, growing closer. Blondie stiffens above me, but he doesn’t pull away or pussy out. Good boy.

Billy walks into the room, blinking in the sudden light. His hair is a mess and he’s only wearing his night shorts. He looks at Brown-Eyes on the couch. He looks at Blondie. He looks at me, on my knees, with a stranger’s cock in my mouth. He smiles.

‘How was the bachelorette party?’ he says, grinning like he’s just won the lottery. Most guys would be shocked or appalled or horrified to walk into their living room and catch their girl sucking a stranger’s dick. But not Billy. My baby knows the score.

Blondie relaxes. I let his cock slip out of my mouth with a loud, wet noise and turn to Billy.

‘It was really fun,’ I say, putting on a voice I know he loves – that sweet, innocent, naïve tone. ‘The strippers got me really horny though… these guys offered to help me out with that.’

‘Nice guys,’ Billy says, not taking his eyes off me. His shorts begin to bulge with excitement. ‘You want a hand with that?’

I take Blondie inside my mouth again and shake my head. His cock bobs from side to side, from cheek to cheek.

‘No,’ I say, pointing to the chair that faces our couch. The guest chair. ‘Sit down. This is my party. Not yours.’

Billy looks to the chair, apparently confused. I turn my attention back to the delicious cock in front of me and start sucking it long and slow. It’s not the biggest I’ve ever had, so it’s easy to take the whole thing into my throat. Blondie groans as I take his shaft to the back of my throat and let my tongue stroke his balls.

‘Fuck,’ Blondie says. ‘You really sucking dick, huh?’

‘You have no idea!’ Billy says, with a small chuckle. I hear him sit down in the chair, taking his seat for tonight’s show. Knowing that my fiancé will be watching drives me wild with excitement.

I start to loosen up now, beginning to enjoy myself. I look up at Blondie, watching his eyelids flutter as I suck his cock, loving the way his mouth opens with every gasp of pleasure. I stroke his slick shaft at the same time, jerking him off into my hungry mouth.

‘Goddamn!’ Blondie groans. ‘You’re fucking awesome.’

I purr my thanks and take him all the way into my mouth again, looking up as he groans and gasps with pleasure. I hold his cock in place for several long seconds, feeling his entire body tremble with lust. This is why I love sucking dick. I have so much power. So much control. He’s utterly helpless right now. Putty in my hands.

Now I lean back and let his cock slide out of my mouth, spit and saliva clinging to his shaft in silvery tendrils. I’m a firm believer that blowjobs should be messy. Sex should be messy, too. I have a feeling that these boys are going to make that happen tonight.

Brown-Eyes gets up from the couch. He takes a big gulp of his beer and unzips his pants. I giggle and turn toward him, loving the enthusiasm. I pull his pants down and blink in surprise. His shorts aren’t just bulging, they’re rippling
. His cock runs across his left thigh like a cable running underground. I thought it felt like a good-sized tool, but – holy fuck! – I never would have imagined anything like this.

He pushes his shorts down and my eyes widen in shock and delight. Brown-Eyes is at least two inches bigger than Blondie, maybe more, and almost as thick as my fucking wrist. Heavy veins ripple up his shaft. His cock is a little thinner at the head, his tip a deep purple color, already glistening with excitement. His balls hang low, full of juice and all for me. He’s like one of those stupidly big porn stars, only he’s standing right in front of me, instead of gazing out from my computer screen.

‘Woah!’ Billy says, vocalizing what I’m thinking. ‘You gonna be able to handle all that, babe?’

I shoot him a mischievous look. Then I take Brown-Eyes in my hand, marveling at how heavy
 he feels, and flick my tongue across the tip of his cock. He tastes a little sour compared to Blondie. I look up into his brow eyes and tanned face and open my mouth as wide as I can.

It’s not wide enough.

I can barely get the head of his cock in my mouth. He’s so big! I concentrate as hard as I can and suck with all my might, but only the first two inches pass my lips. Brown-Eyes grins down at me, loving my struggle. He takes another gulp of his beer and grabs the back of my head with his free hand. He glances over at Billy.

‘You okay with this?’ he says.

‘Oh, fuck yeah!’ Billy says. ‘Do it, she loves it.’

Brown-Eyes takes control. He pulls my head in close, forcing his fat cock deeper into my throat, and starts violently jerking me back and forth. He fucks my mouth right in front of my delighted fiancé. I can hear Billy’s cries of encouragement over the sound of my own choking and gagging and slobbering gasps.

Holy fuck, my pussy is dripping wet right now.

I loosen my body and let him use my mouth. He doesn’t disappoint. He rams his cock deep into my mouth, forcing my jaw open as wide as possible, and pounds my throat with his cock. I’ve never been face-fucked this good before.

He pulls my face down into him – hard – forcing himself into my mouth and holding me in place with one strong hand on the back of my head. I fight for breath, desperately trying to stay calm, but I can’t. I slap his thigh and he finally releases me. I ease back, panting, gasping, spit and drool all over my chin, his dripping cock pointing at my face like a loaded weapon.

‘Fuck,’ I say, gasping, ‘you’re really… wow.’

Something moves in my peripheral vision. Blondie shuffles awkwardly from foot to foot. I seize his shaft in my hand and stroke him. Poor guy. He bangs chicks from the bar almost every night, but he’s never been outclassed by a cock like this before. Blondie relaxes a little now, apparently relieved that I haven’t forgotten about him. I suck his cock a little more, my abused throat now much more relaxed and loose, before swapping back to Brown-Eyes. I stroke both guys together, enjoying how different they both feel in my hands. One is thick and awe-inspiring, the other comforting and red-hot.

‘You guys wanna fuck me?’ I say.

‘Yeah,’ Brown-Eyes says. He takes another deep pull on the beer and sets the empty bottle aside.

‘Fuck yes,’ Blondie concurs.

I tease them a little more, stroking them slowly, sucking each of them in turn for a few minutes longer. Then Brown-Eyes puts a hand under my arm and helps me to my feet. He’s done with the opening act. He wants the main performance.

Brown-Eyes wastes no time. He yanks my shirt up and over my head. It gets caught on my arms for a second until I raise them. He throws my shirt away.

Blondie steps in behind me now, throwing himself into the mix and pinning me between them both. He grabs the clasp on the back of my bra and fumbles with it for a few seconds before managing to figure out how to unhook me. He pushes the straps down my shoulders and my breasts spill free. I’m not exactly well-endowed in the chest department, but I’ve never had any complaints.

Brown-Eyes immediately paws at my bare C-cup breasts, squeezing the flesh and thumbing my nipples like my chest is a videogame controller. It’s not exactly thrilling, but the feel of a new pair of hands on my bare skin sends shivers of delight through me.

Blondie cups my ass from behind and kisses my neck. The anticipation is killing me. I want both these guys inside me, right now. I want Billy to watch these guys fuck me. Most of all, I really
 wanna know how this fat fucking cock feels inside me. Brown-Eyes stands close to me and his monster cock brushes my thigh. It feels fucking huge
. Bigger than huge.

Brown-Eyes kisses me now, hard and deep and aggressively. His tongue crashes against mine in a cute-but-clumsy way, as though trying to wrestle inside my mouth. The feel of two men touching and kissing and fondling my body makes me tingle all over. My pink nipples harden under Brown-Eyes’ thumbs. My pussy throbs with that familiar wet heat, eager for satisfaction.

Blondie’s hands slip around the skirt and find the zipper. I break off the kiss and turn to Billy.

‘You want me to keep the skirt on, babe?’ I say.

‘God, yes,’ he says. He’s sitting on the edge of the chair, leaning forward as though ready to pounce. Not because he’s worried for my safety, but because he’s desperate to get involved.

I push Blondie’s hands away from the zipper of my skirt. He changes course and reaches underneath, tugging at my panties instead. I lean forward a little and push my ass toward him to help. Blondie kneels down behind me and puts both hands up my skirt and yanks my underwear down, leaving me in just my skirt, socks, and heels. Brown-Eyes grabs my face and kisses me again, harder this time, with more urgency. He presses his body against mine and his huge cock almost reaches my belly button. My underwear falls to the floor. It’s getting hard to keep up with both of them at once.

Then I gasp. Something hot and wet touches my ass cheeks.

Blondie’s tongue.

He trails a blazing path over my pert buttocks and I moan into Brown-Eyes’ mouth. I feel Blondie’s tongue flick over my ass crack for a second, before he teases me with a deft kiss in just
 the right place.

I break off the kiss and gasp in shocked delight. Billy loves to play with my ass, but I very rarely have a random guy kiss me there. I love it. I bend forward a little more and part my legs a little wider for him, giving him deeper access.

Brown-Eyes looks me up and down. He sees Blondie kneeling behind me. His eyes gleam with dark intent and he kneels in front of me and kisses my shaven mound. I gasp again. Billy leans forward even more. If he keeps leaning, he’ll fall off the damn chair.

I put my hands out, one forward, one back, touching their heads to steady myself. Brown-Eyes laps at my slit like a dog at a watering bowl. It’s not careful and it’s not pretty, but holy shit does it feel good. Blondie’s hot breath brushes my ass cheeks and teases my tight, puckered hole. His tongue gently flickers inside my ass crack and I shudder at the feeling. Blondie is more skilled with his tongue – he has control and dexterity and knows how to apply the right amount of pressure.

My two boys pleasure me with their tongues for a long, blissful few minutes. My hips rock back and forth, offer my holes to each man in turn, letting them taste and explore and probe me. I groan and moan and gasp with each flicker.

Blondie gently grabs my ass and pulls my cheeks apart. I moan long and loud as his hot, wet tongue touches my asshole, licking my most intimate hole. It feels fucking incredible
. So naughty and wrong and yet so good
. I push back into him, letting him taste every part of me. Brown-Eyes keeps slapping his tongue against my clit, but it doesn’t feel half as good as this. If his cock wasn’t so impressive, I’d probably tell Brown-Eyes to knock it off.

The feel of two men, of two tongues, lapping at my holes is exquisite. I look over at Billy through eyes misted over with lust and pleasure. He’s grinning wider than I’ve ever seen before. He slips a hand into his shorts. I shake my head. He raises an eyebrow. I shake my head again. He slowly takes his hand back out and grips his thigh as though holding on for dear life. My fiancé watches me intently, watching the men lick my pussy and ass, watching my breasts and hard nipples rise and fall as I gasp and moan in delirious pleasure.

‘You like watching this, baby?’ I say. ‘You like watching them tease me?’

‘Uh-huh,’ Billy says, is voice strained from the effort of staying in place. My poor baby is desperate to jerk off, but I won’t let him. I want him to save all his energy and lust and come for me.

I tremble all over now as Blondie’s tongue deftly probes my asshole. It feels fucking incredible. Brown-Eyes finally slows down now, allowing his tongue to tease my firm clit in slow circular motions, and I moan loudly for my captive audience.

‘You boys wanna fuck me?’ I say. ‘C’mon guys, I hate to be teased like this…’

Brown-Eyes stands up, a filthy grin on his face. He puts a hand on the back of my head and gently bends me forward, bringing my mouth back to his big, fat cock. I open my lips as wide as I can and take him back inside. Blondie teases my ass with his tongue a little longer, flicking my tight entrance and leaving a sensual trail of hot saliva across the ring. Then Blondie stands up behind me.

I reach back and hold myself open for him, spreading my dripping pussy lips, while Brown-Eyes slowly pumps my mouth with his enormous shaft. Blondie gets into position and rubs his cock head up and down my slit, coating himself in my excitement. I groan over the cock in my mouth and shiver with anticipation.

Blondie pushes forward and his cock slips effortlessly inside my yearning hole. I groan deep onto Brown-Eyes’ massive manhood. I’m filled at both ends now and it feels perfect.

Off to my side, Billy exhales sharply. This is the first time I’ve fooled around with anyone and not let him be involved in some way. It must be sweet torture for him.

Blondie grabs my hips and pushes himself all the way inside me now, filling me with his length, until he comes to a stop against my ass. I take hold of Brown-Eyes’ cock with one hand and stroke the many thick inches I can’t take into my mouth. My other hand slips around to my aching clit and slowly begins to stroke.

‘So fucking hot…’ Billy says in a breathless, husky whisper.

The boys take that as their cue to go to town on me. Brown-Eyes grabs a fistful of my hair and starts to fuck my eager mouth again. Blondie fucks my pussy in hard, fast, deep strokes, his fingers gripping my hips, digging into my soft flesh. I moan and groan and make all the right noises, spurring them on, desperate for more, fingers teasing and stroking and rubbing my clit furiously.

They fuck my mouth and my pussy right in front of my fiancé. They take me hard and fast, using my holes for their own pleasure. Brown-Eyes pumps my mouth like he only has minutes to live. Blondie slaps my ass and slams into me and pounds my aching pussy, groaning deeply with every stroke.

‘Holy fuck,’ Billy says, captivated beyond imagination. ‘I think she’s gonna come, guys.’

He knows me so well. My groans grow steadily shorter. I find it hard to draw enough breath. My body tenses, knees locked, legs trembling. My fingers frantically tease my swollen clit. My boys fuck me harder now, spurred on by Billy’s encouragement, craving my release. Blondie fucks me as hard and fast as he can, his cock filling my tight tunnel over and over, my juices coating his shaft and my fingers, dripping down my thighs, trailing over his balls. My spit runs down Brown-Eye’s huge cock, soaking his manhood, covering my slippery hand. I am a mess. I am a dirty, slutty mess.

And my fiancé loves
 it.

My first orgasm bursts through my body like an explosion underwater – a deep, powerful ripple that sucks in all the air before forcing it outwards at incredible speeds. M y body shudders and jerks and convulses. My knees almost give out, but the guys keep holding me up, keep fucking me from both ends. I come over Blondie’s cock and gasp onto Brown-Eyes. Drool runs out of my open mouth onto the carpet. I can’t close my mouth. I can’t think. My eyes roll up. I shudder and convulse and can’t stop coming.

‘God, yes!’ Billy says, clapping his hands together in delight. ‘That’s it! Fuck her! Make her come!’

Blondie keeps up his relentless pace, filling me over and over and over again. Every stroke sends waves of bliss through me. I have never felt this good, this dirty, this wicked before.

Finally, my climax subsides. I regain control of my body. I pull my head back and gasp for air.

‘Okay,’ I say, ‘time to swap.’

Blondie pushes himself deep inside me one final time, before reluctantly withdrawing. I guess he’s not used to sharing with others. I stand up and stretch my back. Brown-Eyes watches me closely, stroking himself.

‘Sit on the couch,’ I say. I don’t want to say it out loud, but the only way I’m gonna be able to take his cock is if I’m in control.

Brown-Eyes shrugs off his shirt and sits down on the couch, totally naked. I take a deep breath to collect myself, then I straddle him. He grabs his cock and points it up toward me, placing on hand on my side to guide me down. His head slides inside my gaping, puffy, well-fucked pussy. Then the rest of him starts to enter me.

Oh.

My.

God.

My lips grip him tight. He pushes up a little. I let myself sink lower and lower, taking my time, allowing my pussy to get used to his size. I feel myself stretching to fit all of him. I moan louder with every inch that pushes inside. My pussy is dripping wet and his cock is covered in spit, but it still takes a few long, agonizing moments before my body finally gives and opens up to him.

I lift up a little, then sink back down and take all of his massive length inside me.

Billy groans behind me.

I sit still for a moment in Brown-Eyes’ lap, eyes closed, clenching my pussy around his thickness, enjoying the feeling of being so completely full.

Then I start to fuck him.

My pussy grips him, tight as a glove, as I rise and fall. The sensation is wonderful. His thick length touches me in places very few lovers have reached before. I can feel him pressing against all my inner walls at once. My mouth quivers and my ragged breathing sounds faint and high-pitched.

‘You ever had a cock this big?’ Brown-Eyes says. He squeezes my titties again, toying with my nipples. Clearly a breast man, this guy.

I shake my head and bite my lip. I’m not gonna tell him the truth – that I take a cock this big at least once a month, or that the biggest cock I’ve ever had was a black fuck buddy at least
 eleven inches long. Guys have egos. Fragile, sensitive egos. Most guys anyway. Guy like Billy don’t have egos. For him, it’s all about the pleasure. All about the shared experience.

I turn back over my shoulder. Blondie is still there, stroking his cock with a slightly hurt expression on his face. So cute. He thinks I’ve forgotten about him.

‘You want my mouth,’ I say, ‘or do you want my ass?’

It takes him a fraction of a second to choose. He falls into place behind me, carefully standing with his legs over the other guy’s, making sure they don’t accidentally touch bare skin – It’s not gay, bro
 – and bends me forward. He fumbles with his cock for a few seconds before the tip touches my wet asshole. I hold onto Brown-Eyes by his shoulders, looking into his face as Blondie slowly pushes forward. My pussy is completely stuffed with hard, thick cock. This is going to feel tight.

Blondie gently eases forward. My asshole opens to accept his wet, come-coated cock. I gasp and moan, feeling my tightest hole stretch wider and wider for my lover’s wonderful manhood. After a few tense moments, his head slips inside my ass and the worst is over. My pussy clenches in response, gripping Brown-Eyes even tighter.

My eyes roll back again and I moan deeply and passionately. Blondie eases himself all the way inside my ass, grunting with pleasure at the feeling of my tight hole around his shaft, and places his hands on my shoulders.

I stay where I am for a moment, gasping with the pressure of having both my holes filled at the same time, moaning the pleasure of having two hard cocks inside me at once. My body slowly adjusts to these overwhelming sensations. Somewhere behind me, I can Billy’s strained breathing.

Then we start to move. It’s a little clumsy at first – real-life threesomes are totally different to the careful choreographed, mechanical movements you see in porn – but slowly we get into some kind of rhythm. Blondie moves first, gently sliding his length back, easing a little of the delicious, sensual pressure in my ass. As he does, I start to rock my hips and slowly lift myself up and down, feeling Brown-Eye’s huge length so goddamn deep inside me. It’s tough to keep them both inside me at the same time – whenever I rise up on Brown-Eyes, Blondie threatens to fall out. It would be so much easier if my boys swapped places, but I can’t take this monster cock in my ass. Not tonight, anyway. Maybe if I prepared myself ahead of time…

Gradually, we fall into a slow, gentle rhythm together. Blondie moves in and out, filling my asshole over and over, making my knees tremble with his steady yet firm thrusts. I grind and squeeze and rise and fall on Brown-Eyes massive manhood, my eyes almost watering from how fucking intense it feels to be filled up like this. I squeeze his shoulders and bite my lip and moan and cry out. He plays with my breasts and pinches my nipples and bites my titties hard enough to make me gasp.

I throw a look back over my shoulder. Billy looks as though he’s died and gone to heaven. His cock strains against his shorts, but he’s managed to resist touching himself, like I asked. He’s so good. That’s my Billy.

‘I love you, baby,’ I say, fighting to talk and breathe.

‘I love you so much!’ he says.

‘This is all for you,’ I say. ‘All for you, Billy.’

‘Oh, God
…’

I close my eyes now, feeling another climax building already. I fight to keep breathing, but it’s too much. I inhale and gasp and cry out. I stop moving, unable to do anything except rock and tremble and shake all over. Blondie keeps fucking my ass. Brown-Eyes grabs my hips and pulls down onto him, rocking me back and forth.

I come hard. A huge, powerful, overwhelming, full-body orgasm. My brain shuts down. I cry out. My hands clench and open and clench. My toes curl. My chest heaves. But they don’t stop fucking me. My boys drive my orgasm further and further, pushing me so far beyond my limits.

Time loses all meaning. I keep climaxing. One orgasm sets off another, becoming a continuous rolling wave of pleasure. Every time I think it’s finally over, another explosion tears through me, like a chain reaction at the end of an action movie. I am utterly helpless and defenceless and lost to the moment.

But still my boys keep fucking me. My pussy clenches tight around Brown-Eyes’ huge, thick shaft. My asshole grips Blondie’s delicious cock, squeezing a little tighter with every deep, firm thrust. I sit on the couch and let them both fuck me, filling me over and over, while I come and moan and gasp endlessly.

Behind me, I feel Blondie’s rhythm begin to change. His slow, steady, controlled movements become jerky, quick, shallow. His breathing quickens, too. I feel his hands squeeze my shoulders a little tighter.

‘You…’ I say, fighting through gasps to speak, ‘you gonna… come in my ass?’

He grunts a reply. I lean forward, smothering Brown-Eyes with my breasts, pushing my ass out toward Blondie as much as I can. He groans as he exhales now, making deep, animalistic grunts with every stroke. I can feel him getting close. His cock feels like a burning brand about to explode. I push back as much as I can, wanting him to fill me with his hot load.

I moan louder now. Brown-Eyes’ cock feels amazing at this angle. He touches all different parts of me at once. It’s almost more than I can stand.

Then Blondie slams into my ass deep and hard and cries out in lust. The first scalding drops of thick, rich semen smash against the inside of my asshole and I gasp at the feeling. Blondie pushes himself deeper into my ass. His cock throbs and another jet of delicious come fills my hole.

Brown-Eyes keeps fucking me as Blondie empties his balls into my ass. I can’t stop moaning. Brown-Eyes moves slowly and steadily, never rushing me, always watching my blissful expression with a wicked, satisfied smile. I purr and whimper, loving how good it feels to make a man come, knowing that he came just for me.

‘Fuck!’ Billy says, a breathless gasp or pure excitement. ‘Holy fuck!’

Blondie groans again, a deep, throaty growl, and his climax passes. I feel his cock pulse one final time in my ass before he gently eases backward and slides out. I moan. My ass throbs with that delicious ache of pleasure, pain, and emptiness. His come trickles out of my well-fucked asshole, dripping onto the couch.

Now it’s just me and Brown-Eyes.

He grins at me, knowing that he doesn’t have to be slow anymore. He doesn’t have to be nice. He doesn’t have to share. I’m all his.

He grabs my wrists and leans me back and gently pulls my arms behind my back. He holds me in place – his slutty prisoner – and starts to push his hips upward, meeting my gentle back-and-forth rocking motions with sharp, hard spikes. I gasp. His massive cock drills deeper into me.

Brown-Eyes holds me in place and starts to move faster. He thrusts up into me in quick, hard strokes, forcing me to bounce up and down on his huge cock. My moans become shrill, opened-mouthed gasps of pleasure. I rise and fall on his fat cock, feeling inch after thick, wonderful inch sink deeper and deeper into me with every hard, forceful jerk. His fingers grip my wrists tight behind my back, preventing me from moving. All I can do is take it.

‘She loves it!’ Billy says from somewhere behind me. His voice reaches me from a distance, echoing across some vast canyon a million miles away. Every fibre of my being is focused on the man beneath me and the enormous shaft filling my tight pussy over and over.

‘Fuck!’ The word bursts out of my mouth without warning. I come again – the biggest, hardest orgasm of the night by far, maybe the biggest climax of this year. Brown-Eyes grits his teeth, eyes flashing with excitement, still driving his massive cock into me with hard, deep, rough thrusts of his hips. My body shakes and trembles and vibrates. A long, shrill scream of utter lust tears out of my lungs. He keeps my wrists pinned in place, not yielding an inch. He fucks me even harder as I come, barely noticing my pussy tightening around his thick shaft, still slamming into me like he’s trying to launch me into the air. All I can do is climax and scream and try not to pass out.

Billy says something behind me, but I can’t register his voice. I can’t do anything right now. It feels so fucking good.

Brown-Eyes grunts a little harder now, a little deeper. The glint in his eyes turns savage. His grin becomes predatory.

‘I’m gonna come in you,’ he says.

I nod, urging him on, desperate to feel him unload inside me. My shrill cries are suddenly cut off as I gasp for breath, my mouth opening and closing with soundless wonder. Beneath me, Brown-Eyes continues his hard, fast assault on my womanhood. He slams into me with all the grace and subtlety of a jackhammer and it feels wonderful
. He might not be good with his tongue, but this boy can fuck like a pro.

‘Come,’ I say, barely able to spit out the word through my groans and gasps. ‘Come
.’

He does. I feel the blissfully erotic sensation of semen erupting inside me, flowing like lava out from the mountain of his manhood, blasting deep inside me. I toss my head back and groan once more, utterly lost in the moment.

Brown-Eyes keeps pumping him at that same relentless pace as he climaxes, his face twisted in an expression of overwhelming lust. I force my vagina muscles to grip him tighter now, trying to squeeze every last drop out of his thick cock. He moans louder, his cock and balls jerking and pulsing. Wave after wave of come fills my pussy, his seed launching deep inside me.

I sink down onto him one final time and it is over. Brown-Eyes releases my hands and leans back into the couch, totally spent. He grins at me.

I stay in his lap for a long moment, letting my body come back down to earth. I feel as though I’ve been sent into orbit and flown laps of the planet. His manhood slowly begins to wilt. I clench, giving him one final squeeze, and then I lift up.

Come trickles out of my swollen, puffy, slick holes, trailing down my thighs in a sticky mixture. I’m exhausted and spent, my warm skin glowing, body tingling. There’s nothing like good sex…

…except finishing off a night of good sex with the man I love.

I climb off the couch. My legs shake for a second. Blondie grabs my arm, steadying me. I turn around and see Billy on the edge of the chair, erection tenting his shorts, love and lust and excitement written all over his face. He had the best seat in the house to the best show in the world.

He leans back a little as I approach him, looking into my face with eager eyes.

‘That was incredible,’ he says.

‘Are you still worried about our future?’ I say.

‘Huh?’

‘We’re not like other people,’ I say, kneeling down in front of him. ‘And other people aren’t like us. We’re young and crazy and stupid and we have awesome
 sex every single day. We’re not gonna stop that just because I got a new ring on my finger.’

I unbutton his shorts and ease his rigid cock free. The tip glistens with excitement. His eyes are bright. He smiles broadly. Billy’s cock might not be the biggest or the thickest I’ve ever had, but it’s the one I love the most. He’s never felt insecure or doubted his abilities or questioned my loyalty to him. No matter how big or skilled or excitable my lovers are, Billy is the one who fills my heart.

He gasps as I take his length in my hand, gently tracing my fingers up and down his shaft. I love the feel of him. The comfort. The warmth. The familiarity. I love how smooth and soft and firm he feels.

I lean in close and flick my tongue along the underside of his shaft, slowly moving up toward the tip. He groans the whole time. My fuckable fiancé moans my name under his breath and leans back into the chair, pushing his hard cock out toward me. I take the opportunity and open my mouth for him.

‘Oh shit…’ Billy says, groaning under his breath. The sound of his deep, satisfied groan spurs me on. I suck his cock with renewed energy, hungry for more, eager to make him come. Sure, I’ve already fucked two guys tonight and I’ve already made them both come, but Billy is the one who matters most to me. He is the only one I crave. The man who tastes the sweetest on my tongue.

Billy groans louder now, his sighs turning passionate as I make love to him with my mouth. I gave those other guys a good blowjob, but this is on another level. I devour my fiancé as though he’s my last meal, sucking him deep and hard, gagging on him, choking myself on his shaft, spit and drool covering my chin, dripping down onto the carpet in long, silvery strands. I cup his balls in one hand – caressing, teasing, squeezing in that way I know he loves – and stroke the base of his shaft with my other hand. His chest rises and falls like he’s running on a treadmill. His stomach clenches with the effort of concentrating. His hips buck wildly in the chair. I love knowing how much he’s enjoying my lips and hands.

‘You gonna come for me, Billy?’ I say, flicking my tongue over his delicious, sensitive head. He groans a response. I suck on the tip, watching his face carefully, loving his reaction. Billy’s face is always so expressive when I give him pleasure. Right now, his mouth is opening and closing, eyes rolling like a drunkard, breath searing through his lips. There’s no sight more expressly erotic than the one you love most in all the world getting pleasure at your touch.

I take him deep into the back of my throat and flick my tongue out, stroking his balls, looking him in the eye, fighting the urge to choke and gag. His face is a mask of intense lust.

‘Fuck, Tiffany!’ he says. ‘I’m so – fucking – close!’

I go into overdrive now, sucking him with a renewed energy, an intensity I’ve never felt before. I don’t just want
 his come, I crave
 it. I can’t live another day without tasting him. Our entire future depends on me draining his balls right now, draining his fat, juicy balls and swallowing every delicious goddamn drop. I jerk his cock and tease his balls and suck him as long and hard as I can, my lips and tongue wetting every perfect inch of his shaft.

He spasms in the chair, back arching, pushing his cock deeper into my mouth. He moans incoherently for a moment, but I hear my name – Tiff!
 – and know he’s reached the point of no return. I take him to the back of my throat again and look up into his flushed, excited face. I feel his cock jerk, twitch, pulse and shiver in my mouth. His balls contract and tense.

Half a second after he cries out my name, Billy’s hot, rich, thick, sweet-sour come coats the inside of my mouth. I keep jerking him, keep sucking him, even as I swallow the first load. God, he tastes so good! He cries out my name, pumping load after load into my eager mouth, gasping with each release. I groan louder and louder, loving the feeling and the taste and the naughtiness. Loving that I’ve made my lover come. Loving that two strange men are watching me. Loving that all three of my holes have been filled tonight by three different men.

I swallow every drop of his hot load, never breaking eye contact. My fiancé groans, his body convulsing with the power of his orgasm, pumping my mouth, emptying himself onto my willing tongue. I hear sighs of approval behind me. It seems that the audience enjoyed the show, too.

Finally, Billy’s climax passes. He almost melts into the chair, putty in my hands. I keep sucking and stroking, loving the gasps and gargles he makes as the sensations begin to overwhelm him.

‘Okay!’ he says, gasping and waving his hands in surrender. ‘Can’t take anymore!’

I slowly take him out of my mouth, dragging my lips and tongue over his shaft one final time. His cock gleams with fresh spit. I lean back on one arm, wiping my chin with the back of my other hand.

‘Fuckin’ A,’ says Brown-Eyes.

Blondie, Billy, and I all burst into loud, delighted laughter. I slowly get to my feet on unsteady legs. Blondie grabs my arm and helps me up.

‘Well,’ Billy says, looking between my two new friends, ‘you guys can crash here?’

‘Sure,’ Brown-Eyes says, looking me up and down with hungry, predatory eyes.

‘Yeah’ Blondie says. ‘Maybe we can pick this up again tomorrow?’

‘Goodnight, boys,’ I say, throwing them a mischievous wink and walking out of the room in my heels, my socks, and my tiny skirt. I feel warm come oozing and trickling inside me. I ache all over – that good, warm ache, like after an intense workout. The morning can’t come soon enough.

I walk into our bedroom and strip naked. I run a hand through my hair and give my face a lazy wipe with a make-up removal cloth. I shrug at my reflection.

Billy follows me into the room, beaming. He hugs me tight.

‘I love you,’ he says.

‘I know you do, baby,’ I say.

‘That was awesome.’

‘What was your favorite part?’

‘Watching you,’ he says, without hesitation. ‘You’re like a pornstar, only you’re mine.’

‘I did it for you. And a little for me, too.’

He releases me from his warm, safe embrace. We turn off the light and climb into bed together. He spoons me from behind, warming his arm around my body. I sigh with contented happiness. This is where I love to be. My happy place. No matter what we do in the day, we always end up here again.

I listen to his breathing slow down as he gets comfortable. I feel his heartbeat against my back. I taste his come on my tongue again and smile. I ask him the question he posed this morning, a thousand years ago.

‘You think we’ll be like this forever?’ I say.

‘Forever and ever,’ he says, and he kisses the back of my head.

###


The Bull’s Account:

One Night, One Offer


There’s something about a beautiful woman sitting by herself in a hotel bar that really appeals to me. Perhaps it’s the setting – an immaculate hotel bar, stocked with every kind of alcohol, comfortable chairs lined with padded leather, low lighting to set the mood, and polished marble floors. Perhaps it’s the anonymity of meeting a total stranger in place so far away from home, where every room is a perfect venue for wild sex. Perhaps I enjoy identifying the needs of women sitting alone and offering to… fulfil them. I take enormous pleasure in providing satisfaction to the many lonely women I encounter in hotel bars. In fact, I have my eye on just such a lonely woman right now.

I’m feeling good. Today has gone very well. I’m in town on business, as I always am. In my line of work, I spend about three quarters of the year in hotels just like this one. Today I successfully oversaw the acquisition of a software development company. It was a big deal, with hundreds of millions of dollars on the table. This is what I do for a living – I travel around the world and broker deals that make rich people even richer. I don’t mind what I do; in fact, I’m handsomely rewarded for my efforts. That’s how I can afford to stay in places like this while the lawyers draw up contracts and dispute the fine print. I prefer living this kind of life. Sitting in comfortable chairs, drinking premium scotch, admiring the beautiful women who pass me by, wondering which one I shall take to my room later.

Some may call this lifestyle empty or pointless. I enjoy it. My home always feels more foreign to me than a hotel room ever will. I find the anonymity comforting. I take immense pleasure in opening a stranger’s mind to a new way of looking at the world. I get to meet new people every day, become acquainted with new women, enjoy their new tastes and sensations against me. Naturally, I enjoy myself as much as possible, but my aim is to send my partners home to their husbands with a renewed outlook on life.

So here I am, sitting back comfortably in a padded leather chair in this exquisite hotel bar, gently swirling scotch around in a crystal glass, watching the world go by. Outside, it’s early evening. The sun is setting. People are returning to the hotel after a long day at work, or checking out on the way to their next destination. The bar is reasonably empty, and mostly quiet. Maybe later it’ll fill up as people return from evenings out, or stop by the bar for a drink before they hit the town. For the time being, there are only two people in the bar. Myself… and you.

****

You’re sitting at the bar. You’re alone. You’re nursing a drink, taking your time over the glass. You don’t look to be in a hurry. Every so often you pause and look out the large windows that overlook the street outside. I can’t quite make out your face from where I’m sitting – behind you, a few tables back from the bar – but I get the sense you’re searching for something. Maybe you’re looking for someone. But I don’t think so. If you are waiting for somebody to arrive, you wouldn’t look so bored. Your shoulders wouldn’t be hunched forward as they are. You wouldn’t be resting your chin on a hand on the bar. You certainly wouldn’t be playing with your glass. No, I think you’re sitting there wondering what to do with yourself. I don’t think you have a plan for tonight. You’re like me. You’re wondering what the night will bring – though only one of us has any idea of that.

I smile and study you over my glass. Your hair is shoulder-length, sleek. You take care of it, I can tell by the way the light glints off the shine, like a model in a commercial. You’re wearing an elegant black dress that hugs your figure perfectly and reaches down to your knees. Not dressed to impress anyone, but dressed to make yourself feel good. You don’t look like you’ve come straight from an office or a meeting, which leads me to believe you’re wearing that because want to. If I had to guess, I would say that you’re staying here at the hotel tonight. You finished your work for the day and came back here to have a drink at the bar. But first you took the time to get changed and put on this dress. Why, I wonder? Do you like the dress, or does it make you feel good to wear it? Either way, I’m not going to complain. It fits you beautifully. I can make out the little gold zipper at the back of the dress. I smile to myself. I love the zipper at the back. It’s my personal weakness. I love the way the dress opens, like a flower, carefully revealing more and more of your body. I love the way it slips off the shoulders, exposing your skin. I love how the dress opens, erotically, whether I’m close behind you, or watching from a chair on the other side of the room.

I take a sip of my scotch. I have a good feeling about you.

You look slender, like you take care of yourself. You probably hit the gym at least three times a week, I’m guessing. I can see the hint of a bicep on your arm. Do you go to the gym because you enjoy taking care of yourself, or do you go to get away from your home? It’s okay if you do. I’m not here to judge you. I understand the desire to stay out of the house for a while longer.

Your hands are well manicured. The nails are painted red. They look natural, too. You take care of yourself. You take pride in your appearance. I wonder if your husband notices. Yes, husband. I can see the ring on your finger. It reflects the moody lighting of the room with a dull golden glint. Your hair is brighter than your wedding ring. I wonder if things are going well between you and your husband? Maybe not. If you would rather go to the gym than go home… if you would rather sit silently in a hotel bar than catch a flight home… It’s all painting a picture in my mind.

Perhaps you work in sales. Judging from your perfect fingers, I can tell you don’t work with your hands. You’re much too precious a woman for manual labor. Maybe you work with computers? Possibly. But a woman like you – slender, fit, perfectly manicured nails and taking pride in your appearance – you probably represent a brand. My guess would be sales. Why else would you be sat by yourself at a hotel bar on a weekday evening? A woman like you shouldn’t be alone, nursing a drink. You should be worshipped.

You turn to the windows again. Your hair is tucked behind your ears and I get a good look at your profile. You’re good looking. Still young. Mid-thirties, I would guess. You look good. Full lips. Flawless skin. Not too heavy on the makeup. A woman like you doesn’t need to conceal herself to look beautiful. My eyes are drawn to your lips. I wonder how they would feel against my own. I wonder how you would taste. I would dearly love to kiss your neck while I run my fingers through your hair.

You keep looking out the windows. You don’t seem to be looking for anyone in particular. I wonder what you’re thinking as you watch the world go by. Are you jealous of the people who walk past, smiling happily as they head to their next destination? Are you envious of the couples that walk arm in arm, wishing you and your husband would do the same, just once? Or do you view them as a sea of faceless, directionless people? Is that how you see yourself? I hope not.

I give you another thirty minutes before I make my move, to be certain you’re not just waiting for someone. Nobody comes. You don’t have a phone. You make no calls, send no messages. You’re quite alone right now. A few other people take seats at the tables scattered around the room. I see you tense up when people order drinks at the bar, as though you’re hoping they will turn and notice you. Is that why you’re wearing the dress, I wonder? To feel wanted again?

A member of the bar team wipes down a table near me. I signal to him and he comes over.

‘Please get the lady at the bar another one of whatever she’s having,’ I say, ‘and put a fresh scotch down next to it.’ I hand him a twenty.

The man nods and goes to the bar. The only person sat there is you, looking forlorn and forgotten. I feel for you. I want you to smile. You are a ray of sunlight, lost in the gloom of a deep, dark wood. If only someone could part the trees for you, then you could shine your beautiful light all around. If only you could see yourself as I see you.

The man places my scotch on the bar, close to you. I see you glance at it, drawn to the sound of the glass tapping against the wooden bar surface. Then you glance away again. I smile to myself as I watch you. I wonder if you have any idea what tonight has in store for you.

The man makes your drink and places it on the bar next to you. I see you react, sitting back in your seat, your body language surprised. You point at the drinks on the bar and shake your head. The man behind the bar nods and points towards me.

You turn to me for the first time, an expression of confusion on your face. I raise my glass to you in a friendly manner. Your expression changes, slowly, from confusion, to happiness. You smile at me for the first time. It is a happy smile, full of warmth and kindness. You seem surprised. Maybe you don’t often get strangers buying you drinks. You nod to me in thanks.

I indicate the chair opposite, inviting you to sit with me and share a drink. You pause, as though weighing it up in your mind. You don’t know me. I could be anyone. Maybe you’re worried about sitting with a strange man at an anonymous hotel bar. Don’t be. I promise; I will change your life. All you need to do is sit with me.

You stand up and take both drinks from the bar, your decision made. I smile, feeling warm inside. There’s nothing finer than meeting someone new over a drink. And there are few finer than you.

You turn towards me and I see your body for the first time. You look stunning. I was right in my estimate about your age. Mid-thirties, but there’s a youthful vigour in your eyes that suggests your best days are still to come. Your breasts are full and firm – perhaps aided by a sturdy bra – and they swell deliciously in your dress, revealing just enough of the top curve to draw the eye without being overly obvious. Your legs are long, slender, toned. Those days in the gym must have paid off. I can imagine you on the exercise bike, perhaps in a spin class, sweat lining your brow as you pedal, earphones in place, breathing hard. You are a beautiful woman. I feel anger towards the husband who makes you feel this way – unloved, unwanted, preferring to sit alone in a hotel bar than go home to his arms.

I watch as you carry the drinks over to my table, your hips swaying with an elegant, seductive rhythm. I wonder if you’re aware of the rhythms of your own body. I look forward to finding my own melody alongside yours.

You look at me as you get closer, still slightly confused as to why a stranger has bought you a drink and invited you to sit with him. Perhaps you’re waiting for me to admit a mistake – that I thought you were someone else. Perhaps you’re wondering what my intentions are. Let’s not kid ourselves. We both know what my intentions are, and, I promise you, only half of them are honorable.

‘Thank you for the drink,’ you say, as you finally draw close to me. There’s a hint of an accent in your voice, a drawl, a twang. I can’t quite place it, but I like it already. Your beauty is intoxicating. I could easily get drunk from sitting with you. The man who lets you sit alone is a fool.

‘You’re very welcome,’ I say, smiling at you. ‘Would you care to join me?’

You look around, as though worried someone might see you sitting with a strange man. Nobody else around the room has noticed two of us. I doubt any of them care, either. I wonder how long it has been since you last did something naughty. Perhaps it was before you were married. It seems strange to me that you would happily sit in this bar by yourself, yet you are nervous what people might think about you sharing a drink with me.

‘Are you sure?’ you say. ‘You’re not waiting for someone?’

‘I’m waiting for good company and enjoyable conversation,’ I say. ‘My name is Tyler.’

‘Mia,’ you say, placing the glasses on the table and sitting down opposite me.

‘Pleasure to meet you, Mia,’ I say. And I mean it.

You lean back in your chair, glancing at me, assessing me. I wonder what you see. A young man in his late twenties. Clean shaven. Well groomed. Tailored suit. Good smile. Good body. Am I what you are looking for, I wonder?

‘You often buy drinks for strange women?’ you say. There’s a hint of suspicion in your tone, as though you can’t believe is happening to you. As though you haven’t had a stranger buy you a drink in a long time.

‘Believe it or not, I do,’ I say. I put down my empty glass and reach over for the fresh one you brought over. ‘It’s a wonderful way to meet people and make new friends.’

‘And why would you like to be friends with me?’ you say, still with that guarded edge to your voice.

‘Well,’ I say, ‘for starters, we’re both sitting here alone. We’re both nursing drinks. We’re both in the same hotel. I’d say that’s enough common ground to strike up a conversation, at the very least.’

You smile, a shy little grin that stretches your lips in an adorable way and forms cute dimples at your cheeks.

‘I suppose that’s true,’ you say. ‘Why are you alone?’

‘I’m only in town for tonight,’ I say. ‘Flying through on business. Tomorrow, I’m off to LA for a conference, then it’s over to Europe. Tonight, I have time on my hands. I’d like to spend some of that time with you, if I could.’

You almost smile, but then you catch yourself. I see you glance down at your wedding ring. You look around again, as though expecting people to judge and condemn you. But you haven’t done anything wrong. Not yet, anyway.

‘What about you?’ I say, prompting you, wanting to keep your focus on me, not on your problems or your worries.

‘Me?’ you say. ‘I, uh, missed my flight. I was here for a meeting. Trying to pitch a product to a client. It overran, and I have to stay here for another night instead of going home.’

Sales. I was right. I’ll forgive you for the little white lie about missing your flight.

‘The airline industry’s loss is my gain,’ I say. ‘To new friends.’

I raise my glass to you. There is a moment of delay, then you lift your own drink and touch your glass to mine. You are slowly warming up, not just to me, but to the idea of spending time with a strange man. This is good – for both of us.

‘New friends,’ you say. You are starting to lose the guarded edge to your tone.

‘So, Mia,’ I say, ‘tell me about yourself. Who is Mia, and what does she do when she isn’t sharing a drink with me?’

‘Well, I work in sales,’ you say. ‘Most of my time involves working with clients, pitching products, handling calls, the usual crap. Sometimes I get to do more exciting stuff like travel around the country and drink in hotel bars.’

‘Drinking in hotel bars is the high point,’ I say. ‘Take it from me. Just make sure you get the company to settle the tab and it’s all good.’

You smile. Then you frown.

‘Wait,’ I say, ‘the company is paying for this, right?’

You look off to the side, thinking.

‘Uh… no,’ you say.

‘Wait,’ I say, leaning closer, ‘you mean you paid for this yourself?’

You blush and sweep a lock of hair behind your ear. You lift you glass to your mouth but don’t say anything. This changes things. You aren’t using this as an opportunity to get away from your home for a couple of days. You made this an opportunity to get away from your home. You wanted to be here. You wanted to be alone. Talking to me is a bonus.

‘I get reimbursed,’ you say, trying to make an excuse.

‘I’m going to pay for it,’ I say.

You stare at me.

‘You’re going to what?’ you say.

‘I’m going to pay for it. All of it. The drinks, your room, your transport. Everything.’

You stare at me, brow creased, glancing left and right as if waiting for a punchline.

‘Why?’ you say. That guarded edge is back in your voice. ‘You don’t even know me. You expect me to throw myself at you, is that what this is? You go around hotels and pay for things and get women that way?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘Actually, I’ve never offered to pay for someone else before. I just can’t believe you have to pay your own way when the company sends you out. I’ll happily reimburse you. I travel all the time, I don’t have anything to spend my money on. Sometimes it’s nice to be able to treat a beautiful stranger.’

‘You keep calling me beautiful,’ you say. ‘It’s not going to work. I’m married.’

You hold up your hand to show the ring, as though that will suddenly make everything change.

‘Lots of married women are beautiful,’ I say. ‘I’m a single man, can’t I pay you a compliment?’

‘So long as you know I’m… off limits.’

‘Of course. Off limits. We’re just two people getting to know one another over a drink.’

You’re acting as though the ring means something to you. But the metal is dull, unpolished. You don’t take care of the ring. Perhaps that’s a suitable picture of the state of your marriage – unpolished, slowly turning to rust.

‘I don’t want you to pay for me,’ you say.

‘Really?’ I say. You’re displaying a prideful, stubborn streak. I like it. ‘May I ask why. I don’t expect anything in exchange, if that’s what you’re worried about.’

‘You’re not getting anything in exchange,’ you say, with a playful smile. ‘I just don’t want your charity.’

I hold up my hands in a gesture of innocence.

‘I can respect that,’ I say. ‘Okay, offer rescinded. But I’d really like to continue talking with you, if that’s okay?’

You offer me another smile. It melts my heart. You smile is every bit as beautiful as the rest of you.

‘I could stay a while,’ you say. ‘I haven’t finished my drink yet.’

I return your smile. Your happiness is contagious.

‘So, Mia,’ I say. ‘Tell me some more about yourself.’

‘Like what?’

‘You’re in incredible shape,’ I say. ‘Couldn’t help but notice! You go to the gym?’

‘Yeah,’ you say, nodding. I see a hint of pink touch your cheeks as you sweep a strand of hair behind your ear. You’re blushing, but pleased I noticed your body. ‘I go five times a week now.’

‘Do you do anything special? Got any tips for me?’

‘No,’ you say, with a laugh. ‘I take yoga classes three times a week. The other two nights I take step-aerobics classes.’

I give you an appreciate look up and down. You smile, those cute dimples forming at the corners of your mouth, and get another adorable touch of pink in your cheeks. You glance away from me, as though embarrassed by the attention you’re receiving. We both know you like it. You’re acting coy, but you put on this dress and sat in this bar tonight to receive exactly the look I’m giving you now. I like your shy, embarrassed act. I like because I’m certain you’re far from shy in the bedroom, and I can’t wait to find out for certain.

‘It’s paying off,’ I say. ‘You look incredible.’

‘What about you?’ you say, giggling as you raise the glass to your lips again.

‘I work out in hotel gyms when I can,’ I say, ‘but it’s pretty tricky to eat healthy. Besides, I can think of more enjoyable ways to burn calories.’

You look at me, trying to seem annoyed, but your lips twitch in a smile.

‘Does this work for you?’ you say.

‘Does what work for me?’ I take a sip of scotch.

‘Hitting on lonely women in hotel bars.’

‘Honestly? Yes.’

‘Really?’ Your eyes widen in surprise and curiosity. ‘Tell me more.’

‘What’s to tell?’ I say. ‘It’s one of the rules of hotel travel. Two people share something special for one night, then part ways and never look back.’

You take a sip of your drink, deep in thought.

‘Is that…’ you say, trying to find the right words, ‘is that… good?’

‘I find it very satisfying, if that’s what you’re asking. I’ve never had any complaints, either.

You fall silent again. You keep looking away from me, as though trying not to be drawn towards me. I let a few long moments pass, using the time to study you again. I want to kiss your neck. I want to intertwine my fingers with yours. I want to feel your lips on my skin. I want to hear your moans in my ear.

You set your glass down and run a perfectly manicured finger along your chin. I let you sit in silence for a moment, then I speak again.

‘Would you answer one question for me?’ I say.

‘You’ll have to make it good,’ you say. ‘I’m nearing the end of my drink.’

‘Why are you here instead of going home to your husband?’ I say.

You pause, with a mouthful of drink. Then you swallow.

‘I told you,’ you say. ‘I missed my flight.’

‘Did you?’ I say. ‘I don’t believe you.’

You fall silent. You glance around the room. Maybe you’re looking for an escape route. Maybe you want to walk away from me.

‘Let me tell you what I see,’ I say. ‘I see a beautiful young woman. Attractive, sexy, but lost. I think you wanted somebody to hit on you tonight. That’s why you wore that dress – it’s great, by the way, looks perfect on you. I think you would rather spend a night here at the bar being ignored by strangers than go home and be ignored by your husband. Maybe you don’t have any plans to go home with anybody tonight, but you wanted somebody to look at you the way I’m looking at you now. Am I right?’

You glance at me, then away. Your eyes are misting over. I’m right.

‘And,’ I say, ‘if you’ll forgive me for being so bold, I gotta say, the husband who doesn’t treat you like a precious jewel is a goddamn idiot.’

You chuckle, wipe a hand under your eye.

‘You do this to all the women you meet in bars?’ you say.

‘Only the beautiful ones.’

‘Does it work?’

‘I’ve never had any complaints.’

You take a long drink. I let you collect your thoughts. Then you start to speak, to open yourself to me.

‘We just… we drifted apart,’ you say. You place your glass on the table, both hands visible to me, as though subconsciously placing all your cards on the table. ‘We were great together. Really great. Then things just kind of… stopped. He works hard, I get it, but it’s like that’s his whole life. He is more than his job, but he doesn’t see it that way. My job is just something I do. When I’m not working, I’m me, I’m Mia, I’m his wife, his lover, his partner. But he… I think he sees me as a roommate. We stopped kissing, stopped hugging. We don’t hold each other at night. I’ve never felt so alone.’

‘When was the last time you were intimate together?’ I say.

‘Oh, god,’ you say, ‘I don’t even… maybe six months ago. We went to a neighbourhood barbeque. He had one drink too many. We made love on the couch, like we were teenagers again. It was great. The next day he was pissed because we left a stain on the couch.’

I shake my head.

‘I’m sorry to hear that,’ I say. ‘Really I am.’

‘I don’t even know why I’m telling you this,’ you say. ‘You don’t even know me.’

‘Sometimes it’s easier to open up to a stranger. Who am I going to tell?’

You pause, look around the bar. There are a few more tables occupied now. The light is fading, streetlights bursting to life through windows. People walk back and forth across the lobby behind me, wheeling their suitcases over the marble floor.

‘So, is this what you do?’ you say. ‘You find vulnerable women in hotels and hit on them?’

‘I don’t hit on women,’ I say. ‘I talk. I listen. If they want to come upstairs with me afterwards, they can.’

‘Do you want me to come upstairs with you?’

‘Only if you want to,’ I say. ‘I would never pressure you to make that decision.’

You take a long pull on your drink. It’s almost empty now. Maybe you’re worried about what will happen when you finish it. Will you be forced to make a choice?

‘It’s a moment of weakness,’ you say. ‘Nothing more.’

‘It’s not a weakness,’ I say. ‘It’s a strength, really, if you look at it properly. Think of it this way – when was the last time you did something for you, because you wanted to? I’m not talking about going to the gym, or getting your nails done at the salon, or spending an evening in a hotel bar. I’m saying when was the last time you seized an opportunity with both hands because you had the strength to know what you wanted?’

‘I don’t remember,’ you say.

‘Knowing what you want is not a weakness,’ I say. ‘It’s a strength. Look at me. Tonight, I knew I wanted to get to know you. So, I did. I wanted to share a drink with you and get to know you and have a conversation with you. So, I did. And, yes, I would love the chance to take you up to my hotel room tonight and make you feel wanted again.’

You look at me, your eyes sparkling. I wonder what’s going on behind them. Maybe you’re imagining saying yes. Maybe you’re trying to imagine coming upstairs with me, coming to my bed.

‘I would… I would like that,’ you say.

I lean over the table and reach out a hand towards you. After a moment’s hesitation, you lay your hand in mine.

‘I want you,’ I say. ‘If you want, I will give you my room number. If you want, you can come to my room tonight. If you want, you can have some company. If you want, we can be intimate together. But only if you want.’

Your fingers subconsciously stroke the glass, up and down. You don’t even know you’re doing it. Your cheeks are head, your chest rising and falling.

‘How can I look at my husband again if I… if we do this?’ you say.

‘You’ll go home tomorrow,’ I say. ‘You’ll kiss him on the cheek, you’ll hold him close, you’ll tell him you love him. And if he’s got a single brain cell in his body, he’ll say he loves you too.’

‘And then?’

‘Maybe you should tell him what you told me.’

You lapse into silence.

‘Does it make me a bad person?’ you say. ‘For wanting this?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘It makes you human. We all have needs. I would love to satisfy yours.’

I finish my drink and put the empty glass on the table.

‘I’m in room two zero four,’ I say. ‘Second floor, first on the right.’

You look away, as though you haven’t heard. I stand up and hold my hand out to you.

‘If we never speak again,’ I say, ‘it was lovely to meet you. I hope everything works out. You seem like a lovely woman, you really do. I hope you get your smile back. I love your smile.’

You offer me a weak grin and take my offered hand. I lean down and kiss the back of your hand. I sense you melt at the feel of my lips on your skin.

‘Two zero four,’ I say. ‘Only if you want.’

I turn and walk away, heading out of the bar area, across the lobby, towards the elevators. I feel your eyes on my back for most of the way. I wonder what you’re thinking now. You’re probably weighing up your options. The pros and cons of my offer. You’re wondering what will happen if you come to my room. You’re probably trying to decide how you’ll feel in the morning. You’re wondering if this will drive you and your husband apart.

It won’t. The only sexual partners I have are married women. I prefer them. There’s a desire they possess, a hunger, a need. Single women tend to be less pleasurable. A married woman knows what she wants and how to get it. Plus, married women are much less complicated. We both know they we’ll part ways the next day, maybe never even think about each other again. But I’ll send you home happy and content. That’s the least I can do to thank you for sharing your warm body with me.

I wait by the elevator, listening for your footsteps behind me. They don’t come. I glance over in your direction as I step into the elevator. Our table is empty.

The elevator doors open and I walk along the quiet hallway to my room. I swipe my card at the door lock and push the door open. I turn on the light and shut the door. I take off my suit jacket, undo my tie, kick off my shoes and socks and sit on the edge of the bed, waiting.

I know you’ll come if I wait for you. I just need to be patient. You’re probably thinking it through, weighing up the pros and cons. You’re wondering what would happen if you come to my room. You’re trying to convince yourself that you could come here innocently.

I smile. I wait. Patiently.

Twenty minutes later, there is a knock at my door. I smile, my heart beating faster. I had started to lose hope, to be honest. I open the door. You’re standing there before me, looking nervous, looking shy, looking beautiful. You nervously brush a strand of hair behind your ear and bite your lip. You don’t look me in the eyes.

‘I… uh… I don’t know why I’m here,’ you say.

‘Yes, you do.’

You pause and nod.

‘Come in,’ I say, holding the door open.

You walk into the room, your mind made up.

I close the door behind you.

‘I had started to think you weren’t coming,’ I say.

‘I had another drink,’ you say. ‘At the bar.’

‘Dutch courage?’

‘Something like that.’

You stand in the centre of the room, next to the bed. You deliberately look away from the bed, casting your eyes around as though comparing this room to your own, even though the two are identical.

‘How do you feel?’ I stand close to you, leaning against the wall.

‘Nervous,’ you say. ‘I’ve never done anything like this before. I kept asking myself how I would feel if my husband took a strange woman to his hotel room, but I just couldn’t picture it. I don’t think he sees anyone in that way anymore.’

I don’t want you thinking about your husband. Not now. Not anymore. For the rest of this night, you belong to me and me alone. You left your husband behind when the door closed. The only two people in the world right now are me… and you.

‘Come here,’ I say.

And you do. You walk up to me, looking up at me with your beautiful clear eyes. You want this. I can tell by the look on your face, by the gleam in your eyes, by the way you breathe heavily in anticipation. I want this, too. Not just for me. I want you to feel loved again, to feel wanted again, to be happy again. I want to take you into my bed and send you home afterwards, relieved and happy and feeling good about yourself. A woman like you deserves to feel good about yourself. You deserve to feel loved, to feel wanted, to feel like a goddess, even it is just for this night.

I place my hands on your waist and step close to you. I feel your entire body tremble at my touch. I wonder for a moment how long it has been since a man held you by the hips. I feel incredible heat seeping through your clothes. You feel hotter than fire itself, as though you are about to spark wildly and burn the hotel to the ground. You look at me again, your eyes begging me to make the first move. You want this, you so desperately need this, but you’re not strong enough to take the plunge alone.

I lean in and kiss you. Gently. Slowly. Passionately. A light pressure of my lips against yours. You start to respond. Your lips part. Your tongue reaches out for mine, slowly, shyly, like a nervous teenager reaching for her boyfriend’s hand. I taste you for the first time.

Then you pull away.

‘You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to,’ I say.

‘No,’ you say. ‘I want this. I need this. I want you to want me. I want to feel wanted.’

‘I do want you.’

‘I just…’

‘Just what?’

‘I feel bad.’

‘Don’t.’ I say. ‘Don’t think about anything else. Do what you want to do. Take what you want to take. Do this for you. Nobody else.’

And just like that, you stop feeling bad. You stop feeling guilty. You stop blaming yourself for everything that’s gone wrong in your life and you open your mind to a whole new possibility – that maybe, just maybe, something a little bad can also be something good. I feel the change in you. I see it in your eyes. Every trace of doubt and guilt and worry vanishes in an instant. Your eyes are now filled with a different expression.

Hunger.

You raise your arms around my neck and interlace your fingers behind my head. You lean in and kiss me again, this time with a fire I didn’t know you possessed. Your passion burns hot as your tongue frantically explores my mouth, your body pressing into mine, your firm breasts pushing into my torso. You let out a deep groan from the back of your throat as my hands slowly start to caress your body, carefully exploring you from the back of your head to the curve of your ass. Any man would be lucky to possess you for even a fleeting moment.

Our lips part, but you don’t pull away. You look at me through eyes glazed with lust. I lift you up in my arms and carry you to the bed. You laugh with delighted excitement as I place you on the covers and lean down over you.

‘Is it wrong that I want this?’ you say.

‘No,’ I say. ‘It would be wrong if you denied that you want this.’

‘I bet you say that to all the girls.’

I kiss you again. You hold me close, one hand on my cheek, the other sliding down my back. You taste delicious. You moan passionately into my mouth, your body beginning to move and meld with mine. Your body opens beneath me, your legs parting wider to allow me closer. You begin to grind your hips against me. Our bodies grind together as one, rising, falling, pressing against each other. I feel passion and fire and incredible chemistry between us. I can’t believe how lucky I am to have found you.

We lay together, kissing passionately, exploring each other with curious hands, slowly building the pace and the pressure. You moan into my mouth, a single, guttural groan of passion and desire. It drives me wild.

Your hands move down my body and grip my ass, forcing my hips against you. You let out another guttural groan of desire and I know that it’s time to move things along. I have one hand beneath your head, my fingers interlaced in your hair. My other hand moves south, sliding over your sexy black dress, until I feel your bare leg. You skin is warm to the touch. The feel of your body excites me.

I slide my hand back up your body, pushing the dress along your leg, slowly exposing your smooth skin. You grip my ass again, telling me without words not to stop. You couldn’t tell me to stop even if you wanted to. Our lips are locked together, tongues twirling as one. You groan again.

My hand slides further up your leg, pushing the dress over your thigh. I lift my body to allow the dress to move higher. My hand slides higher and higher up your thigh until I feel something else beneath my fingers. The soft, lacy feel of your panties. I trace a finger across the front, gliding over your sex. You shiver and groan again. You grip my ass tighter. I feel the heat of your sex through the thin material of your panties. I desperately want to tear your panties off and ravage you right now… but I won’t. Not yet, anyway. Right now, I need to be in control. I will have my turn with you soon enough.

Your hands move around to my chest and I feel you fumble for the buttons on my shirt. You make short work of the first two buttons and slip your hands inside. I sigh into your mouth as your warm, nimble fingers touch my skin. You stroke my chest and I feel another ripple of pleasure run through you, a shiver of erotic anticipation. I raise myself onto my knees and start to undo the rest of the buttons on my shirt. You immediately sit up with me and push my hands away. You want to unwrap your present personally…

You undo the last button and push my shirt open, biting your lip, eyes sweeping over my chest. You like what you see. I lean into you and reach behind you, feeling for the little zipper at the back of the dress, the little zipper I love so much. I find the metal tag and slowly pull it down. I kiss your neck and hear you sigh and breathe harder as the zipper travels down your back, opening the dress like a flower, all the way to the base.

Our eyes meet. Your cheeks are flushed with excitement and anticipation. Your skin feels electric. I slide my fingers under your dress and gently pull the fabric towards me. The dress slides down your body. One inch. Two. Three. Then it topples forward, exposing your black and white patterned bra and the swell of your heaving breasts. I smile. You react shyly, glancing away, a nervous smile on your face. You’re pleased by my reaction, but you don’t want to show it. You don’t want to appear too eager. You’re still pretending to be a good wife. I can change that.

‘Stand up,’ I say. ‘I want to see you undress.’

You smile shyly again and carefully climb off the bed. I watch as you turn your back to me. You reach behind yourself and slip your hands into the open halves of the dress. You look at me over your shoulder, watching me, watching my reaction, a smile on your lips. I watch as you push the dress down your body, lower and lower, exposing more of your skin to me. You bend forward and push your ass towards me. The dress slides over your perfect cheeks, revealing your panties. They match your bra. You bend forward a little more and the dress falls to the floor, exposing your delicious ass cheeks.

‘Perfect,’ I say.

You smile again, less shyly now, more openly pleased, and turn to face me. I thought you had a good body before, but now I see you properly, I realize that was an understatement. Your body is perfect. Your breasts are the perfect size. Your stomach is smooth and flat. Your legs are toned and tight. I can think of a thousand sexy things I could do to you right now.

‘Your turn,’ you say.

I shrug off my open shirt and toss it to the floor. You climb back on the bed and crawl towards me seductively, your smile growing ever wider. I can almost see your shyness, your guilt, your inhibitions falling away from you by the second. You stop in front of me and grasp my belt. Our eyes are locked together as you carefully unclip the buckle and part the leather straps. Your hands find the button and open it. Your hands find the zipper and ease it apart. I lift my hips and you pull my pants down to my knees. My stiff length pushes against my shorts, straining to be free. You look at me again, your eyes gleaming with desire and hunger and need and lust. I love that look. It’s the moment you finally stop worrying about what other people might think and decide to take something for yourself.

‘I want this,’ you say.

‘Good.’

‘I want you.’

‘Good.’

You pause, unsure of the next step. Your chest heaves, those perfect breasts rising and falling with the pattern of your breathing. I decide to take the initiative.

‘Take off my shorts,’ I say. ‘Slowly.’

That shy smile spreads across your lips again. Interesting. Maybe you like it when a man gives you orders… maybe you want me to take the lead here. I’m fine with that.

You reach forward again and gently slip your fingers into the elastic waistband of my shorts. I watch you face as you slowly begin to pull my shorts down, removing the last piece of clothing I own. In a few short moments, I will be naked before you. I wonder how long you can resist delaying that moment?

I watch your face, seeing your hungry eyes as they fix on the goal under my shorts. You slowly pull my shorts down. I lift my hips again. You keep pulling, until you reach the patch of neatly trimmed hair below my navel.

‘Manscaping is essential,’ I say.

You smile again. You bite your lip. I wonder if your husband keeps himself neat and tidy downstairs? Probably not.

You pull my shorts more. I can tell by the look on your face that you really want to tear them off and release me, but you’re trying to do as you are told.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What do you want me to do?’ you say.

‘Take off the bra,’ I say.

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

‘Now the panties,’ I say.

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

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

‘Come here,’ I say.

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

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

‘Please fuck me.’

I smile. You are mine now. Totally and without question.

‘There’s condom in the drawer,’ I say.

You lean over me and open the drawer. I hear the rustle of foil. You lean back to me.

‘Can I put it on?’ you say.

I nod. You move down my body and open the pack. You grasp my length gently and carefully place the condom at the head, slowly unravelling it along my shaft.

‘You have a lot of condoms in there,’ you say, with a naughty edge to your voice.

‘I plan to use most of them tonight,’ I say.

You smile. It is a beautiful, wide, naughty expression. I love it. Your hand finished unrolling the condom over my length.

‘Come here,’ I say.

You slowly crawl back up to me and straddle me. I can feel your burning sex touching my shaft, red-hot even through the latex sheathe.

‘Lean back,’ I say.

You obey and sit upright. You look wonderful from this angle. Your breasts hang perfectly, just within reach, the nipples proud and firm.

‘Take me inside,’ I say.

This is my favorite part. The moment I first enter you, when I claim you for my own. You reach down and take hold of my length and lift your hips. You raise my member and angle it just right. You look at me with those beautiful eyes again. Then you lean back and slowly sink down on me. I watch your face cycle through a half-dozen expressions of erotic pleasure as my length slowly enters your tight, wet sex for the first time. You feel amazing. I can feel you opening, stretching wider to fit me in. You’re tight. So tight. I haven’t asked about your husband, but I suspect that I’m bigger than he is. Your eyes and mouth open wide in delight and shock as you sink down into me, a long, soft moan escaping your lips as my length fills you. I grit my teeth in concentration. Holy fuck, you feel incredible. I knew you would be good, but I had no idea how good. All those yoga classes have paid off. Your body is tight, tense, coiled.

‘Oh, my God,’ you say, coming to rest against me. ‘This feels so good…’

I gently raise my hips to push my length deeper inside you. I watch your face as you close your eyes and moan again.

‘Tyler…’ you say, my name a breathy groan of delight. ‘Oh, God, Tyler…’

‘You feel amazing,’ I say. ‘So fucking tight.’

You smile down at me. All the shyness, all the nervousness, all the guilt – all gone. You are my woman now. Exactly as I want you.

You gently start to roll on your hips, rocking my shaft back and forth inside you, the head touching unfamiliar places along your inner walls. You let out a sharp breath and I take that as my cue to start gently rocking my hips up and down, pushing further into you, even as you roll back and forth.

‘Oh, fuck,’ you say, ‘Tyler, that feels so good!’

I place my hands on your hips and gently guide you back and forth, up and down. Your hands unconsciously reach up and give your breasts a squeeze. I start to move a little faster – not much, I don’t want to rush this – but enough to add a hint of pressure to the movement. Your body responds perfectly, grinding down into me harder, your wet sex taking me deeper and deeper inside. I love it.

‘Mia,’ I say, moaning your name, ‘Mia… you’re amazing!’

You moan in response and begin to move faster, harder, grinding your hips down, pushing against me, building the fiction between us. You feel so good!

‘I want you to make me come,’ you say. ‘Please, Tyler. Please make me come!’

Who am I to let you down? I grab your hips harder and pull down into me, rocking you back and forth in faster movements. I start to build up my pace now, until I am thrusting upwards into you.

You moan wildly, passionately. You close your eyes, adrift in a sea of delight, letting me take control of you. I sit up and wrap my arms around you, holding us tightly together, still pumping deep inside you.

‘Tyler…’ you say, breathing hard. ‘Tyler.’

I can feel your body tensing up. I can feel the pressure building up inside you. When I first entered you, I noticed how tense and coiled you felt. I wonder how long it has been since you last came? Maybe you feel so deliciously tight because it’s been so long since you had a real man inside you?

‘Come for me,’ I say. ‘Come for me, Mia.’

Your moan louder. Your breathing changes, becomes shorter, faster. Your breasts jerk up and down with the rhythm of your body. Your sex grips my shaft tighter and tighter. It feels fantastic. You grip me so tight I can barely move inside you. Now it’s just the movement of your hips edging you closer and closer to the edge, rocking back and forth in quick, powerful jerks. I raise my hips higher, pushing myself deep inside you.

‘Oh God!’

Your cry of orgasmic pleasure is short, sharp, and sweet. It is quickly lost, overtaken by the wordless, breathy moans of delight. You look down at me, your beautiful eyes clouding over, your mind somewhere else, somewhere I can’t find you yet. Your body is here with me, but your spirit is on another plane. Your body clenches tight one final time.

Then explodes.

You uncoil, finally free of all the tension you’ve kept locked inside you this whole time. You moan and shout and scream and say my name and beg me to fuck you, to keep fucking, to never stop fucking you.

I do as you command and grip your hips tight, pulling you down into me, helping you rock back and forth, even as your body jerks with beautiful shudders of sensual delight. You rock your hips perfectly, my cock touching every part of you on the inside. You keep moaning, a long, low groan of sheer delight.

‘Oh, my fucking God,’ you say, leaning down over me, your movements beginning to slow. ‘I can’t believe it. I came so hard!’

I grin and lean up. Your beautiful breasts are hanging just above my face. I kiss and suck your hard nipples as my hands snake around to your tight ass. I bounce you up and down on my hard length, enjoying the sounds you make as your climax slowly subsides. I love the noises you make.

‘Fuck,’ you say. ‘Fuck… I can’t… it’s too much…’

I nod, giving you permission. You carefully lift yourself away from me, sighing as my length slides out of you. You collapse on the bed, almost totally spent.

Almost. I haven’t finished with you yet.

‘That was amazing,’ you say. ‘Thank you.’

‘Don’t thank me yet,’ I say.

You take a couple of long, deep breaths, getting your body back under control. I trail my fingers up your thigh. You shiver and sigh.

‘How do you want me?’ you say. Your eyes are even more beautiful now than before. Now they are clear and bright and see the entire universe, not just a tiny fraction of it.

‘Face down. Ass up. Look in the mirror.’

You smile that wicked smile again and roll onto your front. You spy the mirror hanging on the wall and look at our reflection. You lift your body up, hands and knees, presenting yourself to me. You smile at me as I get to my knees and position myself behind you. Your perfect ass is spread for me, your wet sex and tight asshole offered up to me. I consider the possibility of claiming your ass for myself as well… but decide against it for now. Maybe later. Right now, I want to feel your pussy grip me again as you come.

‘Look at me,’ I say.

You obey.

I lean in and you take my length deep inside you in one long, deliberate stroke. I watch your face, seeing all the expressions pass over you. Surprise. Shock. Delight. Hunger. Then, finally, that endless need, that insatiable need.

‘Fuck me, Tyler,’ you say.

How am I to disappoint?

I pound you now, slamming my body against yours as hard as possible. I want you to scream my name. I want you to remember me forever. I want you to wake up three years from now with this moment etched perfectly in your memory. My balls slap your wet sex. My length fills you completely. I slap you ass as it bounces in front of me. Your eyes are still locked on mine, not daring to look away, watching me as I fuck you harder, better, faster, than any man has ever fucked you before.

You.

Are.

Mine.

I feel your body being to tighten again, your pussy slowly starting to grip my shaft. Your cries become shorter and more desperate. Your hands grip the bed tight, your knuckles turning white. You talk to me constantly, telling me how good it feels, how bad you are, what a dirty slut you are, how much you need me to fuck you.

I love every part of this. An hour ago, we didn’t know each other. Now, I know more about you than maybe even your husband does.

‘I’m going to come,’ I say. I can feel my own body tightening, like a fist clenching deep inside my stomach.

You nod at me in the mirror.

‘Beg me,’ I say. ‘Beg me to come.’

‘Please!’ you say. ‘Please come for me.’

‘Do you deserve it?’ I say.

‘Yes! God, yes! I deserve it, I need it, I want it!’

I slap your ass again a couple more times, leaving red handprints on your beautiful ass cheeks. You cry out with each slap, bucking harder against me, pushing your hips back into me, making me fuck you deeper with every thrust.

I can’t hold it any longer. You’re too tight. Your body is too much for me. I want this moment to last all night, but I’ll have to settle for just a few short, intense seconds.

‘I’m coming,’ I say.

‘Oh, God!’

Your body uncoils again in a powerful, explosive shudder, slamming back into me. You fall forwards, unable to keep your head up, but you keep one eye on the mirror. You moan as you climax, the sound long and loud and proud and perfectly slutty.

You look me directly in the eye, your expression glazed over as you leave your body and enter that other plane. That’s the moment I finally come. I pound you once, twice, three times, long, hard, fluid strokes, as your tight pussy grips me even tighter than before. My cock pulses, throbs and releases a blast of hot come deep inside you. For a second, I wish I didn’t have to wear the condom. A woman as perfect as you should have my come inside you. I guess there’s always next time…

Our bodies move as one. We aren’t in control of them anymore. You and I are in that other place, the place lovers go when they finally reach perfect ecstasy together. It’s beautiful.

After a blissful eternity, I feel myself returning to earth. I slowly regain my senses and take control of my body. I slow my thrusts. My cock stops twitching, final spent.

You’re still looking at me in the mirror, a delighted, exhausted smile on your face. I gently ease my length out of your slick sex and lean back on the bed so I can remove the condom.

‘That…’ you say, in a low, breathy voice, ‘was amazing…’

‘You’re welcome,’ I say.

You stay where you are for a moment, your ass presented to me like a trophy. After a long moment, you finally get enough strength back to lift yourself up and sit back. I pat the bed next to me and you lay down in my arms. You shiver.

‘Cold?’ I say.

‘No. Just… wow.’

I chuckle.

‘I guess…’ you say, ‘I guess I should go back to my room now?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘You’re staying here tonight. With me.’

You smile that naught smile again.

‘But I haven’t got anything to wear,’ you say.

‘You’re perfect the way you are,’ I say.

You melt into me, embracing me tightly. Your body feels wonderful against mine, your skin so warm and soft. I love this feeling. Almost as much as I love making you come.

I place my hand under your chin and turn your face up to mine. We kiss again, slowly, passionately, taking our time once more. We lay like this for a long time, perfectly at ease with one another.

‘So,’ I say, at last. ‘What would you like to do next?’

You laugh with delight.

‘I have a few ideas,’ you say, rolling over me and reach for the condoms in the drawer.

****

We make love all night, lost in each other’s bodies, intertwined together in passion. Once or twice we drift into a short, restful sleep. Then one of us wake the other with a lover’s gentle touch and the process begins again. We do everything we can think to try. We make love all over the bed. Up against the wall. I bend you over the desk. We sit in front of the mirror so you can watch my length enter you over and over. I think you like that part the most. You seem to love watching me enter you, as though you are trying to preserve the moment in your memory for all time.

When daybreak finally arrives, we make our way to the shower. We wash each other, taking our time, before abandoning any pretence of getting clean and making passionate love once more under the falling water.

Before long, it’s time to check out. You seem a little sad, a little hesitant to leave me. I embrace you. I help you find your clothes. I zip up your crumpled black dress again. You ask if we’ll ever meet again.

I ask you if you really want to meet me again.

You hesitate.

‘This was perfect,’ I say. I kiss you again, just once, lightly, on the lips. ‘You are perfect. Don’t ever forget that, Mia.’

You smile and kiss me again. You don’t look anything like the woman who came into my room last night. You look different. Happier. Younger. There’s a glow about you. A spring in your step. You’re a whole different woman now.

‘Goodbye, Tyler,’ you say.

‘Goodbye, Mia,’ I say.

You turn and walk out of the hotel room and out of my life.

I lay down on the bed and think about everything we just did together. It was wonderful. You were wonderful. I know I won’t forget you.

I check my work emails. The company need me to travel again. A new day, a new flight, a new hotel. I wonder what awaits me this time?

I check the drawer in the nightstand and smile to myself.

I think I’m going to need some more condoms.

###


Confessions:

Goddess


‘What does this one mean?’ he says. His voice brings me out of my sleepy state. I can feel the soft tip of his warm finger as he gently brushes the skin on my side. He’s asking about my tattoo.

I’m in a playful mood. Last night’s lovemaking has left me feeling warm and happy. Besides, I love to tease him.

‘What do you think it means?’ I ask, throwing the question back over my shoulder.

‘I know what I think it means,’ he says, a smile in his voice, ‘I’m asking what it means to you.’

I smile. I can feel his warm, firm hands drifting across my naked body. Sunday morning light tries to break through the closed drapes into our bedroom. We lay in bed together, naked from the night before. Our clothes are scattered across the floor. I recall how eager we were to take our clothes off and I smile at the memories. The sign of a good night is a good smile the next morning. And my lover, the man behind me, trailing his hands over my flesh, has given me a very good smile.

‘It means exactly what it says,’ I say.

I know what he means. His hands have trailed across my bare back, from the small tattoo of the bird in flight on my shoulder, to the hearts on my hip. I can practically feel his eyes sweeping over my skin, admiring my every flaw and imperfection. He loves my flaws. He loves my imperfections. I love him for it. He wants me. All of me. The complete package, warts and all.

But now he’s asking about that tattoo. The one I had on my side, the short, single word. Goddess
, in neat, elegant, flowing script. I’ve had lovers before who asked about it. I would always look them in the eye and say, Well, aren’t I a goddess?
 and they would laugh and agree and forget about it.

Now John has seen it. He’s seen my tattoo and he’s asking about it and a small part of me is a little bit afraid to tell him. I don’t usually care what people think about me, but this man, he loves me very much. He has loved me for years. In all those years, he’s admired my body countless times. He’s seen every inch of me, touched as much of me as a man can touch a woman, and he’s never really asked about my tattoos.

‘I know you’re a goddess,’ he says, that smile still in his voice. ‘But I don’t believe that’s why you have it. You’re not the kind of woman to declare yourself a goddess and have it inked on your skin. All your tattoos mean something to you. That’s what you told me.’

His hand gently slides up my back. To my shoulder. His finger slowly circles the small tattoo there, the bird in flight. The sensation of his skin against mine is wonderful. I can feel my body warming under his hand. I can feel myself waking up – both mentally and physically.

‘This one,’ he says, ‘this one means freedom. You got it when your writing career took off and could stop working nine to five. The bird is you, breaking free, taking flight, leaving the old world behind.’

He kisses the bird tattoo. I almost melt right into the bed. His hand moves down my back again. To my hip. To the little collection of hearts. Two small ones, with a larger one in the middle.

‘You got these because you had your heart broken twice before. And you promised yourself that the next man who saw this tattoo would be the man you stayed with for the rest of your life.’

He kisses the heart tattoo. The feel of his lips against my hip sends a bolt of lightning through my body. Memories of the night before flash back to me in that moment, beautiful, intense snapshots of our passionate, wild lovemaking. The look in his eyes. The feel of him against my body. The intensity of his thrusting. The feel of wave after wave of pleasure washing over me as I gave myself to him.

‘But this one,’ he says, his hand moving across to the single word on my side, ‘this one you’ve never spoken about. You just told me it meant you were a goddess.’

‘Am I not a goddess?’ I say, pouting, even though my back is to him.

His hand pats my ass, gently, just enough to let me know that he doesn’t believe me.

‘You told me that every tattoo you had meant something,’ he says. ‘You said that you see your tattoos as little memories, things you couldn’t take pictures of, moments in your life that you never wanted to forget. So, if you had the word goddess tattooed on your side – right here–’ he gently strokes my side, sending little shivers of pleasure through my body at his touch. ‘If you had this tattoo here, it’s for a reason.’

I wiggle my hips slightly, shaking my ass against his hand. The previous night has left me in a very playful mood, it seems.

‘Maybe I don’t want to forget that I’m a goddess?’ I say.

John’s hand slaps against my ass cheek again, a little harder this time. He’s feeling just as playful as I am.

He pulls the covers off, exposing our warm, naked bodies to the room. I smile to myself. I feel him shift and move behind me. His slides down, from my ass, along my thigh, down my calf, to my ankle. I feel his finger circle another little tattoo there. A little picture of a three-legged cat.

‘This one,’ he says, ‘this was the first one you got. You broke this ankle as a kid and spent weeks holed up at home over the summer while all your friends had fun outside. You got this tattoo to remind you to always enjoy life and never let yourself be held back by anything.’

‘Are you writing my autobiography?’ I say, laughing.

‘I listen when you talk,’ he says. ‘I’ve asked you about these tattoos before and you’ve told me their stories, what they mean to you, why you got them. But you still haven’t ever told me what goddess means to you…’

His strong hands rest on my side. He gently pulls against me. I go with his pull, rolling onto my back, my body totally exposed to him. But when I think of the tattoo he keeps asking about, I feel more naked than ever before. I’ve never really told anyone what it means, or why I got it. What would he think of me if I told him? I consider the options. I could tell him the truth. He could react to it – badly or well, I don’t know. I could lie to him. I could spin some yarn about it meaning that I should always be true to myself, that the word goddess is how I want the world to view me. Anything but the truth. I’ve never admitted the truth of that tattoo to anybody before.

He moves around on the bed. Down to my ankle. His lips touch the tattoo, the three-legged cat. Then he kisses the top of my foot. Then the other side of my ankle. Then my shin. He slowly begins kissing his way up my leg. Each touch of him seems to set off a series of explosions under my skin. A few minutes ago, I was drifting in and out of sleep, feeling him run his hand across my back. Now I’m wide awake, a fire smouldering deep inside me. I can feel my body responding to him, to his lips. I can feel my own lips gently parting, unfolding like a flower in the morning sun, making themselves ready for him.

And after the previous night, my body is eager for more.

His lips trail up my calf, my shin, the prickle of his stubble not unpleasant on my skin. I don’t mind the feel of his stubble, it adds and edge of manliness to the feel of him, a sharp, sudden hint of danger as his face touches my skin. I think all girls like the element of danger. It’s why we choose bad boys, after all. I feel my pulse begin to quicken now, my body relaxing, my thoughts becoming a swirling, confused cloud. What had I been thinking about? Something about my tattoos, if I should be honest? It was hard to think with his hot breath slowly working up my leg.

His trail of kisses reaches my knee. He carefully skips the join itself – I’ve very ticklish in that region, as he once found out when I flinched and kicked him in the chest. Then I feel his lips begin working up my inner thigh, slowly, gently, carefully.

I let out a long, soft breath. He is a wonderful man.

Then his lips reach the top of my inner thigh and I moan, just once.

‘What does it mean?’ he says, and kisses me again in the same spot.

Goddess.

Should I tell him? Or should I try to distract him instead and hope he forgets about it?

‘Don’t stop,’ I say. I look down at him, his face between my legs, his breath hot against my intimate areas, his eyes sincere, deep blue pools I could swim around in for my whole life.

‘Goddess,’ he says, placing his lips against my own.

I gasp, my hips moving involuntarily, my body no longer under my full control.

‘Goddess,’ he says again.

‘That’s me,’ I say, breathing hard.

‘Tell me,’ he says.

‘Maybe.’

His tongue flicks out, brushes the firm nub of flesh at the top of my lips. I moan, long and loud.

‘Tell me,’ he says.

Should I?

His tongue flicks out again. I react like I’ve touched an electric fence.

‘Please,’ I say. ‘Please.’

‘Tell me.’

‘Don’t stop.’

‘Tell me.’

His eyes are so sincere. So honest. I’d hate to see what they would look like if I told him.

But then his tongue touches me for a third time, trailing up and down my lips, from my sensitive clit to the aching entrance below.

And I nod.

‘I’ll you,’ I say. ‘After.’

I grab and handful of his hair with one hand so he can’t move away and pull his head into me. He responds, his tongue swirling, looping, dancing across my most intimate areas, leaving a lava-like trail that heats my entire body. I moan softly, letting out long breaths of delight. I grip the duvet for dear life with my other hand because the feel of his probing tongue on my yearning cleft makes me feel like I might float away.

My body moves to its own rhythm now, my hips slowly grinding against John’s mouth, his tongue gently circling my delicate clit, then delving inside my entrance. I can feel how wet am I against his face. This man turns me on more than any other in my life and I am so lucky to have him… which makes me wonder yet again, will he still want to be with me when I talk about the Goddess tattoo?

Then his tongue laps furiously at my wet folds and I stop caring about anything.

I moan long and loud as he carefully, expertly, manipulates my body exactly how I like. All our time together hasn’t diminished how my I love the feel of him and the things he does to me. Every time is like the first time. He is the one. That was why I showed him my heart tattoo. Because they were for him. Because I knew he was the one for me. It wasn’t just good sex with him – he had the heart, too. He could love all of me, not just the sexy bits.

My fingers unconsciously run through his hair, urging him on, curling and responding to him. My other hand lets go of the bed and I squeeze my breasts, feeling my sensitive nipples harden. My yearning entrance must be soaking him, I can feel the heat of my arousal through my entire body. My temperature steadily rises as his tongue furiously stokes the fire in my intimate lips. I feel like I’m about to go supernova.

‘That’s it’, I moan, arching my back now, bringing my legs up behind his head, wanting his hot tongue to touch every part of me he possibly can. ‘Oh, my God, John… I love it like that, baby…’

He places one hand on my thigh and gently squeezes, just hard enough to let me know who’s in control here. It’s a small gesture, but one I love, and it makes me feel like he could do anything he wanted to me – and I would let him. Then I feel his other hand moving on the bed, slipping underneath me. He strokes my aching entrance with one smooth finger, allowing my wetness to coat his digit. Then I feel his finger slide down my body, away from my yearning slit… to the other place, the intimate place. My hot, tight ass. He knows exactly how to manipulate my body. He is a master conductor and my body is his orchestra. My moans and cries are the music he creates.

‘Oh, my God, John…’ I say, moan louder now, breathing harder. I can feel my climax building already, just from his tongue. The feeling of his wet finger at the entrance to my ass threatens to tip me over the edge. ‘Please baby, please, tease my ass…’

He obliges and gently traces his wet finger in small circular motions around my tight rear entrance. I shudder with pleasure at the feeling. I love it when he makes me feel naughty. I love being dirty for him. I’ve been dirty before with other guys – very dirty, in fact, as goddess knows – but with him it feels natural. A good man should make you want to be bad. A perfect man should make you become someone else entirely in the bedroom.

John teases my tight asshole with skill and precision, constantly threatening to slip his finger inside me, continuing his careful manipulations of my soaking sex.

‘I’m so close, baby,’ I moan, breathing fast now, heat building inside my body, feeling my pulse race, my toes beginning to curl. ‘Make me come baby, please make me come, I love it so much…’

He obliges me once more and I feel his tongue movements quicken as it swirls and licks and caresses me. His finger teases my ass, touching the sensitive skin with precise, delicate movements. I can feel the music swelling as the conductor leads the orchestra to a climax.

I moan and groan and tell him how good he is, how much I love what he’s doing to me. I moan his name over and over, begging him to make me come, to make me scream, my voice steadily rising as the speed and ferocity of his tongue lashes increases and increases-

Then he sucks on my hard clit and gently probes my tight asshole with the tip of his wet finger. I explode almost immediately.

I grip his head with both hands and cry out to the heavens. His tongue continues to lash, probe, tease, and taste me, even as my entire body shudders and rocks from the power of my release. His finger tip gently slips in and out of my ass the whole time. It’s less an orgasm and more an earthquake that only I can feel. My whole body seems to clench and release all at once, every fibre of my being bursting into flame and dancing away on the air.

Finally, the earthquake subsides and my body comes back together. I am on the bed still. John is looking up at me with those beautiful eyes of his. His lips are slick and shiny from my pleasure.

‘Goddess.’

The word escapes his lips in a low growl, husky with arousal. I come crashing back down to earth. I try to collect myself, my chest rising and falling with my rapid, ragged breaths.

It’s time to confess.

John moves back onto his side of the bed. I roll over to look at him, feeling the incredible heat and wetness as my thighs meet. No other man does it to me quite like he does. I study him now, my man, my lover, as he reclines against the headboard, sitting upright. I observe the tight muscles in his runner’s legs, the compact stomach, his firm arms as he laces his fingers behind his head. My man, my lover. My eyes flick down to his manhood, unashamedly displayed before me, looking as relaxed and natural as he does. My body yearns for him, to have him inside me. I crave satisfaction. I crave his satisfaction. I crave him.

My hand snakes across the bed towards him. I touch his thigh.

‘Goddess?’ he says again.

I guess it’s now or never.

‘Are you sure you want to know?’ I say.

He nods. I take a deep breath.

‘It doesn’t mean anything,’ I say. ‘I just like it.’

He blinks. Frowns. Stares at me. My heart skips a beat.

‘No,’ he says.

‘What?’

‘That’s not true,’ he says. ‘You… you lied to me.’

The hurt in his face damn near breaks my heart.

‘I’m sorry,’ I say.

‘We promised never to lie to each other,’ he says. ‘You and me, we’ve never kept secrets or held anything back, or lied. Never.’

‘I’m sorry,’ I say again, not looking him in the eye.

‘What is it?’ he says. ‘It’s just a tattoo, right? What is it you don’t want to tell me? Because it can’t be any worse than what I’m thinking right now.’

Tears stab the corners of my eyes. Relationships are so weird, like emotional rollercoasters. Asleep, then wonderfully happy, then orgasming over my lover’s tongue, then on the verge of tears. I haven’t even had breakfast yet.

‘Okay,’ I say. ‘I’ll tell you. I’m sorry I lied.’ I look him in those beautiful, deep eyes of his. ‘Really, I am. I don’t know why I did…’

Another tiny lie. I did know why I lied. I lied because I don’t want to tell him. I don’t want to talk about the Goddess tattoo on my side or why I got it. But I promised to be honest. So, I’ll swallow my pride and hope he still love me on the other side.

‘It was a few years ago,’ I say. ‘I was with this other guy.’

He looks at me.

‘Are you sure you want to hear this?’ I say, inwardly praying he’ll want me to stop right now. ‘It’s might not be something you really want to hear…’

‘Keep going,’ he says.

I push myself up, hands under my chin, getting comfortable. It’s going to be a long story.

‘This other guy, he was nice, you know?’ I say. ‘He was pretty good to me. We went out for a few months, maybe a year or so. No, less than a year, for sure. This was before I met you. I think I was still in college.’

I look up into his eyes, hoping he understand me. Hoping that he knows I was a different girl back then. I’ve changed since then.

He seems to understand. He nods. I continue.

‘We would fool around sometimes, do stupid shit, like drive out to the lake near him and smoke weed and fuck in the back seat of his car.’

Now John reacts. Seems to understand. It’s going to be that kind of a story. I wait for a second, looking him in the eye. He nods at me again to continue, but now there’s something in his expression. A hint of excitement. I didn’t realize he might like to hear an old boyfriend story… I decide to continue with my tale.

‘Anyway, this guy – Peter, that was his name – he calls me up one night and says that his buddy has a free house for the night, did I want to come over and smoke a few bowls with the guys? And, yeah, I did. I didn’t have much to do that night, and I figured his friends were all pretty cool guys and me and Peter would sneak off and have sex later. It was that kind of a relationship, you know? We mostly just got high together and fucked. Sometimes he got too baked and couldn’t get it up. I think by the end, he preferred smoking pot to fucking me. Are you sure you want to hear this?’

He looks at me. Calmly. Patiently. Not judging me. Just listening. I start to think that maybe he isn’t going to freak out about this story.

‘I want to hear this,’ he says.

‘So, I get there to this house that night and Peter introduces me to the guys and they’re all smoking and drinking beers and having a fun time. There was about six of them, I think. Me and Peter, we go upstairs almost right away and start making out and then he tells me that one of his buddies was dumped, like, that very day and it became really obvious that Peter was hoping I’d be able to cheer his friend up.’

I look up into his eyes. Last chance to back out, John. Now or never. I wait a second for him to decide which way this is going to go.

He says nothing.

I continue.

‘So, his buddy comes in while Peter’s grabbing my tits and… and… one thing leads to another and I end up giving both guys blowjobs.’

John’s eyes widen in surprise.

‘Were you drunk?’ he asks. ‘Or high?’

I shake my head.

‘No,’ I say, with a mixture of defiance and pride. ‘I wanted to. I wanted to do it. And I liked it.’

I want him to understand. If he’s going to hear my story, he’s going to understand all of it, even if he regrets it. I place my hand on his thigh and look right in his eyes.

‘I was really down for it,’ I say, ‘and it was fun. I enjoyed it.’

I smile as I remember it all over again. Being on my knees, carpet rubbing against my legs. The two guys, pants around their ankles, hard cocks standing to attention before me. My mouth working on each of them in turn. How good they tasted. How wildly turned on I was by satisfying both guys at once. Hearing them tell each other how good I was, how much they loved it… it encouraged me, spurred me on while I slid my tongue up and down their firm shafts.

‘His buddy loved it,’ I say. ‘He said I was better than his ex. They were high-fiving each other and saying how fucking good I was and how much they loved it, and Peter came in my mouth.’

John’s mouth opens in an O of sheer surprise. He’s never done that with me. Never even thought of doing that with me. Not even once asked if he come in my mouth.

‘And I loved it,’ I say. I can feel all those old sensations again, for the first time in years. I remember the feel of Peter’s warm spend on my tongue, with little splatters of it trickling over my lips and chin, the feel of his buddy’s hot member in my throat, the feeling of my own arousal as I pleasured the two guys at once.

Then something amazing happens. As I’m telling the story, as I watch John for a reaction, I see him stirring. His manhood, previously relaxed and peaceful, starts to awaken. The sight is like a red rag to a bull. Seeing him become aroused by this story pushes me over the edge and I know that I have nothing to worry about. If he likes it this far, he’ll go crazy by the end.

‘Oh hello…’ I say, running a fingernail along John’s stirring member. ‘Are you enjoying my little story?’

‘Yes,’ John says, through gritted teeth. ‘Please, keep talking. I want to hear how this relates to your tattoo.’

‘Maybe it doesn’t,’ I say. ‘Maybe I just wanted to tell you this story?’

‘If it doesn’t…’ John says, growling a low warning. I love that growl. It drives me wild, like I’m flirting with danger. ‘…then you’re in trouble, girl.’

I giggle like a naughty schoolgirl. He loves that sound.

I smile and fix my gaze on his member, watching it awaken like a man coming out of a deep sleep. It almost seems to stretch towards the roof as it thickens and pulses, filling out with energy and life. I love watching him grow hard. I love watching all men grow hard. I love the way the penis grows and thickens, the head bulging, the shaft throbbing with excitement. I feel my sex burning with desire as I watch him harden.

‘So, I suck both their cocks,’ I say. ‘And I make both guys come. One of the guys comes in my mouth. The other mostly hits my cheek. They taste amazing. I was on my knees, moving between each of them. They kept telling me how good I was the whole time.’ I’m now relishing the story, knowing that it’s exciting him. I start to play it up, trying to remember as much detail as I can for my lover’s benefit. ‘Don’t you think I give good blowjobs, baby?’

He nods, glancing towards my lips. I smile.

‘Then we get cleaned up,’ I say, ‘and go downstairs and join the others. They all know what we’ve been doing and they’re all grinning about it. Maybe they could hear us, or maybe I had some come on my cheek, I don’t know. We start watching a movie or something, I don’t really remember, and I hear all their phones going off, like they’re texting each other all around me, talking about it. I don’t care, I kinda liked knowing I was the bad girl in the room, you know?’

His manhood twitches. He does know. I smile again.

‘Then my phone goes off in my pocket and it’s Peter, even though he’s sitting right next to me, and he says that his other buddy Noah really wants to fuck me.’

John’s manhood stands at full mast now, tall, proud, and unashamed. I reach out and take hold of him. His member is so strong and firm. It pulses with life, radiating heat and energy. Yet it feels so soft in my hand, his skin so supple and gentle. I love the feel of him.

I move over the bed now, towards him, laying on my front. I kiss his thigh and start gently stroking him as I continue my story.

‘Noah, his other buddy, he was hot, I’m not gonna lie, I liked him. I’d met him a couple times here and there, and I always thought he was hot, so I was, like, down for it, I mean, I was still super turned on from sucking those guys off, so we snuck off and went into the back room. And Peter didn’t act like a jealous bitch about it, if I remember right, he winked at me as we walked out together. He wanted me to fuck his friend.’

Now I move even closer to John, positioning myself close to him. My story is turning us both on. I take him in my mouth for a moment, letting him slide right to the back of my throat. Then I take him out so I can keep talking. My hand strokes him more now, sliding in the wetness up and down his shaft. I can see in his eyes how much he’s enjoying this.

‘It turns out this guy Noah is also hung. Like, huge. Probably the biggest guy I’ve ever had.’ I give John’s member a reassuring squeeze, as if letting him know that size isn’t so important as knowing how to use it. ‘And we start going at it right there in the other room and we know the guys can all hear us, so I let loose, screaming and moaning and telling them what they’re missing out on, you know? And Noah, he’s loving it, he’s pounding me, really pounding me, going crazy on me. It actually hurt at first, because he was so big, but I was too into it to care.’

I pause for a moment, take John make inside my mouth. I flick my tongue around his sensitive head and strong his shaft, then sink down and take him all the way inside. God, he tastes good. I can feel an incredible fire burning inside me again. I moan on his shaft and bob my head back and forth, taking him deep inside my throat a couple of times. I’m loving this. I feel dirty confessing this, but his excitement makes me enjoy it. I slowly let him out of my mouth and flick my tongue over his head a couple of times. Then take him in my hand and massage his member, my fingers slipping in the wetness.

‘Noah bends me over this chair and starts fucking me from behind, grabbing my ass, really going at it. I don’t think I was even fully naked at this point. My pants were around my ankles and I was still wearing a top. And he was getting so fucking deep inside me. I was holding onto the chair so hard my knuckles were turning white. He was fucking me hard, slamming against me. Then one of the other guys – Dwayne, I think it was – comes in and watches us for a few minutes. Then he whips his dick out and comes over to us like he wants to join in. I start sucking him off while Noah fucks me from behind.’

I’m getting really into my story now. I haven’t thought about it for years, but now it’s like I’m back there, in that room, bending over the arm of the chair, one firm member at each end, giving it all I’ve got.

John groans as I tease his throbbing head with my tongue. I breathe hard through my mouth, knowing he likes the feeling of my breath on his shaft, and play my tongue across his sensitive member. I’m fighting to stay in control of this. Every part of my being wants to go crazy and make my lover climax. I want to taste him, to feel his excitement pulse down my throat. But I’ve got to stay calm. I’m loving this so much. I’m loving telling my wicked little story. I’m loving the glint of frustration and arousal in John’s eyes. I don’t want this story to end, ever.

‘This guy Dwayne, he was looking down at me – like you are now – and I was sucking him and moaning as Noah fucked me from behind, and I was loving it. Dwayne kept telling me how good I sucked his cock and Noah told me how tight my pussy was. I’d never been so horny or so satisfied before that moment. I hadn’t even considered being with two guys at once. It got me so crazy excited, I sucked Dwayne’s dick hard. Like this.’

I flick my tongue out over the head of John’s firm shaft. I feel it pulsing in my palm as I hold him in place, lashing my wet tongue against him, hearing little murmur of pleasure coming from deep in his throat. He doesn’t want to interrupt me, not even to moan. That’s cute.

I suck John’s hard length with wild abandon now, letting him know how much I appreciate him listening to me, telling him with my mouth and tongue how much I love him. His manhood has that sweet-sour taste of arousal, the thick, heady aroma of pure sex. It drives me wild, making me devour his length with desperate eagerness now, hungry for him, feeling my own pleasure steadily increase. I’m still wet from John’s tongue. Now I’m aching for him. I desperately want to keep pleasuring him with my mouth. I want to feel his hot release on the back of my throat, but my body yearns to feel him inside my wet sex.

‘Does this turn you on, baby?’ I say, panting slightly, getting my breath back. ‘Do you like me telling you this?’

He pauses. Then nods, once, decisively.

‘Don’t stop,’ he says. ‘Don’t you dare stop.’

I run my tongue up his shaft, from the base to the very tip, admiring the shine my saliva leaves along the length.

‘Do you like hearing about how bad I am?’

A tiny smile cracks at the corner of his mouth now. He’s tried his hardest to be impassive, unflinching. But that tiny smile and the sparkle in his eyes tell me he’s barely controlling himself, as though he’s fighting the urge to grab my head and force his shaft down my throat over and over. He knows I like it when he gets rough with me. But he’s allowing me to take control of this. I love him for it.

I take him in my mouth again with that same desperate hunger. I want to please him. I want him to enjoy this as much as I am. Just thinking about that night is driving me wild. Telling my lover about it while I pleasure him is almost more than I can handle. I feel my intimate lips heating up between my thighs, and I know I’m more than wet enough for him. I’ve got to take him, now, before I lose all control.

‘Where was I?’ I say. I’ve lost my train of thought.

‘Noah,’ John says through gritted teeth, fighting to talk through the pleasure of my lips and tongue on him. ‘Fucking you over a chair. Sucking Dwayne’s cock.’

I smile. I take him inside my mouth one more time, then slowly let him slide out, my tongue flicking, teasing, tasting him the whole time.

‘And Noah,’ I say, picking up the story again, ‘Noah came, like, twice while we were fucking. The first time we just pulled out and came on my ass and my back. He just put it straight back in afterward. I didn’t even know guys could do that at the time. The second time he came faster, inside me. I felt it fill me up. It was so intense. That was the only time they came in me without a condom. He said he lost control, because I was so good.’ I smile at John, into his eyes. Kiss his manhood lovingly. ‘Then Dwayne sat in the chair and I climbed on top and fucked him, too.’

A single groan escapes John’s mouth. I take that as my cue to up the ante.

I get to my knees and straddle John. I look at his beautiful eyes as I sink down, slowly, deliciously slowly, onto him. I groan as he fills me up, his red-hot length touching every part of me at once. I gently clench my muscles, squeezing his shaft with my vagina, gripping him tight inside me. I put a hand on his chest so he doesn’t try and move. This is my story, after all. My wet entrance grips him tight as he sinks into me, until finally I am resting on his legs, his hard manhood buried all the way inside me. My body shudders with excitement at the feeling of being completely penetrated by my lover. John looks straight into my eyes, begging me to continue the story without saying anything.

‘So, I fucked Dwayne like this,’ I say, ‘except we were in a chair, and Noah was watching us, smiling. He sat on this crappy camp bed and watched us fuck. After a while he started stroking it. Dwayne wasn’t as big as Noah, but I didn’t mind. I rode him really hard.’

I gently rock my hips back and forth, feeling John’s thick cock move inside me, touching the inner walls of my vagina, feeling it brush against my g-spot. I love the feeling of control I get from being on top. I know John is stronger than me and could take over any time he likes, and I love feeling that I have subdued him with my body.

‘That’s when it got really dirt,’ I say, grinding my hips into his, forcing him deeper inside me. I place my hands on his chest to steady myself. ‘Then the guy who owned the house – I don’t remember his name – came in and said that it was his turn next and I didn’t mind because he was kinda hot, too and I was super horny from knowing all these guys wanted me.’

I start to move my hips now as I talk, rising and falling, feeling my lover fill me up entirely, his thick shaft touching my inner walls as I sink and lift again and again. It’s hard to keep breathing, let alone tell my story. I can feel how wet my pussy is, and John’s member sinks into me with ease.

‘So, I fucked Dwayne in the chair while two guys watched and jerked off. All three of them kept telling me how hot I was, how incredible I was. Then finally Dwayne came inside me – he was wearing a condom, don’t worry. You’re the only man who gets to come in me without one now.’

I kiss John gently, passionately. He starts to wrap his arms around me, but I push them off. I want to stay in control of him.

‘After Dwayne came, the guy who owned the house pushed me on my back on the camp bed and started fucking me, with my legs up in the air so he could get really deep inside me. And by that time, Noah was ready again, so I sucked him off while the guy who owned the house fucked me. Both guys kept telling me how good I was and how much they loved it. I loved it, too.’

I move faster now, knowing that my story was nearing its end and wanting us to reach our climax at the same time. I can hear John’s ragged breathing. I can tell by the way he’s looking at me that he’s getting close. He’s never been so close so fast. That thought spurs me on and I start to bounce faster and faster, wanting his satisfaction, craving his release, needing his pleasure to enhance my own. I love to please, almost more than being pleased.

‘Before I knew it,’ I say, panting now, struggling to concentrate, focussing on telling the story even as I feel the swell of my climax beginning deep inside me. ‘Before I knew it, all the guys were in the room too. They were watching me get fucked and jerking off. They were taking turns with me. As soon as one finished, another would take his place. I was sucking one guy off while another fucked me. All night long. The whole fucking night. Over and over and over. One in my mouth, one in my pussy. All I could see and feel were hard cocks. We went through an entire pack of condoms. I was exhausted and my pussy ached for three days afterwards, but I loved it. I remember at one point, Peter just wanted to watch, so he was whispering all this crazy shit in my ear, really dirty, messed up shit that drove me wild, and he was reassuring me and I felt so fantastic.’

It was true. I’d never felt more perfectly in control of my own body than I had on that night. Even though six guys had used me, I was the one in charge. Nobody did anything without asking me first. Nobody did anything I didn’t want them to. They were there for my pleasure as much I as was for theirs.

I’m riding John fast and hard now, feeling his hot manhood pulse quicker and quicker as his orgasm gets ever nearer. I want him to come. I need him to come. I arch my back, letting him see me take him, my firm breasts bouncing from the momentum, erect nipples standing to attention as I fuck him, as I tell him of the night six men claimed me.

‘The only thing that nobody did,’ I say, ‘was try to fuck my ass. That’s the only place they didn’t get. And they didn’t try to force it, either. They were good to me, even as they took turns fucking me all night.’

I lift my body up and let John slowly slip out of my soaking pussy. He sighs and groans as I adjust.

‘Actually,’ I say, gently taking his manhood in one hand as I shift my position, ‘no man has ever taken my ass. Would you like to be the first?’

John nods enthusiastically, almost in a trance.

‘Say it,’ I say.

‘I want to fuck your ass,’ he says.

I smile and carefully move him into position, feeling the wet tip of his shaft press against my tight rear entrance. Nobody has ever fucked me here before… but I want John to be the first. I’m so turned on by my story, by his reaction to it, that I want to give him something I’ve never given anybody before.

John moans, long and loud, as I gently lower myself onto him. It’s difficult and a little uncomfortable at first. My asshole doesn’t stretch as easily as my pussy. But his cock is plenty wet enough and after a long, slow eternity, I feel his thick head enter my ass.

‘Oh, my God,’ I say, breathing hard, ‘John, baby, you’re fucking my ass… it feels amazing.’

He slowly thrusts his hips up into me, pushing his length all the way inside my ass. He was a good fit in my pussy, but this is something else. He feels ten times bigger as his cock slowly tunnels deep inside my ass. I gasp and moan and cry out with pleasure.

‘Keep talking,’ John says. ‘We’re almost there.’

I bite my lip and force myself to concentrate. It isn’t easy. The feel of him fucking my ass is new, exciting, and I need more.

‘It was the hottest night of my life,’ I say, voice trembling with the effort of talking. My body wants to shut down and go into autopilot. I desperately want to orgasm with him in my ass and I’m close to it, but I’ve got to finish the story. ‘All those guys, fighting over me, worshiping me, wanting to fuck my pussy and my mouth, telling me how incredible I was, how fucking perfect I was… it was amazing… oh, God! John, fuck me! Fuck my ass!’

I can’t take it anymore. I finally lose control and my brain shuts down. My mind goes blank. A serious of loud, incoherent cries of pleasure escape my throat as my body clenches and tightens for the second time that morning…

Then I explode. John moves finally, his hands clamping onto my hips, pulling me down onto him. His length fills my ass completely, over and over, as my entire body contracts and squeezes him tight.

‘Come in my ass, baby,’ I say. ‘Please come for me.’

John suddenly springs into action like a man possessed. His strong hands pull me down into him as he thrusts up to meet me, his hard, thick member sinking into me over and over and over, getting faster and faster and faster. He starts to pound my ass now, harder and harder. My fingers grip his shoulders for dear life as wave after delicious wave of total pleasure rocks me. Every thrust seems to set off another chain reaction inside me. I had no idea anal sex would feel this good. I toss my head back and moan and cry and call out his name and tell him how much I love him.

Then I feel his body spasm beneath me as he climaxes also, and his hot, thick, sticky spend erupts inside me. My eyes open wide and I look at his face, into his eyes, as he loses control and comes deep inside my ass. I feel it pumping out of him, filling me up, warm and intense, the sensation making me quiver all over. I clench down on him again, my own orgasm not quite over, determined to keep all his syrupy love inside me and not spill a drop.

Finally, the sensation passes. My body relaxes. I fall forwards, onto his chest. We kiss madly, passionately, breathlessly. Celebrating our love. Celebrating our joined climax. I bite his lip, gently.

Then I lay down on him, feeling his length slip out of my ass. I groan again and feel a small trickle of his love oozing out of my satisfied hole. I smile to myself, kiss his chest. I feel his heartbeat on my lips.

‘Thank you,’ I say, kissing him hard on the lips. He responds, his arms snaking around me, holding me tight against his chest. I can feel his heartbeat at it slows, returns to normal.

‘I love you,’ he says, after a long silent moment in each other’s arms.

‘I love you too,’ I say.

‘Thank you for telling me that,’ he says.

I smile into his chest. I’m so happy I could die. He loves me – all of me.

‘But…’ he says, ‘what does that have to do with your tattoo?’

I raise up my head to look him in the eye. It takes incredible effort. I feel heavy as lead now.

‘That’s what they called me,’ I say. ‘All night long. They didn’t call me by my name. They called me Goddess. They could have called me slut, or whore, or degraded me and used me as they wanted. But they didn’t. They worshiped me. All of them. All night long. I felt like a princess. They didn’t judge me or insult me, or go around telling their buddies what a slut I was. They said I was a goddess, and that’s how they treated me. I never thought I’d feel that way. But I did. And I still felt that way the next morning, even though my body ached and I couldn’t walk right. They still worshipped me. Like a goddess.’

I kiss John once on the lips.

‘So, the next day,’ I say, ‘or maybe a couple of days later, when I was finally able to walk properly, I went out and got myself this tattoo. Not to remind myself of those guys, or even that night, but because that’s what I am. I am a goddess.’

‘Yes,’ John says, his eyes trailing over my naked, exhausted body. ‘Yes, you are. You’re my goddess.’

He looks up at me and I see it in his eyes, that look – the same expression all six of those guys had, a long time ago. He looks up at me like I’ve descended from heaven itself. He sits up and kisses the tattoo on my side and I smile.

‘Goddess,’ he says.

‘I know.’

We embrace each other in bed, naked, as the morning sun slowly fills the room. I thought my ass would hurt after getting fucked there. It’s a little tender, but not painful. I like it. I enjoyed having him there. Maybe I’ve found something new that we can explore together.

I lay my head on his chest and listen to his heart beating out a steady rhythm. Maybe I should get a new tattoo to celebrate this moment.

###


The Bull’s Account:

Tonight You’re Mine


It’s your husband who makes the first move.

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

The sentence reads, You have a new private message!


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I would really love for you to seduce my wife.

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

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

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

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

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

I would really love for you to seduce my wife.

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

You have a new private message!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Maria
. Your number.

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

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

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

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

You answer on the second ring.

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

‘Hi,’ I say. ‘This is Tyler.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

You make a naughty chuckle. I like that sound.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I chuckle.

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

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

‘Will your husband be joining us?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You make a soft, naughty chuckle.

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

Now it’s my turn to chuckle.

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

‘See you, Tyler.’

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

It’s my husband’s favorite thing.

Lucky husband. Sometime I regret not settling down.

Sometimes.

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘You’re doing very well so far.’

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

‘To new friends,’ I say.

‘Hopefully more than that,’ you say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I designed this dress. Made it myself.’

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

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

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

‘I like his taste in my new friends.’

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

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

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

The waiter nods and bustles away to another table.

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

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

I chuckle and take a sip of wine.

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

‘Sounds glamorous.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What changed your mind?’ I say.

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

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

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

‘Sounds like he knew what he was doing.’

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

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

That wicked grin spreads over your lips again.

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

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

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

I raise my glass.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Is that a promise?’

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

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

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

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

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

You finish talking, watching me with a smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘It was that simple?’

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

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

‘And you both agreed on me?’ I say.

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

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

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

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

‘Sure.’

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

‘Do you want desert?’ I say.

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

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

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

‘Like a gentleman, I hope.’

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

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

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

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

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

‘You’re a very good kisser,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I won’t.

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

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

‘So, this is you, huh?’ you say.

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

You nod eagerly.

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

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

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

Music to my ears.

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

‘No.’

‘Good.’

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

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

Ping.

This isn’t my floor.

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

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

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

Ping.

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

Ping

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You push my shirt back, away from my shoulders. I let go of your body long enough to pull my tie free and drop it and my shirt on the floor. My hands grasp you again, this time lifting up the bottom of your dress, pushing the fabric up and exposing your bare thighs. You groan into my mouth as one hand squeezes your delicious ass and the other finds your burning quim. My fingers stroke the length of your slit, trailing along your wet lips, and I feel your body respond to my touch, your sex opening for me, your hips parting unconsciously to allow me access, your breathing changing and deepening with arousal. My fingers gently part your intimate lips and your sex opens for me. I carefully probe your entrance with one finger. You move your hips, pushing forward, granting me access to your body, allowing me to proceed. I push two fingers inside you, slowly pressing inside. You groan, your lips still locked on mine, tongue still frantically caressing mine. I push my fingers deeper inside you, marvelling at the warmth of your sex, loving the velvet-smooth feel of your pussy.

You lean back now, breaking off the kiss, a long, deep moan escaping your lips. Your fingers lace together behind my neck and you look into my eyes, your expression a mixture of lust, pleasure, and desire. I love that expression. It’s the exact moment you stop being married and become mine entirely.

My fingers explore you. Gently. Lovingly. Slowly. I probe your yearning sex, pressing deeper, hearing your groans of pleasure, feeling your body react to my exploration. You push your hips forwards, driving my fingers deeper into you, and your groan deepens.

‘Sit on the bed,’ you say. ‘I need to taste you.’

You don’t need to tell me twice.

I kick off my shoes and socks – I never forget the socks; no man looks good in nothing but socks – and sit on the edge of the bed, as instructed.

You take your phone out of your bag and toss it to me.

‘Take photos for my husband,’ you say.

I grab your phone, but I don’t fire it up. Not straight away. I’ll take picture later. Right now, you belong to me, and I don’t want to miss a second.

You lift your elegant, handmade dress up over your head and toss it on the table, standing before me, wearing nothing but the red choker, a shy smile on your face. Your body is perfect. Your freshly shaven cleft glistens with arousal. Your nipples are hard and firm, begging to be licked and sucked. Your breasts are exactly the right size, and just how I like them – not fake, sitting pert and firm and way too high, but natural, beginning to lose the battle with gravity. I love every part of you. My cock throbs in my pants, hungry to feel you.

‘Your husband is the luckiest man alive,’ I say.

‘He knows,’ you say. ‘I remind him every night.’

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

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

‘Don’t forget the pictures,’ you say.

I nod.

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

Then you go to work.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You nod and say, ‘Come for me.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Oh!’ you gasp.

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

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

Music to my ears.

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

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

‘Like this,’ you say. ‘First.’

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

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

‘Wow,’ you say. ‘I came hard.’

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

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

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

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

‘God,’ I say, ‘this feels so good.’

‘Fuck me hard,’ you say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I’m gonna come,’ I say.

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

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

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

Music to my ears.

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

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

‘That was amazing,’ you say.

‘You were fantastic.’

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

‘How long do I have you for?’ I say.

‘How long do you want me?’

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

But, for tonight, you’re mine.

I pull you on top of me and begin round three.

###


Cuckoldress:

You Wanted This


‘Hang on a second,’ I say. ‘I think that’s my husband.’

I gently push Clark to the side and roll off his bed. My phone’s incessant ringtone grows steadily louder, managing to drown out the gentle background music Clark has chosen for this moment. I brush my hair, trying to flatten it – as though my husband will be able to see me through the phone line, somehow. Clark lies on his side, watching me with bright, interested eyes. His steely blue-gray pupils make my womanhood flush with excitement, as does that cocky, half-arrogant smile on his face. His shirt hangs open where I unbuttoned it a few seconds ago, exposing his firm, smooth flank. My hand still tingles with warmth from touching his body. I stand up and straight my creased red dress, trying to flatten it back down. God, why did my phone have to ring right now?

My bag is where I left it, on the chair at the foot of the bed. I open it and yank my phone out and glance at the screen. My husband’s beaming face peers out at me, the caller ID photo bright against the candlelit room. Why is he calling me?

I answer the call and hold the phone to my ear. There’s a brief second of dead air, then my Andrew’s voice comes through the line. I can hear nervous energy in his tone. It sounds like he’s pacing our living room back home.

‘Hey!’ he says, sounding relieved. ‘How’s it going?’

‘Yeah,’ I say, shrugging at the handsome man on the bed. ‘So far, so good. What’s up, hun?’

‘Oh, you know,’ he says, giving off the impression that this call is a spur-of-the-moment decision. I know him so well, though – he did not make this call on the fly. He debated and agonized and ran through this moment for at least
 a full hour before he dialled this number. My husband is many things, but impulsive is not one of them. ‘I was just thinking about you. Wondering how things were going on your date tonight.’

I shoot Clark a what the fuck
 look and shrug. He chuckles to himself and pats the bed. I get back onto his warm, soft bed, kneeling by his feet, twirling an impatient finger through the air, wanting my husband to hurry the fuck up. I’m already in another man’s bed, why is he making this weird?

‘It’s going pretty good,’ I say, winking at Clark. ‘My new friend has been a perfect gentleman so far tonight.’ Clark smiles at me. ‘I’m hoping he’s going to stop that once our clothes come off.’

Andrew laughs through the phone, but the sound is forced and hollow and tinged with nervousness.

‘Actually,’ he says, ‘that’s kinda why I was calling. Um, honey, I, uh… I’ve been having second thoughts.’

‘Excuse me?’ I say. I look around me at Clark’s bedroom. The CD player continues gently chiming with relaxing smooth jazz. The candles flicker and wave, casting romantic shadows over us both. The man laying before me is ready and eager to begin taking this date to the next level – I can see
 his excitement straining at his pants. ‘Why haven’t you said anything until now?’

Clark senses that something is wrong with my call. He sits up and slips his arms around my waist, kissing my exposed neck. I put my free hand on his chest, enjoying how smooth and firm his body feels. Andrew’s chest is nowhere near as toned as this, especially after nine years of marriage. My husband’s skin is soft, almost bordering flabby, and his chest dimples at my touch. Clark’s body is firm, his pectorals warm and hard under my hand. I slowly swirl a fingertip over his chest in a gentle pattern, loving how muscular and firm he feels.

‘It’s only just happened,’ my husband says, snapping me back to reality. ‘Literally since you left the house. I’m sorry, I just… I don’t know if I can go through with this.’

Clark’s lips kiss the sensitive part of my neck, gently caressing the little crook where my shoulder meets my throat. Tingles ripple through me. I trace a fingernail around Clark’s nipple, biting my lip to supress a lustful sigh.

‘Sweetie,’ I say, fighting my wicked urges and forcing my mind to focus on the voice in my ear, ‘you’re not the one going through
 with anything. You’ve got nothing to worry about.’

My date’s hands slowly make their way down to my ass and squeeze. I feel power and control and intense need in that squeeze. This man wants me. Badly. And I want him, too. This whole date was my husband’s idea, why he is trying to pussy out now? Why right now, just when this is about to kick up into high gear?

‘Oh, thank God,’ Andrew sighs, relief flooding the phone line. ‘I know, I know. It’s so stupid. After all our talks and fantasies, I just – I imagined his hands on you and… I couldn’t take it. Does that make sense?’

‘Uh-huh,’ I say, tilting my head to the side so Clark can kiss more of my neck. ‘Perfect sense. You got all jealous thinking about another man touching my body. Squeezing my ass. Kissing my neck.’

Clark makes a small, amused chuckle, the sound too low for my husband to hear. He squeezes my ass again, as though challenged to do so. My body responds to his touch and his lips and his powerful, masculine presence. Heat floods my womanhood. God, he’s so hot! Why is my husband stopping me from enjoying my date further?

‘Yeah,’ Andrew says, his voice distant, as though he’s imagining Clark doing all those things to me. ‘I’m not sure I want to do it.’

‘Do what?’

‘Share you.’

Clark’s hands trace the curve of my ass, sliding up to the small of my back. He finds the zipper and follows the tracks with his fingers, all the way up my back, until he feels the tiny metal tag below my shoulder blades. He seizes it and slowly eases the zipper down, warm air touching my freshly exposed skin. I bite my lip to keep quiet. Clark smiles at me, his face filled with hunger and lust.

‘You’re not exactly sharing
 me, are you?’ I say, my pretty dress opening at the back like a flower. Clark pulls the zipper all the way down and gently peels the dress open, exposing my smooth skin. He tugs it down at the front. I chose not to wear a bra with this outfit, so my heavy breasts and firm, erect nipples spill free as soon as the dress slips down.

Clark’s eyes glitter at the sight of my bare chest. He stops stripping me for a moment to enjoy my newly-released bust, weighing my breasts in his hands and kneading the firm flesh with his fingers. I hope he enjoys my boobs – they weren’t cheap.

‘What do you mean?’ Andrew’s voice temporarily distracts me from the delicious sensation of a man caressing and fondling my breasts for the first time.

‘You’re not sharing me,’ I say. ‘If you were, you’d be here. But you wanted me to go on this date by myself. You pretty much gave
 me away.’

‘I know, I know,’ he says. Clark leans down and takes one hard nipple in his mouth, flicking his tongue around the flesh in slow circles. I open my mouth in a silent sigh of passion. ‘It was what I wanted, but I don’t – I mean – wait, is he nearby?’

Clark hears this last and grins up at me, still sucking and teasing my hard nipple.

‘He’s kinda close,’ I say, returning his wicked grin with one of my own. ‘He’s wondering why you called. Our date is going really well so far.’

I hear a sigh of relief from the other end of the line, before Andrew says, ‘Okay, that’s great. That’s why I wanted to call now, I wanted to catch you before you left the restaurant.’

I giggle and say, ‘Honey, it’s a little late for that.’

‘What do you mean?’

Clark switches his attention to my other nipple. His warm mouth, hot breath, and burning tongue feel incredible on this sensitive part of my body. Even after the enlargement, my nipples are super sensitive and love to be sucked like this.

‘Well,’ I say, fighting back a deep, passionate sigh, ‘we got to the restaurant and had our starters, but then I told Clark about the arrangement. How you wanted me to date another man. How it was one of your biggest fantasies. All the stuff we talk about when we’re getting dirty together.’

‘You told
 him that?’ Andrew’s disbelieving voice is high-pitched now.

‘Yes, I did.’

Clark resumes pushing my dress down my body. I shift my weight, letting him slide it over my ass and legs, until I’m kneeling on his bed in nothing but my black, lacy underwear.

‘What did he say?’ My husband sounds cautious.

I push Clark’s open shirt off his shoulders with my free hand. He takes the hint and throws his shirt to the floor, letting me get a good look at his body. I purse my lips, nodding in approval, and he grins.

‘He said, Shall we get this to go?
’ I say, recalling Clark’s words at the restaurant around thirty minutes ago. The words that proceeded our quick dash back to his place and led us to this moment.

Clark’s warm, large hands sweep and roam my body, sending pleasurable tingles rippling to my very core. It feels wonderful. He’s touching me first the very first time, getting used to the feel of my body, enjoying these gentle, explorative moments, before things get too heated between us.

Andrew’s nervous laugh rattles down the phone line. He says, ‘So I’ve called at the right time, yeah? I wanted to get you before things went too far…’

‘Like I said, it’s a little late for that. I’m already in his bed.’

‘What?’ Andrews sounds like he’s been slapped in the face. ‘You’re in his bed? Like, now
?’

Clark chuckles again, this time a little louder. His hands roam and explore my firm, tight ass, squeezing my cheeks and giving me a playful, encouraging pat. He seems to be enjoying this. He shows no signs or hints of stopping.

‘Uh-huh,’ I say, leaning my head back and closing my eyes. Goddamn
 Clark’s hands feel good on my body. His smooth, flat chest feels good against my bare skin. Ripples of pleasure and passion surge through my body, setting off little lightning bolts of delight under the skin. I can feel it through every part of my body. My panties are starting to feel tight and uncomfortable. I want to take them off. I want Clark to take them off. I want him to strip me and pin me down and use me like a dirty slut. Like in my husband’s fantasies.

‘Shit, seriously?’ Andrew’s voice is tight. I can picture him pacing the den over and over, one side to the other, his bare feet making a little worried groove in the carpet. I can picture him running one hand through his dark hair, like he always does when he’s talking on the phone. I can picture him looking at the framed picture of us on our wedding day and knitting his eyebrows together as he tries to imagine what his sweet wife is doing on the other end of the line. ‘But, honey, what…’

Andrew starts to talk, but I ignore him. I move the phone away from my ear and pull Clark into a hard, passionate kiss. He opens his mouth and forces his tongue into mine. He kisses me hard, ferocity and passion lingering on his lips like predators in the shadows. He grabs my body and holds me against him, unable to get away. Not that I want to go anywhere right now. I don’t even want to go back to my husband at this moment. If Andrew says that I have to choose between our marriage and fucking Clark… I’ll hire a good lawyer tomorrow morning.

Clark moans – no, growls
 – into my mouth, his hands squeezing my ass, fingers digging into my flesh in a manner that feels wonderfully possessive and intense. He wants me. I want him. We’re both consenting adults. What do I care about my vows?

I taste Clark, his tongue probing mine with bold passion and aggressive lust. I feel my body surrendering to him, needing him, yearning for him. He has the power and the drive and the masculine energy I crave. In all the years I’ve been married, my husband has never made me feel like this.

‘Emily? Emily? You there?’ Andrew’s muffled, muted voice escapes the tiny speaker, pulling me out of this wonderful moment. I pull back from Clark, breaking off our kiss, and press the phone against my ear.

‘Still here,’ I say, breathing a little harder than before. ‘What were you saying, honey?’

‘I was saying,’ my husband’s voice is now tinged with desperation, ‘that maybe we should talk this through a little more, you know? I know this was my big fantasy and all, but now you’re really doing it… I don’t know how comfortable I am with it.’

Clark kisses my neck in slow, deep, firm movements. His hand slides around to my front and his fingertips slip beneath my panties. I feel his warm fingers glide across my smooth and freshly-shaven mound, seeking the burning, dripping cleft between my legs. I moan aloud.

‘Emily!’ Andrew almost gasps my name in shock. ‘Are you even listening? What are you doing over there?’

‘You want me to be honest?’ I say, looking my date in his sparkling, glittering eyes.

‘Yes.’

‘Clark is fingering my pussy.’

There’s a sharp intake of breath on the other end of the line. I can almost visualize my husband’s slack-jawed expression right now. His wide brown eyes. Trembling bottom lip. I bet he’s stopped pacing and is standing dead still, staring at nothing.

Clark takes my words as permission and cups my aching womanhood in his hand, causing me to let out a long, breathy sigh of delight. His warm, strong fingers gently part my lips. I know he can feel how crazy wet I am right now. I’ve been wet since getting dressed for this date a couple hours ago. Every passing minute in his company – knowing that my husband wants this to happen – has only made me wetter.

He trails a finger around my entrance, spreading my slick juices further and further. God, his touch feels fantastic. I grab his bare arm with my free hand, using it as an anchor to keep me upright, and start to breathe a little harder. I know my husband can hear me. I don’t care.

Clark’s thick, powerful middle finger probes my womanhood and gently presses inside my dripping tunnel, softly and slowly entering me. I groan with pleasure, a low, throaty sound that my husband recognizes all too well.

‘Jesus Christ, Emily…’ he says, voice tight and breathless. ‘You’re serious?’

I moan, feeling my body react to Clark’s slow, methodical, insistent intrusion. My pussy tightens, gripping his exploring digit. My breathing deepens. My hips slowly roll forward, allowing him greater access to my body. It feels wonderful.

‘Shit,’ Andrew says. ‘Honey, can we – can we talk about this?’

‘No.’ Despite my exhale of pleasure, the word is still firm and strong. ‘No, we can’t talk about this
. It’s way too late now, Andrew. I’m in his bed. He’s touching my body. I’m not stopping him now.’

‘Oh, my God…’ I hear the squeak of furniture through the line. Andrew must have slumped down into a chair. Probably the leather couch.

I moan again. Clark pushed his finger all the way inside me, slowly swirling it around my tight pussy, spreading and opening me wider, preparing me for his cock. I feel his finger begin to pump in and out of my dripping entrance, slowly fucking me.

‘Emily,’ Andrew says, voice thick with emotion. ‘I know I said I wanted this, but…’

‘You did,’ I say, another moan escaping my lips. Clark adds a second finger to the one probing my womanhood, pushing both digits inside me. Fuck, his fingers are stretching me wider than my husband’s cock! ‘You begged and pleaded and fantasized for years
 about this, didn’t you? How many times did you tell me how hot you thought it would be?’

‘I know, I know,’ he says. ‘It was all my idea, but-’

‘Remember how you always told me you could only come when you thought about me getting fucked by someone else?’

‘Yes, but-’

‘I’ve been thinking about that, too. A lot. And I want to get fucked by someone else.’

There is a long pause from the other end of the line. Clark’s fingers slip in and out of my aching slit, soaked in more of my juices with every little movement. I moan again. I’m losing control, I can feel it. My sex tightens around his fingers, yearning for something bigger
 and harder
. Heat begins to build deep in my gut, a raging inferno preparing to spread and consume every part of my body. I love this feeling – the cusp, the precipice, the edge of losing all control.

‘Take your pants off,’ I say, tugging on Clark’s waistband. I want to see more of his delicious body.

‘What?’ Andrew says, confused.

‘Not you,’ I say. ‘Clark. Although…’ I giggle. ‘You can take your pants off, too. Nobody’s gonna stop you.’

Clark unbuttons his pants and pushes them down his strong, muscular thighs. I watch him take them off completely, kneeling on the bed in just his shorts – shorts that barely conceal his hard, thick length. My eyes trace the size and shape of his bulging excitement. God, how big is he? Easily more than six inches. Seven, maybe. Eight. Fuck…

‘Oh, my God, honey,’ I say, breathless with excitement. ‘This guy has one hell of a body!’

‘He’s naked
?’ Andrew says, on the verge of panic. ‘Like, now
?’

‘Almost,’ I say, flashing a hungry smile at Clark. ‘Actually, right now, he’s gonna sit down and I’m gonna undress him.’

‘Oh, fuck,’ Andrew says. ‘Oh, Jesus…’

Clark’s eyes flash with triumph. He sits on the edge of the bed, his feet on the floor, and beckons me over. I climb off and step over and kneel between his legs.

‘You remember how you always fantasized about me sucking another man’s dick, honey?’ I say, grasping the waistband of Clark’s shorts with my free hand.

‘Emily, I’m not sure…’

‘Shh,’ I say. ‘Too late. You wanted this, honey. You got it now.’

Clark lifts his butt off the bed and I pull his shorts down. His erect cock springs free and I gasp loud enough for my husband to hear.

‘What?’ Andrew’s voice is tight. I can picture him sitting on the edge of the couch, gripping the phone so tight his knuckles turn white. His face is probably strained, too, like he’s trying to pass a kidney stone. ‘What’s going on?’

I glance up at Clark, seeing the wide, shit-eating grin on his face, and touch my date’s hard, ready, eager manhood with one finger. I feel the incredible pulsing heat of his member through my finger, all the way along my arm. His hardness is far bigger than my husband’s – maybe almost twice
 the size.

‘Honey,’ I say, unable to tear my eyes away from the thick, hard tower of masculinity before me, ‘his dick is huge
.’

‘Jesus.’ My husband is almost as breathless as I am right now.

‘I’m gonna stroke it,’ I say. ‘Would you like that? You want me to stroke another man’s cock?’

‘Emily…’

I grasp Clark’s manhood with my hand. He’s a good thickness – my fingers don’t quite reach all the way around. I giggle and say to my husband, ‘Too late.’

Andrew groans on the other end of the line. Partially in wounded pain, partially in erotic excitement.

‘Fuck, honey, his dick feels so good in my hand,’ I say, gently beginning to stroke Clark’s member. Erotic thrills ripple through my body. My womanhood burns even hotter. Desire swells in my chest. My nipples feel even harder. ‘He’s, like eight inches at least.’

‘Eight and a half,’ Clark says, shrugging like it’s no big deal.

‘Eight and a half
,’ I say to Andrew, giggling.

My husband remains silent, but I can hear his heavy breathing. He’s not jerking off, just struggling to function right now. I make a series of deep, throaty, excited groans and stroke Clark’s hard cock a little faster, loving the feel and weight and warmth in my hand.

‘I wanna suck his dick,’ I say, looking up at Clark. ‘Would you like that? These lips on this cock?’

‘Please, Emily,’ Andrew says. ‘Come home, baby. ‘

‘I wasn’t asking you,’ I say. ‘I was asking Clark if he wants me to suck his dick.’

Clark nods, leaning back on the bed to allow me better access.

‘A little louder, Clark,’ I say. ‘My husband didn’t hear you.’

‘Hell yeah,’ Clark says. ‘Get your fucking mouth over here.’

I lean forward and part my lips. Andrew says something in my ear, but I pull the phone away far enough where his desperate pleas fall on silence. My lips slide over Clark’s thick, throbbing purple head and down his shaft. He groans long and loud, exhaling with passion. I bring the phone a little closer so my husband can hear Clark’s dick filling my mouth.

Clark closes his eyes, groaning at the feel of my lips and tongue working his shaft. I take my time with him, enjoying how thick his cock feels and how much of his length can’t fit in my mouth. His shaft seems to fill my entire mouth. I love it. My eyes roll back and I make deep, satisfied, throaty purrs of lustful pleasure.

‘Oh, fuck
,’ Andrew says. His tone sounds almost defeated.

I ease Clark’s eight-and-a-half inch member out of my mouth, spit and drool clinging to my lips. I smile up at him, panting hard.

‘I think he likes my blowjobs,’ I say. ‘I like sucking his dick, too.’

‘Emily…’ Andrew’s thin, reedy voice is strained by emotion.

‘Hang on a sec,’ I say, ‘I want to suck his dick some more.’

I drop the phone on the floor and use both hands and my mouth to pleasure Clark’s huge, Godlike cock. He groans and I moan, both of us loving this feeling of giving and receiving such pleasure. My wedding ring slides up and down his shaft, coated in my saliva and his excitement. It feels wonderfully naughty to desecrate the symbol of my marriage like this.

Clark grabs the back of my head and pushes my mouth down further on his shaft. I gag and choke, but don’t give up. His breathing deepens and his groans become aggressive. I love the sound of his pleasure. My husband is always so quiet, so subdued. But Clark knows what he wants and how to get it.

I suck his cock harder, flicking my tongue back and forth over his head, letting beads of saliva trickle down his shaft. I stroke and squeeze and jerk and massage his shaft with my hands, spreading slick juices up and down his member. Fuck, I’m so turned on right now. My pussy throbs, desperate to feel this thick monster.

After a few long minutes, Clark releases my head. I lean back, panting hard, still stroking his cock with both hands. My lover beams with pride and satisfaction.

‘Put him on speaker,’ he says.

I grab the phone and hit the speaker button. Andrew’s voice pours from the speaker in mid-sentence.

‘…it was my idea, sure, but I really don’t know if I can do this!’

Clark takes the phone and puts it on the bed, next to his leg. He pulls me a little closer and pushes his cock between my breasts.

‘Oh, you wanna fuck these titties?’ I say, loving how firm and aggressive he’s getting with me.

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Tits that good should be fucked.’

‘Emily
?’ Andrew says, his faint voice floating up from next to my lover’s naked leg. ‘Are you there?’

I push my breasts together with my hands, enveloping Clark’s shaft. He grins rolls his hips, pumping my full, hard tits. I spit on his cock head, moaning at the sensation of his red-hot shaft gliding up and down my breasts. It feels fucking fantastic. My husband isn’t big enough to do this.

‘I’m here, honey,’ I say, another moan of delight escaping my lips. ‘Clark’s fucking my titties!’

‘He’s doing what
?’

Clark rocks his hips harder and says in a loud, clear voice, ‘I’m fucking your wife’s tits!’

My husband falls into stunned silence. I can almost hear him trembling. Clark groans as he uses my body for his own pleasure. That knowledge drives me crazy with lust.

‘He’s really enjoying my big, hard tits, honey. He says, Thank you for buying them
.’

Andrew makes a moan. The sound is a perfect blend of pleasure and pain.

‘Emily, please…’ he says, in a pathetic whimper. ‘Please come home. Don’t do this.’

Clark pushes my head down. His big cock slips effortlessly between my tits and into my mouth with every thrust. He growls; a low, breathy sound of blissful satisfaction. I make delighted little giggles every time the head of his cock passes my lips.

Finally, I lift up my head and respond to my husband. I say, ‘Not yet, honey. I haven’t fucked him yet. Wasn’t that the biggest part of your fantasy?’

I stand up and push Clark back onto the bed. He lies down, hard cock pulsing toward the roof like an arrow pointing to heaven. God, he looks incredible. Hard body, hard cock, arrogant, horny smile on his handsome face. I take my panties off and stand naked in his bedroom. He looks me up and down, studying my figure, eyes glittering with triumph and lust.

‘I don’t think I wanna share you!’ Andrew says, imploring desperately. I know that tone. That’s the voice he uses when he knows it’s too late to change my mind. I don’t think I wanna paint the bathroom green!
 Too late, honey. Far too late.

I push the phone further onto the bed, moving it away from us. I climb up onto my lover and slowly kiss his chest, sending little tingles through his body. I hear him inhale harsh, sharp breaths. His hands paw at my body.

‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his voice faint and pathetic in the room. The sound of my husband’s pleading, begging voice makes Clark’s wicked grin broaden.

‘Honey,’ I say, straddling Clark’s body, ‘I know that we talked about this and we agreed on using condoms if things ever went this far… but, honestly, his cock is fucking beautiful
. I really wanna feel it inside me properly. I don’t want him to wear a condom. I want to feel
 it. You don’t mind if Clark fucks me bareback… do you?’

‘God, Emily…’

‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ I say, reaching between my legs and grasping Clark’s glistening length again. I ease my body onto him, until the tip of his cock touches my burning, silky lips.

‘I’m gonna fuck him,’ I say. ‘I’m gonna make you fantasy come true.’

Then I ease back. Clark’s shaft pierces my womanhood and penetrates me. I let out a long, loud groan of pure passion. He burrows into me deeper and deeper, inch after inch, stretch my entrance and filling me utterly. I sink down on him, until our bodies connect. All eight and a half inches of his delicious, red-hot thickness are buried deep inside me.

‘Holy… fuck
!’ I say. ‘He’s so fucking big, honey!’

My body begins to move, hips rolling, thighs clenching, making me slowly ride his massive length. Every movement makes me gasp and moan. His cock touches every part of my vagina at once. My husband has never filled me like this.

‘Shit.’ My husband’s voice briefly distracts me for a moment. I smile down at Clark. He reaches up and squeezes my breasts with his large hands, toying with the firm flesh.

I start to ride Clark a little harder now, a little faster. He groans with pleasure and grabs my hips, pulling me deeper with every stroke. My breathless cries grow louder and more high-pitched. Holy fuck, this feels beyond
 good.

‘Emily!’ Andrew says, unable to do anything except listen to my moans of pleasure as I fuck another man. The bed squeaks beneath us, adding to the cacophony of sound effects. He can only imagine how good this feels.

I lean forward, putting my breasts on his chest. He grabs my ass and starts to thrust upward, pushing deeper into me. I moan louder and louder, an orgasm already beginning to build and expand in my belly. Clark grits his teeth, watching my face contort as I lose myself to total pleasure.

My moans and Clark’s groans and the squeaking bed drown out all the protests from my husband. Within a minute or two, the only thing I can hear is the roaring rush of blood in my ears. We fuck hard and loud on his bed. I make as much noise as I can. I want my husband to know that he did this to himself.

Clark drives his length deep inside my womanhood and pushes me over the edge. I sit grip his hard chest with my fingers, crying out in bliss, colors exploding behind my eyes. My legs shake uncontrollably. My throat goes dry mid-climax. I scream Clark’s name in silence.

He keeps fucking me, every thrust of his massive length pushing me deeper and deeper into a world of pleasure. I am drowning in it; overcome by it; utterly lost to it. I can’ move. I can’t speak. I can’t breathe.

And my husband hears everything through the phone.

I finally come back down to earth, gasping and panting, still climaxing on my lover’s bare cock. Clark wraps his strong arms around my waist and pounds me hard, slamming into my body in firm, aggressive, passionate strokes. His thick length reaches depths I’ve never felt before.

‘Oh God
!’ I say, crying out over and over. It feels like nothing I’ve ever felt before. Better than wonderful. Better than perfect. Clark moans in my ear, the sound of his pleasure driving me even crazier.

Then he rolls us over on the bed, mounting me and taking control. His arms slip under my legs, opening me wider. He keeps fucking me like a man possessed, going wild with desire, determined to prove himself a better lover than my husband.

‘I gonna come,’ Clark says, grunting through gritted teeth.

‘Louder,’ I say, ‘so he can hear.’

‘I’m gonna come
!’ Clark says.

I don’t hear my husband’s response over the squeaking bed and loud, wet sounds of Clark’s body driving deep into mine. My fingers grip his firm body, my pussy grips his hard cock, my eyes roll back in my head. This is the longest, hardest, most intense orgasm of my life.

Clark groans – almost yells – and drives his length all the way inside me. He climaxes hard. I cry out, feeling his hot, sticky seed filling my sex. I feel him pouring into me, emptying his balls into my greedy pussy. He moans again with every throb and pulse, each clench and squeeze sending more semen deep into my womb.

Then he falls silent. He looks down at me and chuckles. I moan and roll my hips around, squeezing him for every last drop. It feels wonderful to be owned so completely.

In the silence, I hear my husband’s faint, distant voice again.

‘Emily?’

Clark eases back, his still-hard cock sliding out of my gaping entrance. I roll onto my side and snatch up the phone.

‘I’ll be home when he’s finished with me,’ I say, and hang up on Andrew.

Clark rolls me onto my front and takes me again.

****

I open the front door and walk into my home. Andrew is waiting for me in the den, a smile on his face.

‘How was your date?’ he says, winking at me.

I return his smile and close the door. I drop my bag and kick off my shoes. I walk across the room and sit in his lap. He kisses me passionately. I can feel his excitement trembling against my butt.

‘It was good,’ I say. ‘Did you enjoy it as much as me?’

He chuckles.

‘Did he fall for it?’ Andrew says, his hands sliding down my body.

‘Hook, line, and sinker. He was set on being all romantic and shit. Once you called, it was game on. You’re a good actor. Thank you for that.’

‘Anything for you. Thanks for asking me to call. I always enjoy being part of your dates.’

He kisses my neck softly and gently, in the same place Clark kissed me a few hours before. Tingles wash over me once again.

‘I think he liked having you listen,’ I say. ‘He was really rough. I’m kinda sore.’

My husband unzips his fly and tugs my panties aside.

‘Not too sore, I hope?’ he says.

‘For you, honey, never.’

I sink down onto my husband, feeling his familiar manhood entering me. Not as big, thick, or exciting as Clark’s, but it feels so much better. It feels like coming home.

###


The Bull’s Account:

Seducing Scarlett


I’m going to fuck someone’s wife or girlfriend tonight.

I got a good feeling in my bones right now. I’ve had a good day. My business meetings flowed nicely. My presentation was well received – even managed to throw a couple of quickfire gags into the mix and got a good laugh. I’m riding high on the feeling of doing a good job and earning my keep.

And when I get that good feeling in my bones, it makes me want to hit the town and fuck someone’s wife or girlfriend. I have conquered the business world, now I need to conquer the physical world, too. I need to have the feeling of conquest and power rushing through me. I need to feel like a God. I need to experience that surge of adrenaline when a committed, happy, faithful woman submits and gives herself to me.

The Georgia sun is hot enough to bake bread on the sidewalk this afternoon. Sweat starts to trickle down the back of my neck from the moment I step through the lobby doors and out of the beautifully cool air-conditioned building. Holy fuck it’s hot. I travel all over the world on a regular basis, but this heat is ungodly. Who the hell thought this was a good place to settle down and build a home? I can picture the early settlers, dragging their lives behind half-starved horses on covered wagons, the oppressive heat beating down from above. The man turns to his wife, face drenched in sweat, and he says, This seems like a fine place to call home, don’cha think?


I take off my suit jacket, the thin shirt beneath already clinging to my back, and start walking toward somewhere – anywhere – that might serve a cold drink under a decent air-conditioned roof. My flesh feels like it’s about to boil off my bones.

This little town is the dictionary definition of a rural settlement. It’s a small place, near enough to other, larger places to feel important, without having any identity of its own. There’s a hotel in town, a college a few miles away, a rental car company and the requisite amount of Starbucks coffee shops on every other street corner.

Other people walk past me on the sidewalk, dressed in loose clothing. Guys with good bodies strut around shirtless, glancing at the other pedestrians as if making sure their figures are being admired. Old men sit under the hanging awnings of buildings, watching the world go by. Young women walk past in clothes so tiny they might as well be naked. Nobody, I notice, looks as miserable or sweaty or disgusting as I feel right now. The heat is really killing my buzz. Fuck Georgia.

After a couple minutes’ walk, I find a bar with a big chalk sign standing outside that declares the establishment open. There’s also something written underneath that four-letter word, some employee’s clumsy attempt to be cute and funny while not damaging the bar’s corporate image. If I was in college and I uploaded pictures of my food to Instagram, the chalk sign would probably be hilarious.

I stumble through the open door and stop dead in the cool, air-conditioned interior of the bar, closing my eyes in a prayer of thanks. This place is a goddamn oasis. My skin begins to cool, even as the sweat on my brow and trickling down my back starts to feel horribly uncomfortable.

The bar is one of those super-hip, modern, trendy sports bars. Huge flatscreen TVs dominate the wall at the far end of the room, the focal point of the entire bar. The TV is set to a sports channel, and it appears to be replaying the latest football game. On screen, men with the bodies of refrigerators crash into one another, bodies covered in layers of padding and heads protected by thick helmets. To the right of the room is a small seating area. A few tables are taken with patrons grabbing a late lunch, half-eaten portions of hamburgers and fries sitting on thin, well-worn plates. To the left is the bar itself, a long wooden counter running almost the entire length of the room, populated with beer signs and pump-handles to pour cool, refreshing nectar. Neon signs hang on the wall behind the bar, between shelves stacked with bottles. The walls, floor, bar, and ceiling are made of polished black wood. The place screams that it wants to a bar where young twentysomethings can come and hang out and be cool. It feels like I’m surrounded by giant smartphone screens on all sides.

It's still pretty early in the working day, so the bar is almost empty right now. Aside from myself and the people eating, there are only a handful of patrons drinking at the tables. They’re all locked in hushed conversation, ignoring the TV and the muted commentary from hidden speakers mounted high on the walls.

I step up to the bar. A door mounted in the back wall at the far end immediately opens and a woman steps out. She’s good looking. Somewhere in her twenties, though it’s hard to be certain with all the makeup plastered to her face. She has a chin-length blonde bob haircut, sparkling green eyes, and a pretty smile. She wears the unofficial uniform of the achingly hip and trendy bar – ripped black jeans and a t-shirt promoting a band I’ve never heard of before.

Her pretty smile widens almost imperceptibly as I sit on one of the empty stools across from her.

‘What can I getcha?’ she says, her voice friendly and pleased to be serving me, but with a slight fake cutesiness that annoys me a little.

‘I’ll have whatever you got that’s cold,’ I say.

She grins, grabs a glass, and starts loading it with ice cubes.

‘You’re not from around here, huh?’ she says, still smiling her pretty smile. Her voice still has that edge of falseness, but the question, at least, is sincere.

‘What gave it away?’ I say, wondering if maybe my accent made it obvious.

Her eyes flick up to my brow in response, and she points at her own forehead.

‘Not used to the heat,’ she says.

I concede to her point and rub a bar napkin across my forehead.

‘Is it always like this?’ I say.

‘Oh, no,’ she says, ‘sometimes there’s thunderstorms.’

She opens the little refrigerator behind the bar and pulls out a bottle of soda. She cracks it open and fills the glass with fizzing, bubbling liquid. My dry throat damn nears cracks open as she places the glass on the counter top. The glass is ice-cold to the touch, little beads of condensation trickling down onto the polished wooden surface.

‘Thanks,’ I say.

‘You’re welcome.’ She smiles at me again, but there’s something else in her eyes now. Something a little more than casual friendliness. Polite interest.

I take a long, refreshing gulp of soda. It is the best thing I have ever tasted, period. While I take a long moment to savor the taste and feel cool liquid spreading throughout my body, she leans against the back wall, watching me.

‘So,’ I say, placing the glass down on the counter. ‘What’s there to do around here? I’m gonna be in town for at least a night, maybe two. What do you recommend?’

She thinks about it for a moment, cute little dimples forming in her cheeks as she purses her lips.

‘Well,’ she says, ‘tonight’s game night. This place is gonna be packed. It’s probably the best place to be. I don’t think there’s gonna be much else going on. The whole area pretty much shuts down for the game.’

‘Who’s playing?’ I ask.

She stares like I’ve grown two heads and says, ‘The college football team. Don’t you follow it?’

I shake my head and take another drink.

‘I don’t get much time,’ I say. ‘I’m pretty busy.’

‘It’s only a few hours a week!’ she says. ‘What do you do on your nights off?’

I shoot her a look, a grin pulling at the corner of my mouth. An unspoken message passes between us. She knows exactly what I do on my nights off.

Her cheeks redden and she turns to face the back wall, brushing her already-immaculate hair into place with her hands in the reflection. When she back to me, her face is back to normal, her surprise and embarrassment gone.

‘So, what do you do when you’re not hanging around bars?’ she says. ‘Your wife keep you busy?’

I hold up my hand to show her that I’m not wearing a wedding ring.

‘Girlfriend?’ she says.

I shake my head again.

‘Boyfriend?’

I almost laugh.

‘Got it right the first time,’ I say. ‘But I’m currently available.’

‘What’s wrong with you?’ she says, stepping forward, away from the back wall, and looking me up and down.

‘Excuse me?’

‘You’re a good-looking guy,’ she says. ‘Not too old-’ I smile at this ‘-and you look like you have a good job. That shirt looks expensive.’

‘It was.’

‘So what’s wrong with you?’ she says again. ‘Why are you single?’

I lift the glass to my lips again and drain it in one long swallow. This second mouthful is even more exquisite than the first. She waits patiently for me to finish and answer her question.

‘I’m not the type to have girlfriends,’ I say. ‘Put it this way, I’m the type of guy your cheat on your boyfriend with.’

She raises her eyebrows, a little in surprise, but she keeps smiling that cute little smile. Her voice has lost that false edge now.

‘Really?’ she says. ‘That’s… that’s bad.’

‘I know.’ I grin at her. She tries not to return my smile but can’t help herself. She controls her blush this time, face remaining calm. ‘So, tell me about yourself. Do you have a boyfriend?’

‘No.’

‘Husband?’

She shows me her bare hands.

‘That’s a shame,’ I say.’

‘How come?’

‘Because I’d love to steal you from him.’

Now she blushes, eyes flashing, responding to my challenge. I smile to myself and push the glass across the bar to her. She takes it and makes another soda, adding a little fresh ice to the cubes that remain.

She hands me the glass and this time she remains close by. She drops her voice to a conspiratorial whisper.

‘You only date taken girls?’ she says.

‘I prefer to,’ I say, cupping the cool glass in my warm hands. ‘It’s much more exciting than a regular hookup.’

‘You really get with married women?’ she says. Her eyes sparkle with barely-restrained excitement. I get the feeling that my lifestyle is something that would be considered scandalous
 in this part of the world. ‘Don’t they say no?’

‘Some do,’ I say, remembering the handful of times women have declined my offers, preferring to live with their morals rather than seizing the moment and experiencing true passion. ‘But most always say yes.’

‘Why?’

I study her face for a moment. She’s a good-looking woman. She’d be even more attractive without all that makeup obscuring her looks. I can imagine myself waking up next to her. Maybe pulling her close to me. Kissing her soft, full lips. Rolling on top of her. Hearing her voice in my ear, listening to her moans, her soft breathing, her sounds of pleasure. Feeling her body against mine, her heat, her lust, her soft, slick wetness opening up for me. I could do it. Easily. She’d take me home in a heartbeat if I gave her the opportunity.

But what would be the challenge in that? Sure, I’d get laid, she’d have a good time – maybe even a great
 time – but there would be no additional thrill. I adore the challenge of seducing a woman who doesn’t know she wants to be seduced. I love the thrill of stealing a woman away from another man. I live for the satisfaction of giving a wife something her husband can’t.

‘Why do I do it?’ I say, returning to the present. ‘I do it because I love the thrill. Good sex is good. Good sex you shouldn’t be having is way better.’

She opens her mouth to make another comment, but someone steps up to the other end of the bar. She sees him and collects herself for a brief second, then heads over to serve him. I sit quietly, staring at my faint reflection in the shiny black wall, taking small sips of my soda. The world outside is still too bright. I swear I can see heat rising from the damn sidewalk.

The man at the other end of the bar takes his fresh drink and returns to his seat over by the muted TV. The woman returns to me, a little more composed now, her train of thought interrupted. This time she leans over the bar on her forearms, close to me. I can smell her soft, gentle perfume. It’s nice.

‘What do you do for a living?’ she says, in the same quiet voice. She’s interested. More than interested. Maybe nothing really exciting happens around here for a woman her age. Maybe I’m the first new face she’s seen in a year or two. Maybe I can offer her something nobody else in this part of Georgia can – the promise of a stolen night. It wouldn’t be difficult to convince her to come back to my hotel room. Hell, from the way she’s looking at me, she might even jump over the bar right this second if I asked.

But that wouldn’t be thrilling. It wouldn’t be interesting. It would be fun – there’s something about the way she’s looking at me that says she’d be down for just about anything – but that’s all it would be. It’s too easy.

‘I’m a consultant,’ I say. ‘It’s technical and kinda boring, but the upshot is that I get to do a lot of traveling and I get to meet a lot of interesting people.’

‘A lot of married
 people,’ she says, a sly grin on her pretty face.

‘Upshot.’

She grabs a cloth and pretends to wipe down the bar for a few seconds. It’s spotless anyway, except for a few rings of water in front of me.

She finishes her act and returns to me. I say, ‘So, you recommend I come back here tonight?’

She cocks an eyebrow.

‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘This is probably the busiest place in town on a game night. I don’t know how many married couple we get in here, though. It’s more of a younger crowd. The local college kids.’

‘That sounds fine,’ I say. ‘I’m feeling good today. I secured a pretty big new client for my company.’

‘Congratulations.’

I raise my soda to her and finish it. She reaches out to take the glass and refill it.

‘No more,’ I say. ‘I should head back to my room and type up all my paperwork.’

‘Where are you staying?’ She gives me a look that implies the question might be as totally innocent as it sounds.

‘The Western over on Main and Central,’ I say. ‘Room three zero one.’

She nods, filing the information away at the back of her mind.

‘That’s a nice hotel,’ she says.

‘I’ll be back in a few hours,’ I say. ‘I’d like to see what this place looks like on game night.’

She takes my empty glass with the half-melted ice cubes and puts it in a rack, ready to be washed up and reused. I hand her a twenty dollar bill. She cashes up and hands me a few coins and crumpled, used notes in return.

‘I get off at midnight,’ she says.

‘Maybe I’ll see you later?’ I say.

‘Sure.’

I get up and offer her a final smile. She’s a nice girl. If I get the chance, maybe I’ll fuck her. I steel myself for the heat and head of the crisp and cool bar into the glare of the scorching Georgia sun.

****

My hotel room has good air conditioning, thank Christ.

I sit on the bed in my bathrobe, shower water trickling down my back, and silently fill in paperwork and type up reports on my laptop. This is probably the least interesting part of my job. I prefer getting out in the world, talking to clients, shaking hands, pitching projects, and selling visions. Filling out paperwork feels like I’m back in high school, completing an exam after the fun practical assessment.

Despite this, I’m still riding pretty high. I get another surge of adrenaline every time I relive the meeting again in my mind, remembering the smiles of the managers and the way the CEO shook my hand enthusiastically. It feels good to be the king.

I also think about the woman from the bar. She’s totally down to fuck. It would be fun. It would be forgettable – for me, maybe not her. Maybe if I strike out tonight, I’ll stick around for her, though I feel bad for thinking of that young woman as a charity case. I’d always rather have the thrill of a challenge.

The glare of afternoon sun slowly darkens and transforms into the dull glow of evening as I finish up my reports and email them back to the office. I turn off the laptop and file away all my paperwork. My duties to the office are complete. The rest of this night is mine.

I step into the bathroom and turn the light on, checking myself out in the mirror. I look good. Decent body, well maintained. I don’t look tired or haggard or exhausted.

I shave off my five o’clock shadow and apply a thin layer of moisturizer to my skin. It’s important to me that I look as good as I feel. A lot of guys overlook the benefits of a good skincare routine. They think it’s feminine or wussy
 to care about your appearance beyond clothes or a haircut. Their loss is my gain.

By seven PM, I’m dressed and ready. The sun might be sinking below the skyline, but I doubt that the world outside is any cooler. I open the top button on my shirt and roll up the sleeves. I’m not going to need a jacket tonight. I gather my wallet and room key and head out.

The world outside is every bit as warm as it was earlier, but this time the sun isn’t beating down on me like an angry boxer. Small mercies, I guess. I walk along the sidewalks, trying to retrace my steps back to the bar, noting how quiet the streets are. I guess people are either at home having dinner, or still on the road after finishing work. I only see a couple of other people walking around, and a scant handful of cars drive past in the ten or fifteen minutes I take to find the bar.

When I finally reach the familiar chalk board with the witty Instagram-friendly slogan on the sidewalk, I realize where most of the local people are. The bar is packed
. I can barely see the huge TV on the back wall over all the silhouetted heads standing inside. Almost every available space is occupied by people. If it weren’t for the burly black man in the dark clothes guarding the front door, keeping a wary eye on the crowd, I’m sure people would be standing on the bar, too.

I stand in the doorway, craning my neck, trying to see if there’s anywhere to stand or sit, so I don’t look as awkward as I feel. Thank God for air-conditioning, or this place would be flooded with sweat.

All eyes appear to be on the TV at the back wall, where the game is about to begin. I can’t see the names of the teams, all I know is that one wears mostly white and the other appears to be clad in red.

I manage to squeeze through a handful of people clumped together in a tight group and sidle up to the bar. My flirtatious friend from earlier is busy as fuck, it seems. She’s down the far end of the bar, pouring beer into a glass while simultaneously closing a refrigerator door with her foot and reciting back the order. She doesn’t notice me, her eyes are fixed on the task in hand.

A man steps up to me from behind the bar. He looks like he’s in his mid-thirties, but dresses like a teenager who’s just come from the local skate park. He looks harassed but in control. I guess he’s used to this kind of turnout on game night. I give him my order and he returns with a fresh beer in a cold glass. I pay him and he turns his attention to the next person.

I squeeze back out of the crowd, looking around for somewhere I can stand and drink this beer. I look around, scanning the crowd for gaps and weaknesses. There’s no way I can push through the people standing up and get any nearer the TV. The assembled crowd is as thick and insurmountable as a wall topped with razor wire. I move on, walking behind the crowd, trying to find a gap, hoping to see a space, wondering if coming back here was a bad idea, and then-

That’s when I spot you.

You’re sitting off to the side on one of the tables, where the diners ate burgers earlier today, away from the crowd, in a bad place to watch the game. You’re a good-looking woman, probably college-aged, if I had to guess, like so many other people in the bar tonight. You’re wearing a dark dress that looks almost black in the dim light of the room. The dress is far too nice for a place like this. You’ve clearly taken time over your hair and makeup tonight. One hand rests around a bottle of beer, your restless fingers picking at the label.

The thing that draws my eyes to you like a beacon in the night isn’t your looks or what you’re wearing. It’s the fact that you’re sitting to the left of a man who has his arm around your shoulders, and you’re looking up at the ceiling, a bored expression on your face. I don’t see any rings on your fingers, so I assume the man to your right is your boyfriend. I smile to myself.

I see you.

I see your boyfriend.

I see the way you dressed up – you probably weren’t expecting to be dragged to the sports bar on game night, were you? – and the bored, dissatisfied expression on your face.

I’m going to fuck you tonight. I know it in my bones. When I left the air-conditioned corporate lobby this afternoon, I knew that I was going to fuck someone tonight. That someone is you.

The noise of the crows increases for a moment, a loud, united roar. I can’t see the TV. Maybe somebody scored a point. I don’t know. I’m not big on sports.

I make my way along the back end of the crowd, heading towards the seating area. There aren’t many people occupying this part of the bar. Maybe the view isn’t too good from here. You look up as I approach. I offer you a kind, friendly smile and point to the empty chair at your side.

‘Is this taken?’ I say, talking loudly to be heard.

You shake your head, not smiling, not even remotely interested. That’s good. That means you’re going to be a challenge. That’s what I want tonight.

I sit down in the chair next to you. Your boyfriend looks away from the TV long enough to take me in. He looks me up and down, assessing me, and I notice his arm twitches around your shoulders, as though he’s imperceptibly tightening his grip. Perhaps he sees me as a threat.

He’s right about that.

I lean in close to you and say, ‘Is it always this busy?’

You shake your head.

‘The game is on,’ you say, your voice tinged with unhappiness and regret.

‘Is that what it is?’ I say, acting as if I don’t already know. ‘I just wanted to have a quiet drink.’

‘Tell me about it.’ You roll your eyes. I was right. Your boyfriend probably said that he was going to take you out tonight. You got excited. You put on your favorite dress. You puzzled for your over your hair and makeup. You painted your nails. You grabbed your favorite heels from the back of the closet. Maybe you thought he was going to take you to that restaurant you always wanted to try. Maybe you imagined a romantic dinner over candlelight. Maybe you pictured a passionate kiss on the walk home.

Then your boyfriend turned up in the local team’s jersey and announced that he was taking you to the bar. But it’s game night, babe!
 he probably said, his voice whiny and high pitched. You thought about your options – either stay at home, all dressed up and nowhere to go, or head to a bar looking like a million bucks and feeling like an asshole all night. You decided to go out with him. Now he’s ignoring you, eyes glued to a TV screen he can barely see, while you sit here wishing you’d stayed at home instead.

I guess it’s up to me to make tonight worthwhile for you.

‘I’m feeling pretty stupid now,’ I say, gesturing at my shirt and smart pants. ‘I’m kinda overdressed for this place.’

You snort, meaning to sound derisive, but a smile touches your lips. You look into my face now for the first time, seeing me properly. I wonder what you see in me? Do you see an ally, a friend, a confidant, or a lover? I can be all those things and more.

‘I don’t live around here,’ I say, ‘that’s my excuse. What about you? Didn’t your brother tell you the game was on?’

You frown for a second, wondering who I’m talking about. Then you realize that I’m referring to your boyfriend. You glance back at him. His face is still turned toward the TV, the arm around your shoulders a possessive afterthought.

‘Oh,’ you say, ‘no, that’s not my brother. That’s my boyfriend.’

‘Really,’ I say, putting an air of surprise into my voice. I grab my beer and lift the glass to my lips. ‘Could’ve fooled me.’

We’ve only been talking for a minute or so, but already I notice a small, definite change in you. Your posture has started to change subtly. You no longer looked bitter and defeated, sitting with hunched shoulders and downturned face, but stronger and more upright. Your eyes no longer gaze at the ceiling in boredom, but instead fix on me, a sharp, fierce intelligence gleaming in your pupils. I have your attention, now let’s see if I can keep it. You seem like the kind of woman who doesn’t suffer fools gladly. I wonder what you’re doing with a guy like that.

‘It was his turn to choose,’ you say, leaning a little closer to me, despite arm casual draped around your shoulders. ‘Last time we went out, I took us to this beautiful open-air restaurant across town. We had dinner under the stars.’

‘That sounds really romantic.’

‘It was. But he complained because they didn’t serve fries.’

I shake my head in disbelief and put my beer back on the table. You’re already talking shit about your boyfriend. That’s a good sign. It means your relationship isn’t as strong as it could be. Sounds like he’s hurt your feelings many times in the past. Maybe he’s not as attentive or affectionate as he should be. That gives me an edge, a way in.

‘So, he shits all over your romantic date,’ I say, rubbing a little salt in the wound, ‘and then he drags you to watch the game on his turn.’

‘Yeah.’

‘I hope I wasn’t an idiot when I was his age.’

You smile again, a little warmer now, slowly coming around. What hostility you felt a few minutes ago is slowly melting.

‘He’s okay,’ you say, kissing his arm. ‘He can be sweet sometimes.’

‘When he wants something,’ I say, giving you a look. You avert your eyes, and I know my words have hit a little too close to home. ‘Don’t worry, I’m sure he’ll come around.’ I decide to switch up my approach. I don’t want to sit here and attack your boyfriend all night. I’ve already planted a seed of doubt in your mind about the relationship, I don’t need to hammer the point home. It might turn you away from my advances. ‘What do you do? Are you in college?’

‘Yeah,’ you say, nodding enthusiastically. ‘Final year. I’m majoring in political science.’

‘Shit, that’s awesome,’ I say. ‘That sounds really intense.’

‘It is,’ you say, turning your body toward me a little more as you warm up to the topic. ‘We have so much to do right now. I’ve got essays due next week and finals start in a month. I really don’t have time to be sitting in a bar.’

I nod in understanding.

‘It’s important to take a night off every so often,’ I say. ‘You don’t want to go crazy.’

‘All work and no play make Scarlett a dull girl.’

I laugh. Your eyes sparkle, pleased by my reaction.

‘Exactly,’ I say. ‘Beautiful name, Scarlett.’ I offer you my hand. ‘I’m Tyler, by the way.’

You take my hand in yours. I love the feel of your skin. Smooth. Soft. Warm.

‘Nice to meet you,’ you say.

‘Likewise.’

‘You said you don’t live around here?’ you say.

‘No.’ I pause for a second as another roar of approval from the crowd almost deafens me. Your boyfriend looks back at you, a smile on his face. You nod in response, lips pursed, forcing a smile, and he turns back to the game. ‘I’m just in town for tonight.’

I see a glint in your eyes, the flash of a sudden, naughty idea. I am a handsome stranger. I am attentive and kind. I am only here for one night. What ideas does that plant in your mind?

‘What do you do?’ you ask.

I tell you about my work. About traveling the country – and sometime the world – as a consultant for a big firm. Your eyes sparkle as you listen. I can almost feel your resistances weakening to me. You’re still a faithful girlfriend. Your boyfriend is right next to you. But all your attention is focussed on me.

‘That sounds amazing,’ you say. ‘I’d love to travel the world like that.’

‘I’m sure you will.’ I take a mouthful of beer. ‘And it is pretty awesome, I’m not gonna lie. There’s just one major problem.’

‘What’s that?’ You lean in closer. I lean in too, glancing around as though worried someone might overhear me.

‘It doesn’t leave much time for romance,’ I say, looking you in the eyes.

I see a flood of reactions on your face all at once. Sympathy. Desire. Sadness. Excitement. Guilt.

‘Oh,’ you say, and lean back, glancing at your oblivious boyfriend. ‘That must get lonely.’

‘It does,’ I say, with a little bob of my head. I decide not to tell you about all the friends I’ve made on my travels. All the women I’ve seduced. All the husbands who have begged me to visit their wives. It’s not a lie. It’s a deliberate obfuscation of the truth. ‘It’s nice to meet someone like yourself, Scarlett.’

You return my smile. It’s a pretty smile that reaches your eyes and makes your whole face glow, like a flower blooming in the sun. A hint of red touches your cheeks for a brief moment, but you don’t look away. Your lick your lips, making the soft pinkness shine in the low bar lights, and tuck a loose strand of hair behind your ear.

‘Are you a Georgia girl, Scarlett?’ I ask. ‘Or is this heat as ungodly to you as it is to me?’

You laugh, covering your mouth with a hand. Maybe it’s a guilt reflex. You know you shouldn’t be laughing with another man with your boyfriend so close by, but it’s hard to resist.

‘No,’ you say, ‘I’m a Mississippi girl. I have to sleep with a fan on, because it’s too damn hot. Great for sunbathing, though.’

‘Bet you get some great tan lines,’ I say, and give you a mischievous wink.

You blush again, fighting the urge to grin, amused by my comment. I wonder if your boyfriend makes you feel like this, or whether his cheeky comments only embarrass you.

I finish my beer and ask if you’d like a drink. You’ve been nursing that bottle the entire time we’ve been talking.

‘I’d love another,’ you say.

‘Sure.’

I stand up and slowly make my way back to the bar, pushing through the stationary crowd, until I’m out of your sight. I’m glad you accepted my offer of a drink. It means you’re warming to me, open to reciprocation. I don’t expect anything to happen between us, but I’m hopeful and all the signs are pointing in the right direction. But for this night to go in the direction I’d like, I need to lay a small trap.

The burly black man in the dark clothes still stands in place by the front door. He looks relaxed, but I get the sense that he’s a coiled snake, ready to strike at a moment’s notice if trouble breaks out. I hold up my hand to get his attention and show that I’m not a threat. He looks at me and nods.

‘Hey, man,’ I say. I point over in the direction of our table. ‘Just so you know, there’s a guy over there on one of the tables, he’s close to wasted and I’m a little worried about him. He’s okay at the moment, but just so you know.’

The burly black man nods in acknowledgment. I smile in a friendly way and move on to the bar. I wait behind a couple of guys while the bar staff rush back and forth making drinks and taking money. I can’t see my flirtatious friend from earlier.

After a few long, tedious minutes, I reach the bar and place my order. The same guy from before – the thirty-year-old in skater attire – pours me a fresh beer and unscrews a bottle. I pay him and make my way back across the bar to the table.

When I get back, your boyfriend has finally started paying you some attention. He’s making out with you, his arms wrapped around your body. I smile with faint amusement. He’s not kissing you because he cares, it’s more of a power play – demonstrating his superiority to me.

Well, kid, we’ll see about that.

I sit down in my seat again. You break off the kiss and turn your attention back to me. Your boyfriend shoots a dark look over your shoulder. I ignore him.

‘Thank you,’ you say, taking the bottle from my offered hand.

Your boyfriend releases his vise-like grip on your body and looks back to the TV screen. I’m guessing that he knows what I’m doing, but he’s not going to do a damn thing about it. Tonight, he’s your boyfriend, the apple of your eye. Tomorrow, he’ll be a pathetic cuckold, the man you’ll always compare to me. I’m going to steal you out from under him.

And you’re going to love
 it.

‘To good company,’ I say, raising my glass.

You raise you bottle and we touch glasses. The little chink
 sound is lost amid the roar of noise from the crowd.

You lean closer to me now, so we can talk more clearly.

‘I don’t really know why I came out tonight,’ you say. ‘This really isn’t my scene.’

‘I’m glad you did,’ I say, ‘because otherwise we wouldn’t have met.’

Your warm smile tells me everything I need to know. You are almost completely mine now. All I need to do is push that pesky boyfriend out of your mind. Easier said than done, given that his arm is still around your shoulders. I lean a little closer, my hand brushing your thigh. It could be an accidental gesture. You don’t shy away from my touch. You keep your eyes on my face and finish the first beer, the one you’ve been nursing, the label half torn from the glass.

‘That’s a sign of sexual frustration,’ I say, pointing to the torn label.

‘Huh?’ you say, taken aback, looking down at the bottle in your hand.

‘I think I read somewhere that picking at labels like that is a sign of sexual frustration.’

You glance down at the floor, then place the bottle on the table, turning the torn label away from us. You grab the fresh beer I’ve just bought and chug about half of it in one swallow.

‘Maybe I just like picking at labels.’

‘Maybe you do.’

A spark of electricity passes between us, a silent, nonverbal line of communication unknown to anyone outside you and me. A gauntlet has been thrown down. A challenge has been issued. I move my hand and again accidentally
 brush your thigh.

‘Hey man.’

A male voice interrupts my thoughts. It’s a youngish voice, attempting to sound deeper and tougher and more intimidating than the vessel from which it came.

Your boyfriend leans forward, glaring at me, tightening his grip on you.

‘Back off, okay? She’s with me.’

His voice is loud, but the rest of the bar is louder. Nobody else hears this little interplay.

‘Oh, for God’s sake!’ you say, rolling your eyes in irritation and embarrassment. ‘He’s not doing
 anything. We’re just talking. It’s not like there’s anything else to do in here!’

Your boyfriend glares at me a little longer. I maintain eye contact, my face neutral. I don’t want to appear intimidating or intimidated by him. He’s a putz, anyway. A college kid hopped up on cheap beer and good vibes who thinks he’s king of the world. When he wakes up tomorrow, he’ll learn a harsh lesson about the nature of the world.

He turns back to the game, but his hand is now clamped around your arm. I can see your annoyance and disgust with his attitude. Just a little longer…

‘Is there anywhere else around here that you recommend?’ I say, leaning in and accidentally
 brushing your leg for a third time.

‘The only other bar I know is for students,’ you say. ‘And I think most of them are in here right now.’

‘We can go there if you like.’

Something passes behind your eyes. I watch your face as you consider it for a brief moment. You entertain the possibility of ditching your boyfriend to hang out with me instead.

‘I probably shouldn’t,’ you say, nodding toward your boyfriend.

I shrug, playing it cool. It doesn’t mean anything to me.

‘What do you do when you’re not a student, or hanging out in bars?’ I say.

‘I like to read,’ you say.

‘What kind of books?’

‘Romance novels.’ You try to suppress a grin of embarrassment, but it only makes you look cuter.

‘Cute-romance,’ I say, ‘or naughty romance?’

Your eyes flash and your grin widens. I have my answer. You look sweet and innocent, but there’s a bad girl in you, waiting to be freed.

‘Hey, asshole!’ Your boyfriend leans forward this time, leaning across you, pointing at me with one finger. ‘I told you, she’s with me!’

‘Stop it!’ you say, now moving beyond annoyed and embarrassed by your boyfriend’s behaviour. ‘For fuck’s sake, what’s wrong with you?’

‘I don’t like the way he’s looking at you,’ he says, glaring at me, as though his eyes are a dangerous and fearsome weapon that will derail my plans.

‘How am I looking at Scarlett?’ I say, challenging him.

‘Like you want to fuck her,’ he says.

You react to this, trying to cover your face with your hands.

‘Scarlett’s a very beautiful woman,’ I say. ‘In case you hadn’t noticed.’

You shoot me a look, telling me to stop talking.

‘Fuck did you say?’ he says.

‘Calm down, kid,’ I say.

He stands up, fists balled, arms stretched out by his sides in the college kid pose that signals he’s ready to throw down. He steps around you, pushing your reaching hands away, walking towards me as though he has a chance of winning this fight.

And just like that, he steps right into my trap. The burly black bouncer appears from nowhere, a snake striking from under a rock, and grabs your boyfriend, wrapping his enormous arms around the kid’s thin college-educated frame. The scuffle is over before it even starts. The bouncer hauls your boyfriend away from the table, toward the door. Your boyfriend struggles, trying to break free, cussing me, cussing the bouncer, telling me how he’ll kick my ass later. A few people near the back of the crowd turn towards the noise, then dismiss it. Just another drunk college kid getting thrown out of a bar.

I remain in my seat and take a sip of my beer as he is tossed outside. Out of sight, earshot, and mind.

‘Jesus,’ you say. You almost stand up, as though about to go after him. Then you change your mind and lean back in your seat.

I’ve won.

You’re coming with me tonight, and I’m going to show you a whole new world.

‘I’m so sorry about that,’ you say, shaking your head in amazement.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ I say. ‘You’re better than him, anyway.’

‘I should go check on him.’

‘Stay a little longer. Finish your drink. Let him calm down first.’

You nod and grab your bottle. You look a little worried.

We drink in silence for a moment, you absorbing what’s just happened, me studying the shape of your face. After a minute or two, the bouncer returns to his post. Your boyfriend has left us alone for the night. I wonder what he’s thinking right now. Maybe he’s realizing what’s just happened, that he’s been thrown out and left me alone with you. The thought makes me smile.

‘Are you going to be okay tonight?’ I say, over the roar of another point or touchdown or goal or whatever. You look at me, a blank expression on your face. ‘I mean, are you going to be safe going home with that asshole out there?’

‘He’s harmless,’ you say. ‘I’m so sorry about that. Are you okay?’

‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘I’m more worried about you going home alone.’

You pause, biting your bottom lip. This is it. The moment of truth.

‘Of course…’ I say, as though the idea has only just
 occurred to me and I haven’t been building toward this moment all night, ‘…you could come back with me. If you wanted.’

You pause, bottle raised to your lips, studying my face, trying to gauge my intentions.

Then you nod. Just once. But clearly and defiantly.

‘I’d like that,’ you say.

‘Me too.’

I finish the last of my beer and put the empty glass down on the table. You put the bottle down next to my glass, half-full.

‘Can we go now?’ you say.

I stand up and hold my hand out to you. The crowd roars again as you take my offered hand and stand up alongside me, gathering a small purse that was hidden down on the floor by your feet.

As we leave the bar, I quietly thank the bouncer for his quick actions earlier. He nods again, his eyes gleaming, ready for another chance to leap into action.

The night air is cooler, but still almost as intense and unbearable as it was earlier today. The only real blessing is that the moon doesn’t glare down on us like the sun did. I can already feel sweat starting to gather under my arms and on the small of my back.

‘My hotel is this way,’ I say, taking your hand.

You allow me to lead you along the sidewalk, keeping pace beside me. We talk as we walk – about everything and nothing and the things in between. I’m guessing that you’re trying to take your mind off the fact that you’re going to a stranger’s hotel room while your boyfriend storms home by himself. It’s cute. We walk together, holding hands for a while. Then you step closer and allow me to slip my arm around your waist. Neither of us talks about it out loud. It just happens. I take this as a sign that you’re more than willing to come back to my room.

Finally, we enter the quiet lobby of my little hotel and stand in the cool, refreshing air for a moment, sighing in happiness.

‘Thanks for this,’ you say. ‘I appreciate it.’

‘No problem,’ I say, pulling you a little tighter against me. You respond, sliding your own arm around my waist. Your breast pushes against my flank. A moment passes like this, you and me, under the air-conditioning, standing on the threshold of life as you know it, and the life I can show you.

‘Would you like a coffee?’ I say. ‘I have some mugs in my room.’

‘Sure!’ you say, a little too quickly and a little too brightly. You shake your head a couple times, as though trying to push past this awkward moment. ‘I mean, if that’s okay?’

‘Sure.’

We walk to the elevator together across the quiet, empty lobby, our footsteps muffled by the thin, faded carpet. If anyone saw us together, they’d assume that we were a couple returning to our room after an evening on the town. They would never guess that we hadn’t met before tonight, or that you had ditched your boyfriend for me.

The elevator doors open as soon as I press the call button. We step inside and I press the button for the third floor. The doors close on the outside world.

You grab me and kiss me, hard and passionately, taking me completely off-guard. I return your affections, feeling your exploring tongue sliding over my own, the heat of your lips on mine, the scent of your skin thick in my nostrils. I slide my hands around your body and embrace your tight body. I can feel your warmth through thin fabric of the dress.

The elevator doors slide open. You pull away from me, panting, chest heaving, a shocked expression on your face, surprised by the sudden passion that overtook you.

‘This is my floor,’ I say. I hold out my hand. After a brief pause, the quieting of some internal conflict, you take my hand and we step out into the hallway.

We walk in silence to my room. I can almost hear your heartbeat. I glance over at you, checking to make sure you’re still up for this. Your pretty face is set in an expression of nervous excitement. You want this… but wish you didn’t.

I slip my key into the door lock and gentle push open the door. The room beyond is dark, little silver streaks of moonlight gleaming through the window, splashing across the bed and floor like bright flashes of paint.

I turn to you one final time. We’ve come this far. We’ve already kissed. Now you need to take the final step with me.

‘Coffee?’ I say.

You nod, looking at me with bright, clear eyes, biting your bottom lip in an unconsciously guilty manner. It’s a seriously sexy expression, and you wear it so well.

You step through the door to my hotel room. I follow you inside and close the door behind us. You whirl around and grab me, but this time I’m ready for you. I sweep you into my arms and kiss you. I pick you up and carry you across the dark room, to my bed, and place you down. You wrap your arms around my neck, pulling me in closer. I climb onto the bed, mounting you, pinning you down. You moan into my mouth, a deep, primal groan of passion. I feel something awaken inside me, some animalistic need to conquer you. I love the sound of your pleasure. I want to hear more.

Your hands roam my body now, sliding across my back, feeling my ass, exploring my chest. I lean on one arm now, my other hand free to explore your firm, soft, willing body. You groan again as I gently stroke your smooth neck. A fire stirs in my belly and I feel that wonderful, familiar sensation as arousal threatens to overtake me and clouds my mind. My manhood grows firmer and harder, struggling to stand at full height, smothered by my pants.

A faint buzzing sound interrupts us. The sound of a phone vibrating.

You break off our kiss and grab your bag from where it lies on the bed and retrieve your phone. You stare at the screen and make a sound of disgust and irritation.

‘It’s him
,’ you say.

‘Answer it,’ I say.

You cancel the call and toss the phone aside.

‘Come here,’ you say. ‘Don’t stop.’

I lean down over you and kiss your neck. Your groans change – now more intense, more lustful than before. We’ve long since crossed the threshold, the point of no return. We’re in this all the way.

I’ve stolen you from your boyfriend. That knowledge makes my cock even harder.

I trail slow, deep kisses down your neck, to your shoulder. The sound of your deepening breath, your lustful purrs, drives me wild with desire. I slip my fingers under the shoulder of your dress and carefully push it aside, exposing a little more of your body. Your fingers reach up to my shirt, slowly working the buttons open, gradually revealing my bare skin.

After the first few buttons, I sit up, your eyes gleaming as you inspect my chest, and I toss the shirt to the floor. You reach up with a finger and gently touch my firm stomach, as though checking it’s real and I’m not holding my breath. Your eyes sparkle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Wow,’ I say, unable to think of any better words to show my appreciation for you.

Your face has sinful wickedness written all over it. Your eyes are fixed on the throbbing, twitching bulge in my underwear. You reach out slowly, a little unsure, a little hesitant.

‘Go ahead,’ I say. ‘I won’t bite. Unless you want me to.’

You grab the waistband of my underwear and gently pull my shorts down. My hard length springs free, tall and proud and ready for you. Your smile widens as you sink to your knees before me. I sit up on the bed, looking down at you.

You study my manhood for a few moments with your eyes, sweeping up and down my shaft, examining every ridge, tracing the gentle curve of my cock, enjoying the look of my thickness. Then you reach out with one dainty hand and gently wrap your fingers around the base of my shaft and exhale in lust.

‘Wow,’ you say.

I smile down at you, watching you slowly explore my cock with your eyes and your hands. Then you lean forward, lips parted, eyes shining, and gently kiss my shaft, looking up at me as you do. I groan at the feeling of your soft, warm lips. You smile, pleased with my reaction, encouraged and emboldened to go further.

You run your tongue along my hard, throbbing length, from the head, all the way to the base, pausing to kiss and suck my full, swollen balls. I groan again. You slowly trail your tongue back up my length and flick your tongue across the tip, driving me wild. I fight the urge to grab your head and fuck your throat. I want to see what you can do first.

That buzzing noise interrupts us again. You glance over at the phone on the bed. I grab it up.

‘It’s my boyfriend,’ you say, your lips close enough to my cock that I can feel your breath on the skin.

‘Answer it,’ I say. ‘He’s going to keep ringing.’

A shadow of doubt passes over your face. I hand you the phone.

‘Don’t stop,’ I say, with a mischievous smile. ‘But answer the phone.’

Your jaw drops for a split second, then you return my grin. The idea of being bad
 overwhelms you.

You take the phone and put it to your ear.

‘Yeah?’ you say.

Your boyfriend talks for a moment. You flick your tongue across the head of my cock again and I bite back a groan of pleasure. I can’t hear what he’s saying on the other end of the line. It sounds muffled and distorted.

‘No,’ you say. ‘You were an asshole.’

Now you look up at me and open your mouth and take my length between your lips. Your mouth feels sensational around my cock. That fact that your boyfriend is on the phone, his voice coming through the tiny speaker a few inches away from your cheating mouth, makes this moment even sweeter. I feel like I did earlier today, when I closed the deal with my new client – like a god, a conqueror, a man among men.

‘Mmm,’ you say, making a series of throaty agreeable noises as you lean down, taking more of me into your hungry mouth. I close my eyes for a moment, lost in total bliss.

‘No, I’m not in the bar,’ you say, stroking my slick cock with your hand, a grin on your face. ‘I’m staying with a friend.’ You take me back in your mouth, a little faster this time, a little more aggressively, then ease out again. ‘Because I don’t want to see you right now. I’m seriously pissed at you!’

Now I lean forward and grab the back of your head with one hand. You let me take control. I hear the muffled sound of your boyfriend’s protests as I start to pump my cock in and out of your mouth, fucking your face as hard as I dare without giving the game away. You pat my leg when it’s time to stop so you can respond.

‘You were a total fucking asshole tonight,’ you say, pausing to lick my cock again. ‘You embarrassed me in front of that guy. He was just being nice.’

You look up at me, sucking the head and stroking the shaft. Your boyfriend has no fucking idea what a dirty, cheating slut I’ve turned you into.

‘No,’ you say, continuing to stroke my wet shaft. ‘I haven’t seen him since I left the bar.’ Your eyes sparkle at the lie, a cruel smile spreading over your wet lips. ‘I told you, I’m staying with a friend. No, I’m not telling you who. I don’t want to see you right now. We’ll talk about it tomorrow.’

You cancel the call, toss the phone onto the bed, and suck my cock with enthusiastic glee, hungry for my taste, craving the satisfaction of being naughty.

‘Fuck,’ I say, groaning, ‘you’re amazing.’

You giggle on my manhood, sucking me harder, massaging my balls, stroking my shaft, teasing me, sucking me, driving me wild.

‘You,’ I say, ‘are the best fucking cocksucker I’ve ever met.’

You groan in thanks, continuing to pleasure me with your expert mouth. I’m willing to bet you’ve never given your boyfriend a blowjob that’s half as good as this one.

I lean back, enjoying the feeling of your skilled hands and mouth on my manhood, groaning with pleasure at each flick of your tongue, every clench of your lips, each twist of your hand. I could easily let you do this all night. I would happily empty my load into your waiting mouth right now, and you’d probably love it. But I don’t want to do that. Not yet, anyway.

‘Shit,’ I say. ‘I’m getting close.’

You make a throaty giggle in response.

‘Not yet,’ I say. ‘Not yet. Come up here, it’s your turn.’

You look me in the eyes as you ease back, my thick, pulsing cock sliding out of your mouth, glistening with spit.

‘My turn?’ you say, in a coy, meek voice.

‘Stand up.’

You slowly rise, hard nipples and firm breasts protruding defiantly in front of my eyes, excitement all over your face.

‘Take off your underwear.’

You slip your fingers into the elastic of your purple thong and slowly push it down, the embroidered cat crumpling as it falls to the floor. You stand in front of me, naked and unashamed, your neatly trimmed mound just inches from me. That voice in my head – the one that wants me to lose control – screams that I should grab you and pin you down and fill you with my come.

Instead, I lay back on the bed and beckon you forward.

‘Come sit on my face,’ I say.

I’m betting you haven’t done this much before, if ever. Knowing the kind of guys that girls meet in college – the type of man who lacks finesse and skill and patience – I’m betting that you’ve never had the pleasure of sitting on a lover’s face while he slowly enjoys your pussy.

You crawl over me, your nimble, firm body brushing against mine, until you’re in position. Your lips glisten above my face, a delicate pink flower in bloom. You look down at me, breathless in anticipation. I reach my arms up and around your thighs and pull you down onto me. You gasp as I taste you, my hot tongue lapping at your delicious, burning folds, teasing your yearning entrance, flicking across your firm clit.

‘Oh, fuck
!’ you say, moaning loud from above me. You try to say more, but the words are cut off by a sharp gasp of delight.

I carefully swirl my tongue across your sex, tasting every part of you, feeling your body rock and shudder above me. You taste delicious. Your excitement grows with every passing second, making your sweet nectar all the more intoxicating. The heat of your sex increases with each flick of my tongue.

You grab my hair with one hand, squeezing your firm breasts with the other, your body slowly rocking back and forth, hips grinding down into my face.

‘Shit!’ you say, the word a short, shocked gasp of passion.

Your body shudders above me, your slick sex grinding down against my tongue, your fingers clenching in my hair. You come hard and breathless, managing a single deep, guttural moan of passion.

I keep licking, tasting your orgasm, sampling your pleasure. You catch your breath long enough to cry out in delight. Your legs shudder next to my ears.

I love it.

After a long, delicious orgasm, you finally lift up. Your womanhood is a deep, delicious red in color, puffy and swollen and desperate for more. You manage to climb off and fall onto the bed in a naked heap.

‘Fuck,’ you say. ‘Fuck
.’

I grin, your excitement sticky and wet on my face.

‘Oh, my God,’ you say, looking at me. ‘I came so much!’

I laugh and get to my knees.

‘Can you please fuck me now?’ you say, parting your legs, presenting yourself to me.

‘I’d love to,’ I say, moving toward the edge of the bed. ‘I’ve got a condom in my suitcase.’

‘No,’ you say. I stop. ‘I mean… I want to feel you. For real.’

‘Are you… on birth control?’

You nod.

‘I haven’t told my boyfriend,’ you say. ‘I make him wear condoms.’

‘He’s never fucked you bare?’

You shake your head. What kind of man would turn down an offer like that? To fuck another man’s girlfriend and come inside her behind his back? Before he even has the chance himself?

I grab your ankles and pull you toward me. You shriek with laughter as you slide across the bed. I mount you now, climbing over your body, feeling your hot flesh on my own, the tip of my wet cock brushing your burning lips, your laughter becoming a gasp of passion.

Your arms snake around me, pulling me into you, as I slowly arch my back and enter you.

You moan, your mouth a wide O of pleasure, eyes sparkling with intensity, as the head of my length parts your lips and slowly enters your aching sex. We groan together as my bare cock sinks inside you. Your lips grip me tight, stretching around my thick shaft, your body opening up to me.

‘God!’ you gasp.

‘Bigger than you’re used to?’

You nod, eyes widening as I sink deeper inside you.

‘You’re so tight,’ I say. ‘I love it.’

‘You feel so good,’ you say, moaning rapturously. ‘So fucking good.’

I finally come to a rest against your body, my entire length buried inside you, deeper than your boyfriend has ever been. Maybe deeper than any man has ever been.

You open your legs wider, opening yourself fully to me. We kiss passionately. You taste yourself on my tongue. You grip me tight with your arms and we begin to move together.

We moan as one. I look into your sparkling, gleaming eyes as I gently move, my hard cock delving into your yearning pussy in firm, slow strokes. You moan quicker, breathing harder now.

‘Fuck me hard,’ you say. ‘Make me come.’

I finally lose control, giving in to my primal urges. I cease to be caring and gentle and start to fuck you as hard as I can, my body slamming into yours with a wet slap
, my balls swinging back and forth, hitting your tight ass, my only thought to drive myself as deep into you as possible.

You cry out and slap a hand over your mouth to muffle the screams of pleasure. I grab your wrist and pull your hand away. I want you to be loud. I want you to scream the roof off this hotel.

I lift myself up and grab your other hand and pin you to the bed by your wrists. Your eyes roll back in pleasure. You submit to me entirely.

Your climax hits you like a fist to the gut, knocking all the air out of you. I watch your body writhe in pleasure beneath me, feeling the wonderfully sensual grip of your sex tightening and contracting around my shaft. Your cry of pleasure explodes out of your lungs, seeming to come from somewhere deep inside you, stretching up to the heavens. The stars in the night sky can hear you coming on my hard, insatiable cock.

I keep pounding you, pushing you further and further over the edge, to a new kind of pleasure you’ve never experienced before. You moan long and loud and deep, your eyes thick with intense passion and pleasure. I don’t stop. I keep fucking you in long hard strokes, slamming my body against yours, filling your tight, clenching sex over and over and over.

Just as your orgasm appears to subside, I change my position. I release your wrists, get to my knees, and grab your ankles. I lift your legs, holding you in position, pushing myself deeper inside you. I smile as your mouth opens and closes in wordless ecstasy. You lift your head up to watch me enter your tight, slick hole. You grab the bed with your hands, gripping the covers with white knuckles.

‘Fuck
!’ you say, gasping the word out as a second wave of pleasure rolls over your trembling body.

I feel my balls tightening now. A knot of pressure forms in my stomach. I am nearing the edge of my own climax.

‘I’m getting close,’ I say.

You smile though gritted teeth.

‘Come in me,’ you say. ‘Fill me up. Fuck me!’

I fuck you harder than ever for the last few moments, pounding your body, trying to drive my cock so far inside you that no other man will ever compete with me. Your body rocks with my passion, trembling with every thrust.

Then, finally, it hits me. Your eyes widen in shock and delight as the first drop of my come erupts, coating your insides with hot, thick lust. You cry out in pleasure as we come together, my thick load spurting deep inside your womanhood as your body rocks and shudders with the power of your orgasm. My cock is soaking with your juices.

I keep thrusting for as long as I can, our juices mixing together inside you, trying to drive my come deeper and deeper into your hot tunnel as you moan at the feeling of being completely satisfied.

My climax subsides and I release your ankles and lay down on top of you. We kiss again, your hungry mouth almost devouring my tongue. You gasp and lay back on the bed, lost in blissful surrender.

‘I’ve never come like that before,’ you say.

‘It was my pleasure, Scarlett.’

My cock throbs happily inside you.

****

We make love twice more. The second time is far more intense, our inhibitions discarded, our wants and needs more open and apparent. You show me what you want and I let you take the lead. You ride me to another thunderous climax. I bend you over the bed and take you roughly from behind, spanking your tight ass with each hard thrust. I pin you against the wall and lift you up. You beg me to fuck you in every position you can think to enjoy.

When we come, it feels even more intense and magical than the first time.

We lay in bed for a while, enjoy one another’s nakedness and sexual warmth. We talk about everything and nothing. If you feel guilty about cheating on your boyfriend, you don’t show it.

The third time we make love, we begin in the shower. At first, we just step in to cool off and rinse our bodies clean, but soon our hands start to wander and you bend over under the water for me to enter you once more.

By the time we’re finished, neither of us has the strength for another round. My cock feels exhausted and drained. It’s a good feeling.

You kiss me again and start to gather up your clothes.

‘You’re leaving?’ I say.

‘I got a friend who lives a couple blocks away,’ you say, slipping back into your thong. The embroidered cat’s crumpled face now appears to frown at me in accusation. ‘I’ll stay with her tonight, so my boyfriend doesn’t get suspicious.’

‘He’s still your boyfriend?’

You shoot me a look and I stop talking. I watch you dress in silence, thinking about how your body felt next to mine. You finally pull the dress back over your head, smoothing over the creases with your hands. Your hair is wet from the shower, your makeup washed off. You look even more deliciously sexy than when I first laid eyes on you.

‘How do I look?’ you say.

‘Like you just had the best sex of your life.’

You smile. I stand and embrace you. We kiss one final time, soft and slow. A goodbye kiss.

‘I had a great time,’ you say. ‘Thank you so much.’

‘Me too. This was perfect.’

‘Will you…’ you say, and then stop.

‘I don’t know,’ I say. ‘Probably. I scored a big client today, so I’ll probably be back.’

‘I hope so.’

You kiss my cheek. Then, without saying another word or looking back, you walk away and out of the room, closing the door behind you.

I sit on the bed for a long while, deep in thought. You were wonderful, Scarlett. If I had met a woman like you when I was in college, maybe my life would be different right now. Maybe I’d have settled down. A house, kids, the whole shebang.

I let out a wistful sigh and gather up my fallen clothes, packing them into my suitcase. I wrap a bathrobe around myself and check the time. Midnight has come and gone. A new day is dawning.

There’s a knock at my door. I smile to myself. You’ve changed your mind. You’ve come back to me.

I open the door, a smile on my face.

‘Hey, stranger,’ she says.

It’s not you. It’s my friend from the bar, the flirtatious barmaid with the blonde bob.

‘Good evening,’ I say, a little surprised to see her.

‘I hope it’s okay that I came by,’ she says. ‘You did give me your room number, after all.’

‘Sure.’ I hold the door open.

‘I didn’t know if I’d be interrupting,’ she says. ‘I wasn’t sure if you’d have company
.’

‘I did, as a matter of fact,’ I say. ‘You just missed her.’

Her eyes flash in excitement and she walks past me, a smile on her face.

‘You bad boy. Tell me everything.’

My cock twitches, stirring once again. Sure, it might not be a challenge… but that doesn’t mean it won’t be fun.

I close the door and loosen the bathrobe.

###


Hustled


‘Are you sure this place is okay?’

I look from the bar to my date with an incredulous expression. From the outside, the bar looks like a total dive. One of those bars you find on the road, where everyone inside is a biker, so covered in tattoos that even their tattoos sport fresh ink. The kind of place where you expect to see some punk get tossed through a window at any second. The kind of place that never calls the cops because they look after themselves. That
 kind of a bar.

‘Yeah, babe,’ Chad says. ‘I used to come here all the time.’

‘It looks… kind of a crap house,’ I say, surveying the blinking neon signs advertising beers, the row of bikes parked to one side, the trucks pulled up in the wide, dark lot behind the bar and the clearly out-of-order phone booth by the roadside. This is the kind of bar that Patrick Swayze defend with roundhouse kicks and uppercuts to the jaw. This is not the kind of place the star quarterback takes his girl for a ‘fun night’ to ‘sink a few beers’ and ‘shoot some pool’. I raise a quizzical eyebrow at him. ‘How long ago did you used to come here?’

‘Couple years back,’ he says. ‘It doesn’t look like much, but it’s got a sweet sound system and some killer pool tables.’

He turns off the engine and checks his hair in the rear-view mirror. I glance now at myself. I am totally not dressed right to be inside a bar like this. I thought he was taking me someplace with a different – well, younger
 – clientele. I’m wearing a loose white shirt that suddenly feels a little too low cut and my shortest, tightest shorts, the jean shorts that hug my ass like a second skin, showing off my butt to perfection. I’m also wearing deep red lipstick and my killer black heels. In short, I feel very badly dressed for a place like this. From the outside, I can tell that this bar only serves people clad in leather, or biker gear, or sweaty headbands. There will be a busted jukebox in the corner that still works, despite having some guy’s head smashed into it some years before. Everything in the bar will have broken in a brawl at some point, and repaired with tape. The room will smell of sweat and stale beer. The lights will be low and I’ll probably trip over at least two people just walking the bar. The bartender will be a woman tough enough to kick all the biker’s asses without breaking a sweat and she’ll look me up and down with a look of supreme distaste, as though I am mocking her bar for wearing this outfit.

Even Chad, wearing his school’s varsity jacket over his half-mile-wide shoulders, is going to look badly out of place in this bar. This isn’t the place football players go to show off their muscular arms and washer board abs. This is a place actual tough guys come to drink and relax.

But if Chad feels awkward or concerned about tonight, he doesn’t show it. Not for the first time, I wonder if Chad really knows what a woman wants. Sure, he’s pretty and very fit and the star football player and every girl is supposed to dream about being asked out by him, but his idea of a ‘fun time’ on our second date is… this place. I’m not mad, well, maybe a little bit, but I wish he’d told me we were going to a dive like this. I would have dressed differently, for starters.

I consider asking him to drive me somewhere else. Anywhere else. Somewhere with people our own age, where a slim twenty-year-old girl in tiny shorts and high heels won’t be stared at like a hooker at a kid’s birthday party.

‘You know,’ I say, ‘there are other places closer to home where you can play pool as well.’

He doesn’t take the hint.

‘Yeah, but this place is cool,’ he says. He looks away from his reflection just long enough to shoot me a grin. ‘Don’t worry, Madison, I’ll look after you if you’re scared.’

I’m starting to get the impression that Chad doesn’t care much about showing me a fun time at all. In fact, he’s more concerned with looking tough in front of me. That, I suspect, is the real reason we’re here tonight. I wonder if he even realizes that this isn’t the sort of bar where guys will throw their hands up and back down if he squares up to them. This seems like the kind of place where the regular customers would want a guy like Chad to threaten a fight.

‘Come on,’ Chad says, opening his door.

We step out of the car. The night air is warm on my exposed skin. The heat of the summer night is half the reason I’m wearing so little tonight. That and the fact that I like Chad and want him to maybe drive me somewhere more secluded later.

My heels sink awkwardly into the loose gravel of the parking lot. My heart is pounding in my chest so loud I swear Chad can hear it. I feel so embarrassed. So foolish. I’m going to look so completely out of place in here.

‘Chad?’ I say, keeping my voice low, ‘how long do we have to stay here?’

‘We’ll have a game of pool, sink a couple beers, then we’ll head back,’ he says. ‘Don’t worry babe, I’ll take care of you.’

He slings an arm over my shoulder, as if that somehow makes me feel more suitably dressed for this kind of bar.

Chad pushes open the door and we walk into the bar. I glance over my shoulder, wondering if I shouldn’t make a break for it and run back to the car.

Later tonight, I’ll be glad that I didn’t.

****

Inside, the bar is pretty much what I imagined. The room is wide open, draped in shadows, dark and poorly lit. The furniture is old and battered – grim-looking bar stools, a few tables and some chairs that look ready to collapse. There is a jukebox in one corner that looks older than Chad’s car, though it doesn’t look damaged. Some old-sounding rock music fills the room with guitar squeals. The air is thick with smoke. A few leather-clad regulars glance up at us from their tables. Then they go back to their drinks. On the far side of the bar, I can see a couple of pool tables, currently in session.

Chad walks me through the room to the bar in the centre. I feel people’s heads turning behind us. It’s not like in a wild west saloon where everything stops when a newcomer enters the bar. This is more subtle. People carry on talking, but they watch us with curious eyes. There are a couple of people drinking at the bar, leaning against the surface like they are part of the room itself. We stand in the centre of the bar. I notice that the floor is sticky, like someone gave up trying to keep it clean a long time ago.

I was wrong about the bartender. Instead of some tough old broad serving drinks, it’s a guy wider than some of the trucks parked out back. His face looks more leathery than the metal-studded waistcoat he wears. He is bald, with at least four day’s stubble on his chin. The dishrag he uses to wipe the bar looks older than me. He surveys us with narrow eyes, probably trying to figure out why a young couple dressed like we are would be in a place like this.

‘Need gas?’ he says, over the thump of the music. Maybe he doesn’t want us to stay. Maybe people like us only come in here for help.

‘Two beers,’ Chad says, ignoring the question.

The bartender’s eyes sweep over the two of us, taking a little longer to pass across my body that Chad’s. I wish I’d brought a jacket, at least that way it could cover up the swell of my breasts. I feel eyes on me from across the bar, checking out the curve of my ass in these tight little shorts. In any other setting, I’d get a thrill from being checked out by so many people. In here, it feels wrong to be watched like this. Most of the guys in here are older than my dad.

The bartender shrugs and opens a fridge. He pulls out two beers and places them on the counter.

‘Can we open a tab?’ Chad says.

The bartender jerks a thumb to a sign on the wall above his shoulder. It reads, NO TABS – PAY UP OR MOVE ON.


A guy propping up the bar next to me leans over.

‘You ever been here before?’ he says, the scent of beer on his breath.

‘No,’ I say, forcing a polite smile. For the moment, the man’s cloudy, drunken eyes are on my face. I want to keep them there. ‘First time. It seems like a friendly place.’

‘Nah,’ says the man, barking a harsh, short laugh. ‘It’s a shithole.’

Chad dumps a couple of bills on the bar and leads me through to the other end of the bar, to the pool tables. We sit down at a little round table in the back, on a couple of chairs with cushions so thin I can feel the wood frame beneath. I’m not an especially heavy girl – not by a long shot – but this chair seems to sag under my butt.

‘Can I wear your jacket?’ I ask, leaning over the table to avoid raising my voice.

‘You cold, babe?’ Chad says.

‘No.’ I glance around, catching a couple of guys pretending they weren’t just staring at me. ‘I just… I want to cover up.’

‘Why?’ Chad says. ‘You look fantastic. Really hot.’

I consider telling him that this isn’t the kind of place where girls usually look hot, but I don’t think he would get it. I start to think about what kind of awkward conversation we’re going to have in the car on the way back. Do I really want a third date with this guy? Can I seriously see a future with him, beyond doing whatever he wants to do on a given night?

‘I would like to cover up,’ I say. ‘Can I wear your jacket?’

Chad either doesn’t hear me or ignores me. He leans back in his chair like the rebel in the classroom and watches the pool tables. On the table nearest us, a couple of guys who could easily be confused for wrestlers slowly wind up their game, drinking beer as they play.

I sit in my chair, trying to make myself look as small as possible. Of all the ways I imagined my second date with Chad, this is not how I thought it would go. Our first date was sweet – or at least, I thought so. He picked me up in his car and we listened the radio, singing along as we drove to this restaurant I’d always wanted to visit. I was giddy enough at being asked out by Chad, let alone going to that place. We ate an incredible meal, but I always got the impression that Chad didn’t know how to talk about anything other than himself. He wasn’t a great conversationalist, but I put it down to nerves – guys like him are always soft and vulnerable on the inside, I figured. We had a nice meal and afterwards Chad drove me to a popular make out point. I figured he’d been pretty good to me that night, so I made out with him for a while, but it was hard to get into it because we weren’t the only ones at the spot. There must have been at least three or four other cars there, the occupants all frantically making out with one another. I don’t know about you, but I find it hard to get into the right mood when I can hear other people trying to get it on nearby.

So, we made out for a while and I let him feel me up over my bra. It was exciting, but I really wasn’t in the mood to have sex with him in the backseat of his car. I’m not some prudish virgin – far from it! – but he didn’t seem to know what a girl wants. He was grabbing me uselessly, pawing at my breasts. He wasn’t being tender and gentle – as I might have expected on a first date – nor was he being rough and aggressive, the kind of wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am guy he portrayed himself to be. Tender and gentle, or rough and aggressive. I was leaning into his car seats, his tongue in my mouth, whishing he would just choose one or the other. His hand would creep up to my throat, but instead of squeezing in that way that really fires me up, backed off and rubbed my neck with a finger – like that was doing anything.

While the first date was kinda hit-and-miss, but I decided to be nice and try again. After all, not many girls get to date a guy like Chad, so I figured it was worth another shot. And so, he’s taken me to this dive bar off the beaten track where half the guys can’t keep their eyes off my ass and the other half are probably drunk enough to try and grab it.

‘Hey! Hey!’ Chad’s voice cuts through my thoughts. He’s calling over to the big guys at the pool table nearest us. They’ve almost finished their game. They look over to Chad with annoyance at the interruption. ‘You guys mind if we play next?’

The two men exchange a look. It’s perfectly obvious that they hadn’t planned on stopping playing at all tonight. If anything, this seems like a pretty regular thing for them. They position themselves around the table just right, avoiding knocking their cues against the far wall or the other players. The guys look back toward Chad and shrug. Chad gives them a thumbs-up and turns back to me.

‘See?’ he says. ‘Told you it was a nice place.’

‘Okay, okay,’ I say. I lift the bottle to my lips and inhale half the beer in one long gulp. If I’m going to be in this bar, I may as well try to enjoy it. ‘We’ll play one game, then we’ll go.’

‘Eager to get going?’ he says, a wolfish grin on his face, as though he thinks I’m desperate to go and make out with him again. That’s the last thing on my mind right now. I literally could not be any less eager to jump in the backseat with him right now. The only reason I’m going to get in his car ever again is to get the hell out of here and go back home. If he ever wants a shot at getting in my pants for the rest of his life, he’ll take my next hint.

‘I’m looking forward to being somewhere we can both relax a little more,’ I say, trying to tell him with my face that we really don’t belong here. I feel like a nun in a strip club, only I’m getting many more weird looks than her.

‘Me too, babe, me too,’ Chad says. He leans back in his chair with the beer and ogles my chest without any hint of subtlety or shame. I fold my arms in front of my chest and pretend to be very fascinated in the pool game between the two big guys. They seem to be only potting balls from trick shots. I guess if you play the same game every night, you need to shake up the rules every now and again.

‘You look smoking hot tonight,’ Chad says, hollering over the music. A couple of guys sitting near us hear him and turn their gaze towards me. If Chad is intending to parade me around these guys like some kind of trophy, it ain’t gonna fly.

‘Thanks,’ I say, not feeling complimented in the least.

‘No, really,’ he says. ‘Your ass and tits look fucking perfect.’

I rub a hand over my forehead. There is a reason, I’m finding, that football players date so many girls, and it has nothing to do with sowing wild oats. What does he think is going to happen here? If he tells me my tits look great, am I supposed to tear off my bra and shake them around like it’s fucking Mardi Gras or something? At least the other guys aren’t openly staring at me and are trying not to be obvious about it. Thank god for small mercies, I guess. There’s something weird I’m noticing about the way people are looking at me. Chad ogles me openly and obviously, slightly lecherous, as though he has the right to see me looking this good. The others in the bar seem to be watching me with something closer to appreciation. And, yes, that does matter to me.

I finish my first beer and put the empty bottle near him. This time he does take the hint, and he gets up and walks over to the bar, probably thinking about getting me drunk in his backseat.

‘Your boyfriend’s an asshole,’ says a gruff voice one table over.

I look over in that direction. The man who talks to me would not look out of place in a Motorhead tribute act.

‘He’s… not my boyfriend,’ I say. ‘We’ve only had two dates; I’m not really sure what we are.’

‘Asshole like him doesn’t know how to treat a woman like you,’ he says.

I get the strangest feeling in the pit of my stomach – a sudden, unexpected flash of excitement. A woman like me? What does he mean by that?

‘How would you treat me?’ I say, curious.

But Chad reappears and sits down opposite me with two fresh beers. The guy at the other table turns away again without a word, shaking his head in disapproval.

‘Drink up, babe,’ Chad says, raising his beer to me, still wearing that wolfish grin on his face, like he’s on a one-way ticket to getting lucky tonight.

I lift the beer to my lips and swallow half of it in one smooth pull. It’s working. I can feel myself caring less about the bar or what I’m wearing, and more looking forward to trying to kick his ass at pool.

Finally, the big guys break up their game. They lay the cues down on the table and lean back against the fall wall with their drinks, where they can watch us play.

Chad inserts a couple of coins in the table and the balls clatter loudly as they tumble down to the pick-up hatch. Chad racks the balls for a game of standard 8-ball pool while I pick up a cue and lazily begin chalking it. I feel the eyes of the men in the pool area looking at me. The beer has given me a nice buzz. I feel a little more confident, a little more daring. And maybe I like having all their eyes on me. Chad notices them checking me out and puffs out his chest as he walks around the table, like a peacock trying to look imposing. I see one guy whisper into his friend’s ear, pointing a finger at Chad, a smile on his face.

Chad grabs his cue. He doesn’t flip a coin or offer me the first shot. He lines up at the head of the table and smashes the ball as hard as he can. The ball leaps up into the air and flies off the table. Chad scrambles to retrieve it, the ball clattering loudly across the hard floor, louder even than the banging drums of the rock music pumping through the speakers. I catch some of the guys now watching us avidly, amused expressions on their faces as Chad picks up the ball and returns it to the table.

‘Is that two shots to me?’ I ask, barely able to supress a smirk.

Chad shoots me a look and resets the ball as if nothing has happened. He strikes the ball again, this time hitting it just right. The ball launches down the table and strikes the others with a thunderous crack. It’s a good opening break, and Chad seems to think so too, pacing along the table, bobbing his head back and forth like a strutting bird.

I take position and aim at a small group of yellow balls huddled near a pocket. I lean down over the table and feel my tight jean shorts gripping my ass. I wonder how many guys are staring at me right now? Chad sure isn’t, he’s more concerned with studying the table.

I gently tap the cue ball, knocking the yellow balls just hard enough to topple one into the pocket. Chad snorts. I take my second shot and sink a second yellow.

‘Pretty good,’ says one of the big guys, still leaning against the wall, watching us.

‘Thanks,’ I say.

‘What’s your name, honey?’ asks his friend.

‘Madison,’ I say, leaning over the table right in front of them to gently tap the cue ball across the table.

Chad takes a shot and hits the cue ball way too hard again, sending the balls rattling across the table. I pause to down another big mouthful of my beer.

We play on for a little while, trading shots, sinking the occasional ball and generally goofing around. I’m enjoying myself, ignoring the room around me. Even players at the other tables are watching our game more than their own. Chad pots a couple, then I pot a couple. It’s an even, balanced game so far, but I have to stifle a laugh when I see the look on Chad’s face. He’s taking this so seriously! He desperately wants to win this. I’m not sure why. Does he think I’ll be impressed if he wins the game? Or is he really afraid of getting beaten by his date?

Eventually, the two of us are trying to pot the eight ball. I decide to be nice and throw the game, messing up my shots to let him win. But even so, it takes him an excruciating three attempts to sink the damn ball.

Chad raises his hands in the air and cheers like he’s scored the winning touchdown at a championship game. He yells so loud people on the other side of the game look up.

‘Good game,’ says one of the big guys leaning against the wall. He’s smirking, like he knows what I did.

‘Thanks,’ I say again. I notice the tattoo on his large, muscular arm. ‘Is that a cat?’

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Her name is Mittens. You want to pet her?’

I grin and touch his arm, right where the cat is tattooed on his muscular bicep. As I touch his touch his skin, he flexes his arm, making the cat move under my hand. I laugh and pull my hand back.

‘You guys played a good game,’ says his friend. ‘You want to play doubles?’

‘Sure,’ I say, turning to Chad. ‘You wanna play a game with these guys?’

Chad finishes chugging his second beer and puts the empty bottle back on the desk. His eyes flick from me to the two enormous man-mountains behind me.

‘I thought you wanted to get going, babe?’ he says, looking nervous but trying not to show it.

‘Aw,’ I say, ‘but babe
, we’re having so much fun…’

‘Okay,’ he says, ‘yeah, cool, whatever. Let’s rack ‘em up.’

The huge slab of beef with the cat tattoo holds out his hand to me.

‘Name’s Tank,’ he says. I take his hand. It envelopes mine effortlessly, but he doesn’t squeeze. He could easily hurt me if he wanted to. But he doesn’t. I feel that sudden flare of excitement in my stomach again, a little kick of wicked pleasure, like I’m flirting with danger and I know it.

‘This is Butch,’ Tank says, indicating his friend. I shake Butch’s hand as well. Butch is a little shorter than Tank, but both guys look like they could stop a train if one ran into them. These guys are real men. Chad is a boy by comparison.

Chad racks the table again and sets up a fresh game. The other tables have all finished now. All eyes are on us. There must be at least seven or eight men now, watching us with interest.

‘Hey,’ Butch says as Chad finishes getting the table ready, ‘you guys want to make this interesting?’

Something about the way he says interesting
 excites me. There’s a hint of danger in that word.

‘Yeah?’ says Chad. ‘What d’you got in mind?’

‘How about a little wager?’ Butch says. ‘Put some money on it, say, fifty bucks?’

Chad makes a derisive snort.

‘I thought you said interesting
,’ he says. ‘Make it a hundred.’

I feel my body tense, every muscle clenching. He speaks to these giants with incredible disrespect, barely looking at them as he dismisses them. I’m also pretty sure he doesn’t have a hundred bucks on him.

‘Hundred sound fair to you?’ Butch says to Tank.

‘It does make it interesting,’ Tank concedes.

‘Hundred it is,’ Butch says, turning to Chad with a smile.

I feel a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.

‘This is Chad,’ I say, trying to be friendly with the big guys. ‘He’s my, uh, my date.’

‘Boyfriend,’ Chad says, correcting me as he finishes racking the table. ‘I’m her boyfriend.’ He stands next to me, puffing his chest out again as though Tank and Butch are impressed in some way by his college football-level physique. These guys look as though they eat football players for breakfast. Chad isn’t so much imposing as he is amusing. Tank and Butch seem to enjoy riling Chad up.

‘Let’s play,’ Tank says.

‘Lady breaks first,’ says Butch.

Chad hands me the pool cue. I lean in to him, keeping my voice low.

‘Do you even have a hundred dollars on you?’ I say.

‘Does it matter?’ he shrugs. ‘I can take these bozos.’

‘You only just beat me
,’ I say.

‘That was practice.’ He talks to me as if I’m slow to catch up. If he wasn’t my ride home, I’d be tempted to kick his ass myself. ‘This time I’m playing for real.’

‘Fine,’ I say. ‘Just don’t piss these guys off, okay?’

I lean over the table to break. Chad stands too close. I nudge him back with pool cue. Then I take a deep breath, the eyes of the room on me. All these tough, badass S.O.B’s watching me. When I first entered the room, I felt uneasy among all the stares. Now, though, I’m finding myself strangely comfortable among all the badass guys. Maybe it’s the beer. Maybe it’s the friendliness of Tank and Butch. Maybe it’s the fact that Chad is getting steadily more pissed off by people watching me.

I draw back the cue and break to begin the game. Tank and Butch compliment me on my play. They ask me if I want another beer.

‘It’s cool, I got it,’ Chad says. He disappears to the bar while Butch shoots and pots a red, returning with another beer for me. He doesn’t offer the guys one and they don’t seem to care.

Butch misses the next shot. I’m watching him closely and it looks very deliberate, like the cue ball ended up exactly where he intended.

‘Looks like I get two shots,’ Chad says with a smirk.

‘Show us what you got,’ Tank says, watching him closely.

I take my beer and lean against the wall next to Tank and Butch to watch. It’s weird how I’m starting to feel more at ease in their company than in Chad’s. They don’t look down on me, or see me as an object. Sure, they’re admiring my ass when I bend over the table, but they’re not drooling over me like my date is.

Chad takes his first shot, still striking the cue ball way too hard. The balls clatter around the table, moving too fast to fall into any pockets. Chad moves up and aims at a second one.

‘I sure hope he doesn’t have the same tactic in the sack,’ Tank says, talking low.

‘I don’t think he’s ever going to get the chance,’ I say, laughing.

Chad strikes the cue ball again, managing to get a yellow in the pocket from a lucky rebound. He punches the air and struts around the table to a new position. Tank looks down at the floor, trying to fight the urge to laugh at Chad’s meaningless posturing.

‘Girl like you deserves better than an asshole like him,’ Butch says on the other side of me. ‘I mean, I ain’t one to talk, but I seen a lot of assholes with a lot of fine women, and I never seen one who deserved her.’

‘Don’t worry, Butch,’ I say. ‘All I need from him is a ride home.’

Chad doesn’t pot anything. Tank aims, fires, pot a red. He goes again, misses.

‘Two to you,’ he says to me with a small grin. I think he’s enjoying himself.

I take longer than usual to get in position, bending over the table, lining up my shot. I know my tight jean shorts are really showing off my ass right now and I love it. I catch Chad glancing around the room, noting all the eyes on me. His fist clenches as though he’s seriously thinking about starting a brawl.

I take my first shot, gently setting the cue ball in place for my second. Chad rolls his eyes like I’m not hitting the ball hard enough. I take my second shot and pot a red. Tank and Butch applaud me. I laugh and bow. My next shot hits a ball, but doesn’t sink any. Back to Butch.

We play like this for the next few frames. Tank and Butch pot a ball, then miss a ball. They seem to enjoy deliberately missing, trying to give us a chance. Only thing is, Chad doesn’t realize they’re doing it on purpose. I saw their game earlier; they were only sinking pots from trick shots. These guys are good at pool. But Chad snorts a laugh every time they miss and celebrates his own pots, not realising that Tank and Butch are playing half the game for
 him. It’s actually painful to watch how clueless he is. I start to feel embarrassed for him.

Then, finally, Chad pots the eight-ball. About time – he’s been given plenty of chances.

‘Oh yeah!’ Chad says, slamming his cue on the table and raising his fists like he’s won the world title. ‘I’m the greatest!’

‘Good game,’ Tank says. He holds out his hand to me again and I take it. ‘Well played.’ He smiles at me, sincere in his praise of my game.

‘That’s a hundred bucks,’ Chad says, skulking around the table. ‘Pay up.’

Butch reaches into his pocket. He pulls out a wad of wrinkled bills. I can’t tell how much is there, but it’s far more than just a hundred dollars. He picks off a small sheathe of bills and holds them out towards me. Chad snatches them away, a broad grin on his face, as though he’s earned this.

‘You’re good,’ says Butch, looking at Chad with an expression of wounded pride. He still holds the wad of bills in his hand.

‘Damn right,’ Chad says, shoving all the money into his pocket, even though we played as a team.

‘You know,’ Tank says, ‘it’s sporting to give your opponents the chance to win back their money…’

Chad’s eyes flick from the table to the cash in Butch’s hand. I can practically see the wheels turning in his brain.

‘What do you say?’ Butch says. ‘Double or nothing?’

‘You’re on,’ Chad says.

Tank resets the table. Butch goes to the bar. I lean in to Chad.

‘What happens if they win?’ I say.

‘They won’t,’ he says. ‘They play like shit, they missed every other shot. Besides, that’s two hundred dollars!’

I try to reason with him, to explain that maybe he’s being tricked by these guys, that they really do know what they are doing and he really doesn’t want to owe them any money. He doesn’t listen to my concerns and brushes me off.

Butch returns from the bar with four fresh beers. He hands them out to each of us.

‘Winners break first,’ Tank says, finishing the setup.

Chad grabs the cue and smashes the ball across the table without thinking or aiming. The balls scatter, but none fall into the pockets.

Tank picks up the cue and winks at me. I get that odd warm flutter in my chest. He sets up for his first shot, taking his time, controlling his breathing like a sniper on the battlefield. He sinks the first ball. Then the second.

Then the third.

And the fourth.

I glance over at Chad. He’s doing his best to keep his face relaxed, but his eyes are fixed on the pool table and he grips the beer in both hands, his knuckles turning white.

Tank glances over at me.

‘Would you like a turn?’ he says.

‘Can I?’ I say, grinning.

Tank misses the next shot and hands over to me. I bend over the table right in front of him, lifting my ass up way more than I need to. I pot the first ball and move around the table.

‘Which one you aiming for?’ Butch says.

‘That one,’ I say, pointing to a ball close to a pocket.

‘Leave that,’ he says. ‘It’s protecting the pocket. Go for this one instead.’ He points at one further down the table. ‘Hit it on this side, medium strength.’

‘No!’ Chad says. ‘Go for the one you can get!’

I shoot him a look of displeasure and aim for the ball Butch pointed out. Butch places his finger near the ball.

‘Right here,’ he says.

I aim and strike, hitting the ball perfectly, right where Butch said. The ball rolls easily into the far corner pocket.

I aim for another ball. Butch and Tank watch over me, not helping this time, just observing me. I lean forward over the table again, letting them check me out.

I miss the ball.

‘Shit!’ Chad says. ‘You want us to lose this, huh?’

I grit my teeth, hand him the cue and exchange a look with Butch. He looks across the table aims the cue.

He sinks one.

And two.

And three.

Now he’s aiming for the eight ball and we still have to pot five to catch up.

‘Double or nothing, was it?’ Butch says to Chad.

Chad nods slowly, the colour draining from his face.

Butch leans over the table and pots the eight ball. Game over.

For a long second, Chad stands perfectly still, as though unable to process what’s just happened. Then he throws the cue on the floor.

‘You – fucking – hustlers
!’ he says, spitting out the words with all the venom he can muster. ‘You – fucking – hustlers!’ He reaches over and grabs my wrist. ‘We’re fucking going!’

Tank and Butch are at my side in an instant. They are tense and ready to throw down, but they stand relaxed.

‘Let go of the lady,’ Tank says.

‘Fuck you
!’ Chad says, screaming the words. The entire bar can hear him. I’m on the verge of tears, a mixture of anger and burning humiliation. His grip on my wrist tightens.

‘You owe us two hundred bucks,’ Butch says.

‘I don’t owe you shit!’ Chad says, screaming, face red, eyes wide. ‘You hustled me!’

‘You got a hundred in your pocket,’ Butch says.

Chad stares at him, wide-eyed, teeth bared. He opens and closes his fist several times. His fingers dig into my flesh.

‘Pay up, boy,’ Tank says.

Chad’s eyes flick from me, to Butch, to Tank, and back to me. I’ve never seen a wild animal backed into a corner, but I imagine it looks a lot like Chad does right now.

Chad pulls the money out of his pocket and tosses it on the floor, cursing loudly.

‘Let go of the lady,’ Tank says again, his voice low. Dangerous.

‘She’s mine; I’ll put my hands where I want!’ Spit flies from Chad’s mouth now. He doesn’t look dangerous or threatening. He looks like a child having a temper tantrum. ‘Come on, Madison, we’re going!’

He pulls me, hard. I take a couple of stumbling steps towards him. Then he turns around.

Every other guy in the bar is blocking his path to the exit. Arms folded. Faces set. Ready to fight.

‘What are you fucking looking at?’ Chad says, screaming at everyone. ‘These fucking assholes played me!’

‘If you can’t pay,’ Butch says, still speaking calmly, ‘then you can always leave something here as collateral.’

‘Like what
?’ Chad says, spitting the words.

Tank steps up. He places one giant hand on my shoulder.

‘Maybe you could leave your lady with us,’ he says. ‘We’ll take good care of her.’

‘At least until you come back,’ Butch says. He steps up on my other side and slips his massive arm around my waist. I feel a sudden, unexpected jolt of excitement running through me, as sudden as a bolt of lightning.

Chad’s eyes widen even further, making him look like a bizarre insect.

‘Fuck you
!’ he says, voice thin and reedy. ‘She’s coming home with me!’ He looks right at me, his face stretched by fear and rage into something totally alien. ‘Come with me now
, Madison!’

He pulls my wrist again, but Tank and Butch hold me in place. My arm jerks painfully as Chad tries to pull me again.

‘Let go of her!’ Chad says.

‘She’s staying here with us,’ Butch says.

‘Until you can pay your debts,’ Tank says.

‘Do we have a problem here?’ says the bartender, pushing his way through the crowd. His eyes fix on Chad like a laser-guided missile finding its target.

‘These fucking guys!’ Chad says, whirling around, pointing with his free hand. ‘They fucking hustled me!’

‘Did you agree to play pool for money?’ the bartender asks.

‘Yeah, but-’

‘Did you lose?’

‘Then pay up or fuck off.’

Chad stares, opened-mouthed at the assembly in the room. He looks at everyone in turn, trying to find a friendly face. But from the look of the guys, they’d rather hurt him than help him.

Chad pulls my arm again. Tank reaches forward and thumps Chad’s forearm. Chad yelps in pain. He lets go of me, still trying to pull my arm, and falls on his ass in the middle of the floor.

‘Fuck you!’ he says. ‘Madison! Come on!’

‘I think you need to pay them,’ I say, my voice low.

Butch tightens his hold on my waist. Tank strokes my cheek with one huge, rough finger. His finger is almost the size of Chad’s manhood. I feel a strange mixture of emotions. Fear. Excitement. Arousal. I feel all of them at once. It’s not an unpleasant series of feelings.

‘So,’ Butch says, as though this is the most normal scene in the entire world, ‘do you have our money, or not?’

‘No,’ Chad says, his voice barely above a whisper. He gets to his feet slowly, fists balled up, ready to throw down. The seat of his pants and the bottom of his varsity jacket are brown and sticky from touching the dirty bar floor.

‘That’s a shame,’ Tank says. ‘Why don’t you go home and ask mommy and daddy for a loan? The three of us will wait here for you.’

‘Chad…’ I say, ‘please, don’t…’

‘Don’t what
?’ he says. ‘I could take these assholes! I could take all these fucking assholes!’

I glance at the crowd of large, tattooed bikers who stand between Chad and the exit. Every single one of them looks like they could tear a motorbike in half with their teeth.

‘Chad,’ I say. ‘Don’t make this worse. Just pay them the money and take me home. Please!’

‘No!’ Chad says. ‘I’m gonna come back here with my friends. We’re gonna fuck you up.’

That’s the wrong thing to say. One of the guys steps out of the crowd. He is big and mean and as wide and solid as a refrigerator. He pokes Chad in the chest with two fingers. Chad jerks back like he’s been shot. Then Chad steps in, fists raised. He leans back to throw a punch, telegraphing the move. Everyone in the room can see it coming a mile away.

‘No!’ I say.

But Chad doesn’t hear me or doesn’t care. He throws the punch and hits the big guy square in the chest. The big guy reacts like a fly has landed on him. He laughs and shoves Chad backwards. Chad falls to the floor, screaming in fear.

Tank and Butch tighten their grip on me. They don’t hold me in a rough or uncomfortable way, like Chad did, but their strong hands make it very clear that I couldn’t get away if I wanted to.

Chad gets up off the floor again. His face is ghostly white now. He looks at the big guy who squared up to him. He looks at Tank. He looks at Butch. He looks at me.

‘You can fucking keep that whore,’ he says, with venom.

‘What did you call her?’ Tank says, raising his voice for the first time. He lets go of me and squares up to Chad. ‘What did you fucking call her
?’

Chad turns and tries to run, but the crowd blocks his path. He bounces off the barrel chests and beer guts like a pinball, unable to force his way through the people. Tank grabs Chad’s jack and his waistband, lifting him up off the floor. The crowd parts. Tank hurls Chad across the room, towards the exit.

‘Take him outside,’ Tank says, growling the words.

Chad gets to his feet and makes a break for the exit, shoving the doors open with a loud crash. The rest of the bar gives chase, roaring after him, a stampede of angry drunken bikers and truckers. Within seconds they are outside. I hear feet sprinting across the gravel and the sound of car door glass breaking. Then the doors shut and silence falls.

I am totally alone with Tank and Butch. Two large, strong men. Miles from home. With no way of getting back.

Tank turns back to me now. Butch still has his arm around my waist.

I try to say something, to thank them for getting rid of that jerk, to beg them not to hurt me, to say something, anything. But when I open my mouth, nothing comes out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Go ahead,’ Butch says.

‘I could fight,’ I say.

‘You could try,’ Tank says.

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

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

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

‘Goddamn,’ Tank says, running his hand back and forth over my jean shorts, between my inner thighs. ‘Butch, you have no idea how hot her pussy is right now. I can feel it on my hand!’

‘Guess our girl has a wild side, huh?’ Butch says.

‘Oh, fuck,’ I say, letting out a groan. His hand feels so good between my thighs. ‘We shouldn’t…’ My voice trails off. I don’t know what to say. We shouldn’t what?

Tank grins at me like a predator grins at prey.

‘We got rid of your dumbass boyfriend,’ he says. ‘And you spent all night showing off that pretty little ass of yours. I think fair’s fair right here.’

I can feel Butch growing hard in his pants behind me. His hard length presses into my ass. It shouldn’t excite me as much as it does.

‘This is wrong,’ I say. ‘I have a boyfriend.’

‘Aw hell, girl,’ Tank says, ‘I done lots of stuff that’s wrong. This ain’t of them.’

‘And that fella,’ Butch says, ‘he ain’t your boyfriend. Never was.’

‘I should go,’ I say. ‘I need to call a cab.’

‘We’ll take you home,’ Butch says. ‘After
.’

Tank grabs the waistband of my jean shorts and pulls. The button pops clean off.

‘I’ll fight you,’ I say again.

‘I’m counting on it,’ Tank says.

He holds the back of my neck tight and grips my hot jean shorts harder. Butch presses into my back more, his firm length feeling hard and thick against my ass. Tank leans down and softly, gently, bites my sweet neck.

I gasp and let out an unexpected, involuntary moan.

‘I think she likes it, Butch says.

‘Let’s see what else she likes,’ Tank says. He takes his hand away from my burning inner thighs and grabs the bottom of my shirt. He lifts it up, exposing my stomach and my bra.

‘Please,’ I say. ‘We shouldn’t do this!’

Tank ignores me. He slides his enormous arms around my waist, encircling my body like a giant, muscular anaconda. Butch releases his grip on my arms. Then Tank turns and lifts me as though I was weightless and sits me on the pool table. Butch pulls at my shirt. I lift my arms without realising what I am doing and in a second my shirt is over my head, tossed on the dirty floor. Butch grabs hold of my bra and gives a sharp tug. The clasp unsnaps. My breasts spill out, illuminated under the single light shining on me from above.

‘What are you-’ I say, in surprise. I’m equally scared and excited by these guys. They could do whatever they want to me, and they know it.

‘Damn,’ Butch says, ‘she’s got some nice titties on her.’

Tank and Butch grab a breast each and gently squeeze the flesh, kneading me, teasing each nipple with their thumbs. My breasts are very sensitive. I try not to moan, but can’t quite hold it in. I try to push them away, but I don’t try very hard.

‘Please,’ I say, ‘I can’t handle it.’

‘Aw, shut up,’ Tank says. ‘Girl, you got two options. Either you do what we want right now, or we wait ‘til everyone gets back from kicking the shit outta your boyfriend and let everyone
 fuck you. Choice is yours.’

I look towards the exit. Everyone else is outside, doing God-knows-what to Chad and his precious ride outside. That’s at least another ten or fifteen people. My body tenses up just thinking about it. I try to picture a crowd of tough bikers lining up to fuck me, one after the other. The image is frightening, but not for the reasons it should be.

‘That’s what I thought,’ Tank says.

They grab my jean shorts. I lift my ass and let them pull my shorts down to my ankles. My panties get caught up and I instinctively try to pull them back, to cover myself. Tank grabs my hands.

‘No, no, Madison,’ he says, ‘those are coming down too.’

Tank and Butch grab my panties and pull them down, exposing my intimate regions, my soft cleft and the patch of wispy curls above it. I squirm on the pool table, trying to cover myself with my hands, trying to push them away, weakly. I think I’m only covering up because it’s expected of me. We’re playing this weird, new game together. I want it and I don’t. I want it more than I don’t. So, I should act like I don’t. I try and roll away, to push them back, to act like this isn’t right, no matter how exciting this feels.

‘Please,’ I say, my breath catching in my throat, ‘please.’

‘You hear that?’ Butch says, tossing my panties over his shoulder to the sticky bar floor. ‘She’s already begging for it!’

‘Good,’ Tank says. He grabs my waist and pulls me towards him, the rough cloth of the pool table burning my smooth skin. I try to sit up, to push him back, to free myself.

‘I’ll get her arms,’ Butch says. He climbs up on the table behind me and grabs me. He pulls my hands behind my back and pins them in place with his own body, freeing up his hands to reach around and cup and squeeze my breasts.

For a split second, real panic wells up inside me. Then Tank runs his finger up and down the folds of my exposed slit. I gasp and a shudder runs through me. His touch is surprisingly gentle, contrary to the rough way they treat me.

‘She definitely likes it,’ Tank says. He holds up his hand. My juices glisten on his finger. He licks his finger, tasting me. ‘Goddamn, she’s delicious.’

Tank reaches down and unzips himself. I tense up and try to struggle. Butch holds me in place. I am trapped on the pool table, totally at their mercy. My heart pounds with excitement. This is the most intensely erotic moment of my life so far.

‘Damn,’ Tank says. ‘This is gonna be tight.’

The head of his throbbing shaft touches my lips. He slowly traces his shaft up and down my quivering sex. I moan. I can’t see his shaft, but he feels big. Really big.

‘Hold her tight, Butch,’ Tank says. Butch grabs my shoulders and pins me in place on the pool table. Tank grabs my hips and slowly thrusts inside me in one long, powerful stroke. I arch my back and cry out to the ceiling. Butch clamps a hand over my mouth to muffle my cry of pleasure, before the guys outside hear and come in to investigate. Tank groans under his breath as he fills me up. I can’t believe how big he is! His thick length seems to fill my hungry pussy, far more than any lover I’ve ever had. I can feel his shaft pulsing inside me with heat and lust. His thickness seems to stretch me wide open. I can feel the head of his shaft touching deep inside me, touching places I didn’t know a guy could even reach.

‘Oh, my God!’ I say, moaning into Butch’s hand. ‘Oh, my God!’ I’m more turned on than I’ve ever been. Tank’s hard member seems to glide inside my wet pussy as though it belongs there.

Finally, I feel Tank come to a rest against me, the entirety of his shaft filling me. He is deeper inside me than any man I’ve ever experienced before. It’s hard to breathe right now. Butch’s hand clamps over my mouth. I moan, but nobody hears.

‘Holy shit,’ Tank says. ‘Holy fucking shit, she’s tight.’

‘Not for long,’ Butch says, with a dark laugh.

Tank grabs my hips and pulls me into him, pushing himself deeper inside me. Then he slowly starts to withdraw. I feel his length touching every part of my vagina and involuntarily clench my muscles to keep him inside. Tank responds by thrusting forwards again. This second thrust is somehow even sweeter than the first. I arch my back again and grind my hips against Tank, needing to feel more of him deep within me. I make some vague attempt to shake my body, fight them off, and moan again into Butch’s hand.

‘I know how to keep her quiet,’ Butch says. He lets go of me and leans back. I should take this opportunity to fight back, to try and escape. But I don’t. I want this. I want whatever they have in mind for me. I lean back on my hands and look up into Tank’s face, into his hungry, gleaming eyes. Butch gets to his knees next to me and unbuttons his pants. I glance over and my eyes widen as he frees his manhood. It is hard and thick, with a bulging purple head.

‘Holy fuck!’ I say.

I moan in pleasure, tossing my head back. Tank starts pump me now, moving steadily faster, thrusting deeper inside me with every stroke. I feel like my entire body is a firework about to explode. I lean back on the table, feeling the felt tingle against my bare back, turning my face towards Butch. He grabs my head and holds me in place. I moan. He leans down and thrusts his member towards my face. I open my mouth and greedily receive him, sucking his length like I was born to do it.

‘Holy shit,’ Butch says. ‘She’s a fucking animal!’

Tank grunts. He lets go of my hips and grabs my ankles, raising my legs up higher, making my pussy tighter around his shaft. I moan desperately as Butch’s member fills my mouth. I have never had two men at once. I’ve never even thought about having two men at once. I don’t know if I could ever go back to having one at a time after this. I feel dirty, naughty… and satisfied, fulfilled. This is perfect torment. I keep pretending to myself that this is wrong somehow, but I don’t feel it. My body responds to these men, to their touch, to their bodies. I need it. Need them. I want them to do this to me.

Butch holds my head in place and thrusts into my mouth with desperation, like he’s trying to punish me. I let him. I want him to punish me. His shaft glistens under the lights as it slides in and out of my willing mouth. I moan and grab for his belt, trying to pull him closer to me, trying to taste more of him. Butch tastes salty, sour, and manly. I love it. He grabs my throat with his other hand and I moan around his shaft again.

‘Damn,’ Butch says. ‘She’s a fucking freak!’

Tank steps in closer, holding my legs up in the air. He thrusts down inside me, pounding me, his strokes coming thick and fast. My body rocks and shudders with the force of his body. Then I feel my climax building deep in the pit of my stomach. It builds quickly, like a dry forest bursting into an uncontrollable wildfire. I buck and kick and thrust against Tank, still greedily sucking Butch’s thick, meaty length.

My orgasm hits hard, like a fist to the gut. I gasp and moan around Butch’s shaft, my body shaking violently. My sex tightens uncontrollably, gripping Tank hard. I hear him moan and sigh.

‘She’s even fucking tighter!’ Tank says. ‘I don’t know how much more I can take. You’re so fucking tight, Madison.’

I moan again, loud as I can with Butch gagging me. My body still rocks and trembles. My orgasm isn’t over. I feel like I’m in the swell between two enormous waves. I can feel a second climax building, hot on the heels of the first.

I buck wildly for Tank, wanting him to drive deeper and deeper inside me. I need to feel him explode. I want him to come inside me. My muscles clench and tighten. I’ve never been fucked like this before. Tank pounds me hard, his thick shaft slamming deep inside me. I grasp Butch’s member by the base of the shaft and begin o stroke furiously as my lips and tongue suck and tease the head. He groans, a deep, guttural sound of raw pleasure. I slide him out of my mouth for a brief second.

‘Fuck me,’ I say, moaning, feeling Tank fill me over and over and over. ‘Come in me!’

‘Oh, she likes this,’ Butch says.

‘Told ya she would,’ Tank says. ‘Girl like Madison needs it rough.’

Butch puts his hand around my throat and squeezes gently. I gasp in delight. It feels so possessive, so hungry… I need more.

I devour Butch with increasing hunger, feeling his thrusts quicken as he fucks my mouth. He groans over and over, growing slowly louder.

‘I’m gonna fucking come in her mouth,’ he says.

‘Do it,’ says Tank. ‘Make her swallow.’

I moan again, louder than ever. Tank fucks me harder and harder now, his balls slapping against my ass as his shaft plunges into me deeper and deeper. He’s touching parts of my body no man has ever reached before.

The second wave hits, even harder than the first. I buck and thrash and shake so hard that for a second I think I’ve lifted off the pool table. The pressure inside me reaches to intense levels. I don’t know how much more I can take. Butch thrusts into my throat deeper and harder as I climax.

‘Oh fuck!’ he says.

His cock jerks upwards, touching the roof of my mouth. He forces my head down over his shaft as far as I can take it, his length filling my mouth. Then I feel a hot, wet blast of his come hitting the back of my throat. He holds my head in place, forcing me to take it all. His come fills my mouth. I almost gag. His cock twitches and jerks inside my mouth, releasing more hot blasts of sticky, salty, sour come with every movement. I swallow it all without thinking, hungry for more, sucking him as hard as I can, desperate not to spill a drop.

‘God fucking damn,’ Tank says, grunting. He holds my ankles and opens my legs as wide possible, still pounding me hard, as though trying to punish me. I love it. He fucks me like he doesn’t care how rough it is. He fucks me the way he wants to fuck me.

Butch releases go of my head and slides his length out of my throat. I take a few long gasps of air and look at Tank. His muscular arms bulge as he grips my legs tight. He grits his teeth in concentration.

‘Please!’ I say. ‘Please! I can’t take anymore!’

He grins and thrusts inside me so deep and hard. I scream up to the heavens, loud enough for passing traffic to hear, moaning and thrashing on the pool table with Butch’s hand still squeezing my throat.

‘Oh, my God!’ I say. ‘You feel so fucking good!’

‘You want me to come in you?’ Tank says. ‘Fucking say it!’

‘Come in me,’ I say. ‘Please come in me!’

‘Louder!’

‘Come in me
!’

He pounds me again, deep and hard, once, twice, three time. Long, smooth strokes. Then I feel his shaft throb and pulse. Another hot jet of come fills me, splashing against the inside of my vagina. My body clenches, muscles squeezing, trying to hold him in place, wanting to drain him of every single drop.

‘Holy shit,’ he says, gently thrusting back and forth, pushing his burning hot release deeper inside me. I feel it coating me from within, hot and sticky and satisfying.

After an eternity, he withdraws. I feel my body cry out for more, wanting him to come back. Butch lets go of my throat. The two of them help me up from the table and redress me, as though nothing had happened between us. I lean against the wall, my knees weak, head spinning from a mixture of beer and hard sex.

‘Fuck,’ I said, releasing the word as a long guttural groan. My body aches – in a good way.

‘Damn that was good,’ Tank says, zipping his pants up again. ‘You fuck real good, Madison.’

I smile at him, exhausted. My body is drained. I check my watch. It’s way later than I thought. Close to my curfew.

‘Shit,’ I say. ‘I need to get home.’

‘I’ll give you a ride,’ Butch says. ‘You okay on the back of a bike?’

I nod.

‘I hope you come back another time,’ Tank says. ‘We have a couple of buddies that play with us every Tuesday. I’m sure they’d love to meet you.’

‘Tuesdays,’ I say, almost dreamily.

Butch holds out a hand. I take it and we walk across the empty bar together. How surreal it is to be treated like this after that hard, passionate encounter. I’m pretty sure I’m going to have a red mark on my back from the surface of the pool table. Maybe a bruise on my throat from Butch’s hand. I’m okay with that.

Butch holds the door open for me and we step outside. The others from the bar are still out here. They seem to be having a party in the parking lot. I don’t see Chad or his car anywhere, but I see broken glass, pieces of torn metal and a pile of clothes with a very familiar varsity jacket to one side of the lot.

‘He’ll be fine,’ Butch says. ‘He’s probably long gone by now.’

‘I don’t really care,’ I say.

We arrive at Butch’s bike, a beautiful black and chrome ride with a snarling bulldog painted on the tank. He hands me the helmet and throws his leg over the seat. I put the helmet on and sit behind him, hugging his body against mine. If you ask me to explain what I’m feeling at this precise moment, I wouldn’t be able to describe it. I feel sore, exhausted, satisfied – and safe.

Butch starts the engine and the bike roars into life between my legs, purring as he guns the throttle. We hit the open road and head back home.

Maybe I’ll come back soon and play some pool with them again.

Maybe next Tuesday…

###


The Bull’s Account

Why She Cheats


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

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

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

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

****

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

I’m home at last.

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

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

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

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

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

She’s my kind of woman.

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

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

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

‘Sir?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yeah.’ Still not looking at me.

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

She nods.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘That’s a good way to look at it.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘It was nice meeting you.’

‘You too.’

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

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

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

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

Yours.

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

You should have known better.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

It’s a text message from you.

Red or green?

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

I reply, Green
, and wait.

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

The corset is a deep emerald green.

‘Welcome home,’ you say.

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

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

‘I love.’

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

‘How much time do we have?’ I ask.

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

‘Maybe he’s having an affair?’

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

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

‘No.’

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

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

That’s why you cheat.

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

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

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

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

‘Uh-huh.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Your slutty mouth is mine and mine alone.’

‘Yes, daddy.’

‘Suck then, slut.’

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

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

You don't stop.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Come for me.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I'm married,’ you say, smiling.

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

‘We shouldn’t…’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You respond with another passionate, erotic moan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You nod weakly, unable to speak.

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

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

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

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

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

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

You’ve never looked more beautiful.

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

‘You were perfect,’ I say.

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

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

You nod, a small exhausted tip of your brow.

‘Usual,’ you say.

‘That bad, huh?’

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

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

‘Is that bad?’

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

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

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

‘But?’

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

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

You nod.

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

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

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

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

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

‘Go ahead.’

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

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

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

You hang up and turn back to me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘That’s for you,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘How do I look?’ you say.

‘Incredibly sexy.’

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

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

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

You nod, biting your bottom lip in nervous excitement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What if we see one of the neighbors?’

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

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

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

‘Good weird?’

‘Mm-hmm.’

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

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

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

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

You whimper in my ear.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘It’s not your face he’ll remember.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Too sensitive?’ I say.

‘Yeah.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Tonight?’

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

‘Don’t get caught.’

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

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

‘No. They’re mine.’

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

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

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

‘See you later,’ you say.

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

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

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

****

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

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

She cheats because I can do everything she needs.

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

She cheats because she gets away with it.

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

###


Confessions:

After the Affair


It’s all over. My marriage is crashing down around my ears. My husband is angry and hurt beyond words. He looks at me as though I’ve stabbed him. Maybe I should have. It would have been less painful than this betrayal. He still grips my phone tight in his hand, the incriminating text message displayed bright on screen. Did you really fuck Jed the other night?
 God, if I could stop my co-worker sending that message… or if I could stop Harry from seeing that message… or if I could go back in time and not wind up in Jed’s hotel room after the conference…

For the past two hours we’ve been locked in this dance. I denied and backpedalled and lied for as long as I could. I blamed my co-worker, said it was a joke, tried to pass it off. But my husband knows me. He knows me better than I know myself. He’s sensed something different about me ever since I came back from the work trip. He didn’t know what was wrong, but he knew something
 was. Now that something is out in the open and our lives have been thrown into a blender. Our marriage is ending. Our home is shattering. Our love is breaking.

All because I cheated on him.

‘I messed up, okay?’ I say, tears pouring down my cheeks.

‘Messed up?’ My husband’s voice is incredulous. ‘Messed up
? Lisa, didn’t mess up
! You fucked
 someone else!’

‘It was a one-time thing!’ I sound desperate and pleading and I hate it. My voice is a high-pitched whine, like a dog begging for forgiveness. ‘It didn’t mean anything!’

‘So that makes it okay?’ Harry’s face is the picture of fury. Teeth bared. Temple throbbing. Eyes wild. He paces the bedroom, shoulders hunched, hands opening and closing into fists. I have never seen him like this before. Not when he got downsized. Not even when his mom died. ‘It’s totally fine, my wife fucked another man, but it’s okay
, she only did it once!’

‘I’m sorry!’ I say again. My eyes are sore from crying and my throat aches with sobbing. ‘I didn’t mean for this to happen!’

‘What didn’t you mean to happen?’ he says, stopping his caged-animal pacing and turning toward me with hate in his eyes. ‘You didn’t mean to fuck him, or you didn’t mean to get caught?’

I sit on the bed and look down through my legs at the floor. My chest heaves. Another sob rips out of my raw throat. I say, ‘Both.’

‘How could you do this to me?’ Harry says for the third or fourth time. His hands ball into fists at his side. He is the picture of impotent rage – bottled up, unable to release. He looks like he wants to punch me. Part of me wants him to take a swing at my head. It would be easier to deal with his physical anger than it is to look him in the eye right now.

‘I don’t know!’ I say. It’s not a good answer, but it’s the truth. I don’t know how I let this happen. I don’t know I did this to him. To us
. I have never – not even once
 – had a moment of doubt about our marriage. Even when we were dating, I knew he was special. My heart knew he was The One before my brain realized it. He’s never hurt me, never let me down, never even made me cry – except for the day he proposed. Harry is the sweetest, kindest, nicest, more caring, generous, passionate, loving man I have ever known and I did this to him
.

I am a monster. That knowledge makes this moment even worse. I wanna crawl in a hole and die right now. It would be bad enough if Harry didn’t find out. But now he knows and I can’t hide it anymore and I can feel our marriage shattering into a million pieces, cascading all around us like falling rain. This is the end of the line for us. I am a wife who betrayed her husband in the cruelest, most vicious and cowardly way possible.

And for what
? What did I get out of this? I risked my marriage, my home, my life for a one-night stand with a guy I barely know! It doesn’t even make sense! Was it even worth it?

‘You don’t know,’ he says, glaring at me with eyes that pierce my flesh.

‘No.’ I shake my head, feeling yet more tears roll down my cheeks. ‘I don’t know why I did it… it just happened.’

Harry’s nostrils flare. He grits his teeth and spits out the words, ‘Falling down the stairs just happens
. Sex does not. You don’t just
 have sex with someone. You don’t just
 end up naked, in bed with someone else, Lisa.’

I look down into my hands. Usually my nails look immaculate, but right now they’re chewed to shreds. The dull golden band of the wedding ring sits in its rightful place on my left hand, just as it always does – just as it was that night
, when I betrayed my husband and threw my marriage into the trash.

Oh, God, what if he asks me to take it off? What if he wants it back?

‘I don’t know why it happened,’ I say. ‘I’m sorry. I’m so sorry; I wish I hadn’t done it…’

My voice trails off as another bout of pathetic sobs overtake me. I cup my face in my hands and sob until I heave. Harry stands nearby, watching me the whole time. I can feel the heat of his gaze from across the room. I can feel the strength of his hatred.

‘Do you love him?’ he says. He voice wavers as he says the words.

‘No!’ I say, looking into his face. Tears blur my vision. I blink them away. ‘No, it was a stupid thing. I don’t love him. I don’t even like him.’

‘But you like him enough to fuck him.’ His anger skewers me like a sword through the gut. He still doesn’t take a swing or grab me or attack me. Even though I deserve it. Even though he knows I deserve it.

I squeeze my eyes shut, but the image of his face still swims through my mind, glaring at me in hateful accusation. In the ten years we’ve been together – three of those as man and wife – I have never seen him look at me like this. With such anger. Such hatred. Disappointment. Heartbreak.

‘Is this the first time you’ve fucked him?’ Harry’s watery eyes finally overflow and fresh tears spill down his pale and angry face. He lets them fall, not bothering to his cheeks.

‘Yes!’ I reel back as though slapped. How could he think that about me? How could he accuse me of something so awful?

But, again, I know the truth. I brought this on myself. How can I expect him to ever trust me again? I’ve betrayed him in the most awful way a wife can betray a husband.

He grabs my chin and forces me to look him in the face. His anger is terrible to behold and his pain drives a knife through my heart, but I force myself not to look away.

‘How many others?’ he says. ‘How many other men have you fucked behind my back?’

‘None!’ My voice breaks. First sobs tear out of my aching throat. ‘I’ve never done this before! Please, you gotta believe me!’ I lapse into wordless sorrow.

Harry lets go of my chin and stands back, arms folded over his chest. For a long moment, the only sounds are my pitiful sobs and his angry breathing.

‘Tell me the truth,’ he says. ‘If I hadn’t seen that message on your phone, would you have told me?’

I swallow my sobs and force myself to breathe. My chest heaves with the effort of getting my emotions back under control. I relive the past hour. My phone buzzing while I was in the bathroom. Harry innocently glancing at the screen. Seeing the message from my co-worker. Did you really fuck Jed the other night?
 The look on his face when I walked back into the room. The feeling in my stomach, like the ground just opened up beneath me. The sensation that all the air got sucked out of the room.

‘No,’ I say. ‘I was never going to say anything.’

He nods and says, ‘Finally, a little honesty.’ I open my mouth to protest, to tell him that I have been honest, I have been telling the truth, but it’s pointless. Why would he believe anything I say ever again? ‘Is that why you’ve been so affectionate towards me lately? Because you felt guilty?’

I nod. I want to cry more, but there are no more tears left in me.

‘Not because you found me attractive, or missed me,’ he says. ‘You had sex with me out of guilt.’

‘I do
 find you attractive,’ I say, my voice scarcely above a whisper. My throat is dry and raw.

He snorts and says, ‘Not attractive enough to keep you faithful.’

I close my eyes and press my lips together in a thin white line to stop another sob escaping. His words skewer me like a hot poker through meat. I deserve his rage and his contempt and his anger. I know I do. But that doesn’t make it any easier to take.

Again I ask myself why I did it. Why I threw away ten years of our lives together for a one-night stand. Was it because I was drunk? Was it because I was lonely? Was it because – and this is the worst thought of them all – I had the opportunity
 and took it? I’ve done anything like this before. I’m not a flirt. Not even with all the cute guys at the office. I see the looks they give me, the little appreciative glances in my direction when I wear a new skirt or have my hair in a neat bun. I know a few of them find me attractive, but I would never act on it. For the last ten years, Harry has been the only man in my life. He’s the only one for me. The one I need. The one I want.

And now he stands over me in our bedroom with his arms folded over his chest and his face twisted into an expression of anger and sorrow and hurt that I don’t even recognize. The man I love. The one man I never wanted to hurt. My wonderful husband.

‘What do you want to do?’ I say, looking down at my hands, clasped together in my lap. My fingers toy with the beautiful ring he slipped into place three years ago, dreading the moment he tells me to take it off.

‘I don’t know,’ he says. His voice wavers again. ‘I want leave, I want to stay, I want to scream and cry and throw shit at you.’

My chest heaves. I say, ‘Please don’t go.’

‘The only way through this,’ he says, ‘is if you tell me everything. All of it.’

‘All of it?’ I look into his stony face, fear clutching my heart.

‘Every. Last. Detail.’ He sits down in the little chair by the window, eyes fixed on me. In the light, his skin seems to glow, like it always does in the sun. The shadows shrink as the sun rises into the beautiful afternoon sky. ‘I want to hear it all. And if you lie to me…’

He leaves the threat hanging in the air.

‘Everything?’ I say again, my bottom lip trembling. ‘Are you sure? I don’t want to hurt you.’

‘Believe me,’ he says, leaning forward on the chair and clasping his hands together, ‘you can’t hurt me any more than you already have. C’mon, Lisa, you already fucked another guy, tell me all about it.’

I look away from him again, my body shaking in fear. Please
, I think, please don’t make me relive it
. He watches me, waiting in silence, wearing a patient, angry expression. He will wait as long as it takes.

‘Please,’ I say. ‘Harry, please…’

‘Tell me about it,’ he says, his voice like a dagger made of ice. ‘Tell me everything. And be honest. That’s the least
 you can do for me, right? Ten years together. Tell me why you tossed it all aside.’

My guts coil and twist painfully. How the hell can I explain something that I don’t fully understand myself? How do I look my husband in the eye and tell him that I slept with another man behind his back – for no reason at all
?

‘I met a guy at the conference,’ I say. ‘We ended up in his hotel room. We had sex.’

‘Bullshit,’ he says. ‘Start at the beginning. Who is this guy? You ever met him before?’

I shake my head and say, ‘No, his name is Jed. We’ve never met before, but we hold the same position in different branches of the company.’

‘So you got paired up at the work conference?’ He laces his fingers together, studying my face carefully. ‘Tell me about him. Is he good-looking?’

I hesitate for a moment.

‘Answer me,’ Harry says, his tone firm.

‘Yes,’ I say, closing my eyes so I don’t have to see his face. ‘He’s really good looking.’

‘Describe him.’

‘What are you gonna do ?’ I say. ‘You’re not gonna… go after him, are you?’

‘I haven’t decided yet,’ he says. ‘I hate him. So much. But I don’t know. Describe him.’

I picture Jed in my mind, the charming, handsome man who introduced himself to me in the lobby of the conference. Black hair. Deep green eyes. A bright, winning smile that caused little dimples to form in his cheeks. Freshly shaved jawline. A good, well-fitted suit that showed off his lean physique. About five to ten years younger than me. Good sense of humor. Good talker. I describe all this aloud to Harry, helping him visualize the man I slept with that night.

‘But the thing I found most attractive,’ I say, talking slowly and forcing myself to be honest, like he asked, ‘is how he made me feel.’

‘What do you mean?’ Harry’s eyes narrow.

‘He made me feel interesting. It’s… it’s hard to describe. The way he looked at me. Talked to me. He made me feel like I mattered.’

‘And I don’t?’ Anger flares in my husband’s face once again, a fresh betrayal stabbing him in the heart.

‘Of course you do,’ I say quickly, sensing his anger beginning to swell again. ‘But he did it in a different way.

‘How?’ Harry’s eyes pierce my very soul.

I flounder for a second, mouth flapping open and closed, trying desperately to find some way to make him understand how I felt that night. Being so far away from home. Surrounded by my co-workers. Exhausted after a long day of meeting and greeting and shaking hands and giving out business cards and arranging future lunches. And then this handsome, friendly, charming stranger took interest in me. How can I explain to my husband how quickly and easily and effortlessly Jed managed to breach my personal defences? How do I tell the man I swore to honor above all others that someone else swept me off my feet before I even knew what was happening?

‘He… he was nice
,’ I say, the word sounding so pathetic and limp in the air.

‘Nice.’ Harry repeats the word, rolling it around his mouth and not liking the taste. ‘Nice
. Our neighbor is nice. Do you hop into bed with him, too?’

‘Of course not,’ I say, desperately trying to find the right words, ‘this guy, he was charming and friendly and funny. I can’t describe it. I enjoyed having his attention on me. Does that make any sense at all?’

Harry stares at me in silence for a long moment. Then he slowly nods his agreement.

‘Okay,’ I say, relief flooding my chest. I’ve made him understand this much. Maybe he can understand why I did it, too. Maybe.

‘You didn’t know this man before?’ Harry says.

‘I’d never met his before, no,’ I say. ‘I mean, I kind of knew about him by, uh, reputation, I guess.’

Harry’s eyes narrow again. He says, ‘What reputation?’

My throat tightens. I can’t speak. Harry waits for me to find the words.

‘As kind of a flirt,’ I say. ‘I’d heard he was a smooth talker from other girls who had met him before.’

Harry nods slowly, processing this new information. I had heard about Jed’s charms before, his appeal and prowess discussed in low voices by other women in my office. From the way they talked about him, I’d been expecting some kind of Atlas-looking sex god, a six foot tall sexual powerhouse with undeniable charms and irresistible charisma. When I met the man for real, I was initially amused.


This guy?
 I remember thinking to myself as we stood by the bar, shaking hands. This is the guy who slept with half the women on my floor?


By the end of the night, I would be one of his many conquests.

‘You meet a nice
 guy,’ Harry says. ‘You have a drink with him. How the hell did you wind up in his room?’

This part I truly can’t explain. No matter how many times I’ve tried to replay this sequence of events in my mind, I can’t justify how it ended. We shared a couple of drinks at the bar. We moved over to a table together, talking and laughing among ourselves. All his attention was fixed on me. Like I mattered. Like I was the most important person in the world. He was charming. Flattering. Respectful. The conversation never turned lewd or sexual. He barely even made a naughty comment.

But – and I hate to admit this to myself, much less to my wounded and furious husband – I found him deeply attractive. He made me laugh. He listened. We barely even talked about work. I never mentioned my husband and he never asked about the ring on my left hand. It probably didn’t matter to him that I was married. Maybe it only adds to his enjoyment of seducing a woman. After an hour in his company, I felt like a smitten teenager. It didn’t matter that he was so much younger than me. It didn’t matter that we worked for the same company. It didn’t even matter that I was married. I wanted to spend as much time in his company as I could.

So when a group of our co-workers found our table and asked if we wanted to join them in the hotel ballroom for the disco – well, I said yes just to be near him a little longer. It made sense at the time. He was a friend and I wanted to get to know him better. Nothing wrong with that, right?

I relay all this to Harry in a flat, monotonous voice, forcing myself to be completely honest and open. No secrets. Not anymore. If I want to save this marriage, I can’t have any secrets from him.

‘Did you intend to sleep with him?’ Harry’s voice is a fraction softer now, losing that hard, knife-like edge to his tone. I don’t hold out any hope of winning him back during the course of this conversation, but maybe – just maybe – I can convince him not to hate me.

‘No,’ I say, placing a hand over my heart. ‘I never
 wanted to do that. It never even crossed my mind. I just enjoyed making a new friend and hanging out with someone. That was as far as I meant it to go.’

I look into his eyes, his hard, steely blue eyes, pleading for him to understand and believe me. It’s the truth. The total, honest, open truth. In all the time I hung out with Jed, the thought of having sex with him wasn’t even a remote possibility.

‘Okay,’ Harry says, conceding with a nod. ‘I’ll believe that, I guess. For now.’

Relief floods my heart once more. He’s known me for so long. He can tell when I’m being honest. He knows when I’m feeling sick before I do. He knows everything about me.

And I threw it all away for a one-night stand with some guy I barely know!

Bile rises in my throat. I close my eyes and breathe, forcing myself to stay calm. It’s not easy. Between the guilt and shame of what I’ve done and the flat, stony expression on my husband’s face, it’s a miracle I’m still in one piece.

‘Carry on,’ Harry says. ‘You went dancing with him.’

This is where my memory begins to get fuzzy. The excitement and adrenaline and alcohol began to fuse together, swirling around in my mind and enhancing all my feelings. What was amusing became downright hilarious. What was exciting became thrilling beyond words. What was passionate became unbearably erotic. I travel back to that moment in my mind and attempt to relive it with as much detail as possible.

‘There was a DJ,’ I say, speaking slowly. ‘I never saw who it was or got near them. The dance floor was almost full. Lots of drunk people from the conference, some faces I recognized. We walked in as a little group – Me, Jed, some other people I work with.’

Harry nods his acceptance and twirls one hand, telling me to keep going.

‘We were all kind of dancing together at first,’ I say. ‘But then our group got split up. We couldn’t stay close together because there were so many people around. So I ended up dancing close to Jed.’

‘How close?’ Harry says.

‘Kind of, uh, hip-to-hip,’ I say. He winces. ‘But not like it was weird or inappropriate. Not at first. We had to dance close because there were so many people.’

As I speak, the memories come rushing back – dark and blurry, but clear enough to paint a picture. Jed and I, dancing together, not quite grinding up against each other, but close enough to touch. I remember the way he looked at me. Despite being surrounded by people – many of whom were beautiful, scantily-dressed young women far closer to his own age than I am – he kept his eyes on me. He made me feel like I mattered, like I was the center of his world. That feeling, along with the music and the atmosphere and the booze, only heightened my excitement.

‘And then suddenly we were holding each other,’ I say. ‘Not in a sexy or romantic way. He put his hands on my waist and I held his shoulders.’

Harry squeezes his eyes shut for a moment, as though trying to crush the visuals with his eyelids. No husband wants to imagine another man’s hands on his wife, but – again – I’ve made him see that image.

‘We were like that for a few minutes,’ I say, ‘for at least another song. I didn’t read anything into it.’

‘Did he?’ Harry’s voice is venomous. ‘Did he
 see anything in it when he touched you?’

‘I don’t know.’ My voice breaks again. I clamp my lips shut to stop the inevitable sobs breaking free. It takes me a long, silent moment to recover and find my voice again. ‘It felt friendly.’

‘Did it feel friendly when he fucked you, too?’ harry says, spitting out the words, fresh tears in his eyes.

‘You asked me to be honest!’ I say, feeling like my chest has been torn open. ‘You wanted to know!’

He puts his head in his hands and takes several deep, rattling breaths. He stops shuddering and manages to look me in the eyes again.

‘Okay,’ he says. ‘Okay. I do want to know. I need to know. Keep going. You were dancing with him. What next?’

‘That was kind of it,’ I say, the memories getting blurrier and more distorted as the night went on. ‘We danced like that for a while. It wasn’t inappropriate. Or it didn’t feel
 inappropriate. It’s not like we were grinding up against each other, or he was grabbing at me.’

Jed and I had danced together for a while, but I can’t remember how long exactly. It might have been less than an hour, maybe it was more than two. It’s tough to remember. Under the influence of the alcohol, the music, the atmosphere and his intoxicating presence, time seemed different somehow. Nothing mattered to me except having a good time with Jed and showing him that I was a cool, fun woman, despite our age difference. He made me want to do it. He made me feel young and fun and free all over again.

I caught occasional glimpses of our co-workers every now and then. I saw the way the other women were looking at me. The envy on their faces. The jealousy. They all wanted to be
 me. They all wanted to be where I was in that moment – dancing with the most handsome man in the room, feeling his hands on their bodies, swaying in time to the music with their hips pressing on his. The thought that I was where they wanted to be only made me feel more excited about being close to him Like I was a princess dancing with a prince at a ball.

‘It kind of finished,’ I say, struggling to find the words. ‘The DJ said it was the last song and some people booed, but then he started playing a really slow song. We danced together… it was nice.’

I glance over at my husband. He sits in the chair, coiled and tense, as though ready to leap out at a moment’s notice. He wrings his hands together over and over, like he always does when he’s upset or irritated. I choose to skip over a couple of small details, such as the way Jed looked into my eyes, or the warmth of his hand on the small of my back and how it made me feel inside. I choose not to tell my husband that dancing with this other man made warmth spread through the pit of my stomach and a curious tingle in my womanhood. There was nothing sexual about the way we danced, save for the flicker of desire in his eyes. But that was the moment I realized that I wanted him. The moment I said to myself, If I was a single woman
…

‘How did you end up in his room?’ Harry says, his voice strained with emotion.

I look down at the floor, ashamed of myself. It was all my fault. I should never have ended up alone with him and I knew it, but there was something so irresistible about him.

‘He offered to walk me back to my room,’ I say, my heart sinking into my stomach. This is it. The moment I failed to be faithful. ‘I said his room was closer, so we walked back to his.’

Harry exhales softly. In the silence of the room, that sound is like a blaring siren.

‘I never asked to go in,’ I say, talking quickly, trying to interject before he can voice his disapproval. ‘We walked up to his room together and he asked if I wanted another beer – he had a couple in his suitcase – and I said yes.’

‘Did he have beer?’ Harry says, looking at me through eyes filled with hurt. ‘Or was it just a line to get you in there?’

I look away. I never found out because we never got that far. A few minutes after walking into Jed’s room, my marriage vows were broken.

‘Please,’ I say, my bottom lip trembling, my voice shaking, my eyes burning from crying so much today, ‘please don’t make me do this.’

‘Make you do what?’ he says, impatience coloring his voice. ‘Make you fuck him? You’ve already done that, Lisa! Tell me why
!’

‘I don’t know!’ I say. ‘I don’t know
! It was a stupid, drunk, crazy mistake! I shouldn’t have done it. I regretted it right away.’

‘But you didn’t regret it when he was fucking you,’ he says. I ‘m not even looking at him, but I can feel the heat of his hateful gaze on my head, boring through my skull like a laser beam.

‘No,’ I say, my voice faint.

‘What happened?’ he says. I stay quiet for a long moment, staring down at the floor, forcing myself not to think back to that night. But Harry speaks again, his voice harsher than I’ve ever heard before. ‘What happened
?’

The memories flood my mind in a maddening rush of images and sounds and thoughts and feelings. Jed’s naked body. The taste of his cock. The feel of his skin against mine. The sound of my moans. The heat of his manhood as the tip pressed against my womanhood and parted my lips. The way he made love to me. My first climax. My second climax. My third. The look in his eyes as he stole me from my marriage. The satisfaction on his face as he entered me over and over.

‘We fucked
, okay?’ I say, bitter anger rising up in my chest. ‘I fucked him! I cheated on you and I fucked him! Is that what you wanna hear?’

‘Yes!’ he says, his eyes flashing. He leans forward in the chair – hardly sitting on the seat at all now – and gestures at me with his hands, driving his point home. ‘Tell me everything. Tell me how you
 – of all people! – could do this to me!’

‘I don’t know!’ I say again. I sound like a stuck record, but it’s the truth. I don’t know how I went into his room or how I ended up sucking his dick or how I ended up naked beneath him and screaming for more.

Harry stands up out of the chair now, shoulders hunched, fists clenched. He takes a step toward me and, for the first time in our marriage, I fear for my safety. He’s beyond angry. He’s losing control. He doesn’t even look like my husband right now.

‘Yes you do!’ he says. ‘You do know! Tell me!’

He stands in front of me and grabs my shoulders with his hands, gripping me so tight that I gasp in pain.

‘Tell me!’ he says.

‘No!’ I say, trying to pull out of his grasp.

But he holds me too tight. I can’t go anywhere. All I can do is look into his furious face and blazing eyes. My heart threatens to burst in my chest.

‘Tell me!’ he says.

‘I was bored!
’

The words are out before I even know they’re coming.

He freezes, shocked, his expression caught somewhere between fury and anguish.

‘What
?’ he says, gobsmacked.

‘I was bored,’ I say again. Blood roars in my ears. My heart races along at a hundred miles an hour. ‘It was exciting. I never meant to do it, but – fuck! – it was so good
.’

His eyes blaze with rage. His hands grip me tight enough to mark my skin. His nostrils flare and his jaw tightens and his temple throbs.

‘You wanted me to be honest!’ I say, unable to break free of his powerful grip. ‘You said you wanted it!’

I see his face slowly soften as he accepts my words. He brought this on himself. He asked for it. The blazing fire in his eyes seems to lessen. He stops clenching my shoulders so hard.

‘Why were you bored?’ he says, his voice flat and emotionless.

‘Because,’ I say, forcing myself to meet his eyes, ‘we’re not passionate anymore.’

‘What do you mean?’ he says. ‘Aren’t we good together?’

I nod and talk quickly to cut him off before he can build up steam. ‘Yes, we are
 good. But we’re not passionate
. We make love, sure, but there’s no urgency. No need. It feels robotic, like we’re going through the motions.’

Harry’s mouth drops open and his face scrunches up in pain. He releases my shoulders and steps back. It’s like he’s been shot in the gut.

‘Don’t you enjoy-’ he says.

I cut him off again, raising both my hands palms out.

‘Yes,’ I say, ‘I do like
 it, but it’s not enough sometimes. I know it’s awful, and I’m a bitch for cheating on you, but… it was exciting.’

‘Was it good?’ he says, hands dropping to his sides in defeat. ‘Was he
 good?’

‘Baby, please,’ I say. ‘You don’t want to know.’

‘Tell me.’

I look away from him, turning my gaze to the photos of us together on the wall. Our wedding. Numerous vacations. Happier times. Why wasn’t that enough for me? Why did I need to do this? I should have stayed as I was and accepted my lot in life. Sure, our lovemaking didn’t exactly earth-shattering, but we were still having sex a couple times every week. Most of my married friends are lucky to get once or twice a month
. Why couldn’t I have been happy with it? I could have kept having the same sex in the same way twice a week and pretending to have an orgasm – like always – but instead I went out and took a risk and fucked it all up.

‘Tell me
,’ he says, hissing dangerously, like a wounded animal.

‘He was good,’ I say, covering my face with my hands.

‘Better than me?’

I nod slowly.

Silence falls. The only sound in the room is Harry’s ragged, tortured breathing. Shadows slowly move along the floor as the sun trails a path through the azure sky. On any other day, we’d be on the lawn enjoying ourselves, maybe with a cold pitcher and a couple of glasses. I can’t imagine we’ll share an afternoon like that together again.

‘Tell me what happened,’ he says, choking back tears. ‘Tell me why he
 was so fucking special.’

My stomach churns. I can’t tell him what happened that night. I don’t want to tell him, either. How will he ever look at me again if he knows what I did? If he knows what I let Jed do to me? Why can’t he just accept that I cheated and throw me out like the trash I am?

‘I cheated,’ I say. ‘I went into his room and I fucked him. Is that what you want to know?’

‘No,’ he says. His tone is so sharp that I look up at him again in shock. His teeth are bared in anger. ‘I want to know everything. Come on. Tell me. Tell me, you fucking slut.’

I flinch. Harry has never
 called me that before. Not even during our wildest, most intense sexual liaisons, or when we first started sleeping together. That word is even more shocking to me than the expression of seething fury etched into his face.

‘Did you kiss him?’ Harry says.

I nod.

‘Who started it?’

‘Him,’ I lie.

‘Did he undress you?’ Harry’s eyes bore into my own. I can’t even hope to evade the question.

‘Yes he did.’

‘He touched your body?’

Flashes of memory rush through my mind. His hands slipping under my dress. The zipper parting open. His lips on my skin. Hands on my stomach. On my arms. On my breasts. His urgent, passionate need. Unclasping my bra. Cupping my breasts. Sucking my hard nipples. Making me gasp. Making me moan. Slowly taking my clothes off. Until I stood there in just my panties.

‘He touched me,’ I say, heat rising to my cheeks.

‘Did you like it?’ Harry says, clenching his fists again.

‘What does it matter?’ I say, anger flaring again. ‘I cheated! It doesn’t matter if I enjoyed it, because it happened! Why do you need to know?’

He takes a step towards me and gets in my face now. I can feel the heat of his breath on my skin.

‘I deserve to know
!’ he says, his voice rising in fury. ‘I deserve to know why you fucked someone else
!’

‘Fine!’ I say, my own voice rising to match. ‘I liked it! I loved
 it! I loved the way he touched me! Are you happy now?’

He nods, grinning maliciously, eyes wild with anger.

‘Tell me more!’ he says, pointing at me. ‘Did you suck his dick?’

‘Yes!’ I say, responding just as angrily. We’re in each other’s faces now, almost yelling, our body language aggressive and confrontational. He’s mad at me for doing it. I’m mad at him for making me relive it. ‘I sucked his dick and it tasted so fucking good
!’

‘Better than me?’

‘Yes
!’

He pauses for a second, silently fuming, shoulders heaving, chest rising and falling. If looks could kill, my husband would be a murderer right now. For a second or two, he looks as though he’s on the verge of smacking me upside the head. But he doesn’t.

Instead he grabs his jeans and tears open the button. I lean back, shocked, as he reaches into his pants and pulls out his manhood. It’s already halfway erect, but he strokes it a couple of times right in front of me.

‘What are you doing
?’ I say, appalled, horrified, utterly confused.

‘Was he bigger than me?’ Harry says, fist pumping furiously as he brings himself to full hardness.

‘Stop it!’ I say. I try to move away from him, but he grabs my arm with his free hand, keeping me in place on the edge of the bed. My mind reels with shock. What the hell is going on? This is the last thing I expected to happen right now.

‘Was he bigger than me?’ he says, eyes bulging in fury.

‘Yes!’ I say. I try to think of ways to hurt him, to shut him down and stop him from doing something stupid. ‘He was bigger and fatter and harder than you!’

But instead of being wounded or upset or irritated, Harry gets more excited. He moves his hand from my arm to the back of my head, gripping my hair in a tight fist.

‘Suck it,’ he says, almost hissing through his clenched teeth. ‘Suck it like you sucked his.’

He pulls my head toward him. I try to resist, but it’s pointless. He’s too strong. I turn my face away. He rubs the hot tip of his cock over my lips, my nose, my cheeks.

‘Suck it,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking dick, you slut. Show me how you did it for him.’

I can’t explain what’s happening to me right now. There’s something about the feel of my husband’s firm grip in my hair and the aggressive, commanding tone of his voice. It reaches a place deep, deep inside me. The same place where Jed stoked the fires of desire just a few nights before.

My lips part a fraction and Harry pushes the head of his cock into my mouth. I try to pull back but he holds me in place. His manhood plunges through my lips, all the way inside my mouth. I struggle and gag and look up at him, pleading with my eyes not to do this.

‘Fucking slut,’ he says. ‘You sucked his cock, and you loved it, didn’t you?’

He grips my head with both hands now and starts to violently fuck my mouth, pumping hard and deep, the tip of his cock almost reaching the back of my throat. It feels good to be overpowered like this. To be controlled and dominated and violated. Almost as good as it felt when I sucked Jed’s cock behind Harry’s back.

‘You loved sucking his fucking dick,’ Harry says, glaring at me. ‘Didn’t you?’

‘Mm-hmm!’ I try to speak, to answer in the affirmative, but I can’t right now. My husband’s manhood fills my mouth. I did love sucking Jed’s cock. I loved being Jed’s whore. His married
 whore. I loved being a dirty slut for another man.

‘And his fucking dick was better than mine,’ Harry says, fucking my mouth harder and harder in anger, ‘and you sucked it better than you ever sucked mine, right?’

‘Mmm!’

‘Show me how you sucked his dick!’

He releases my head at last. Something inside me snaps. An animal takes control of my body; the same wild, wanton creature that took over a few nights before. I grab his cock and hungrily, greedily, noisily suck it down, gagging on it and spitting on it and drooling all over it. He groans through a snarl, watching me closely. I slurp and suck and spit all over his shaft, soaking it in slime and drool. I stroke his cock into my mouth, sucking the head and tasting his thick, salty arousal on my tongue. Goddamn, what the hell happened to us? A few minutes ago, we were on the verge of divorce. Now I’m sucking his cock like my life depends on it…

‘Does that turn you on?’ Harry doesn’t wait for a response. He shoves a hand down my jeans and cups my mound. I can feel my own excitement through my underwear. ‘You slut
. You’re loving this, ain’t you?’

I nod and take his cock to the back of my throat again, holding him there for as long as possible, loving the feel of his burning-hot shaft filling my mouth. I moan for him, letting him know how much I love it, and bob my head back and forth, fucking his slick member, gripping it tight with my lips.

He pulls back, freeing his cock from my mouth’s firm grasp, with a sloppy, wet noise and rubs the shaft over my face. He marks me with my own drool and his arousal. I purr my approval, loving the mess he makes on my skin, loving how dirty and nasty I feel. I am his whore. His dirty married whore.

‘What else did you do for him?’ Harry says. ‘Fucking tell me!’

I gasp for air before I respond.

‘I let him fuck me from behind!’ I say. ‘I sucked his dick and I bent over and I let him fuck my pussy like you never have!’

Harry roars with anger. He shoves me hard. I fall back on the bed. He leaps on to of me, growling like and animal, tearing at my clothes. I try to fight him off, but not very hard. My body responds, shutting down my brain. I don’t want him to stop. Whatever it is that’s happened to my husband, I like it. He’s never been this aggressive. This forward. This savagely desperate
. In all our years of marriage, he’s never attacked me like this or yanked my clothes off or fucked my mouth with such ferocity. This isn’t Harry. This is someone else.

I like it.

He rips open my jeans and pulls them down. I kick my legs, pushing my jeans down, undressing myself. He rolls me onto my front and pins me down with his body. I grab onto the bed as he grasps my underwear and pulls. Fabric tears. I gasp. He rips my underwear open and forces my legs apart with his knees. He plunges forward and pushes inside me. I cry out. He slides one arm under my chin, holding me in place, forcing me to take it. I moan louder as he fills me up, sliding every wet, wonderful inch deeper into my womanhood, corrupting me and ruining me and claiming me. He doesn’t fill me up like Jed did, but it still feels good.

‘Like this?’ Harry’s voice is a little softer now, his lips close to my ear. ‘Did he fuck you like this?’

‘Yes,’ I say, moaning, my pussy clenching and squeezing his cock. ‘Except he was better
.’

Harry growls, his masculinity challenged. He squeezes my throat with his arm and pins my wrist down with his other hand. He pounds me in hard, rough, jerky movements. It feels amazing. He’s never fucked
 me before. We’ve always made love
 or had sex
. This is entirely different. This is angry, aggressive, passionate, forceful, needy and desperate. This is everything I’ve been craving throughout our marriage. He isn’t having sex with me because he can. He’s fucking me because he needs
 it. This is the kind of sex I’ve been yearning for. The kind of sex I’ve missed. The kind of sex that would have kept me faithful.

My husband’s cock feels better than ever. I moan desperately, pushing up to meet his intense, hard thrusts, taking him as deep inside as he can reach. My sex trembles and throbs. My juices coat his shaft. I bite the covers, feeling the pressure already beginning to build in my stomach.

‘Are you gonna come?’ he says, sensing the change in my body, the pitch of my moans.

‘Yes
!’

‘Did you come for him?’

‘Yes
!’

‘You bitch!’

That sends me over the edge. I wail loudly, my body shuddering beneath his, pussy throbbing and clenching and squeezing his pounding cock. He shoves my face into the bed, muffling my cries, silencing me. He doesn’t want to hear my climax. I scream as loud as I can anyway.

My husband keeps fucking me, keeps pounding me, keeps filling me, over and over. He fucks me like he hates me. I love it. My climax grows and stretches and lengthens, building in power. I can’t breathe. It’s too much. My body shudders. I can’t feel my fingers.

I lift up my head and gasp for air. He lifts his body up, releasing my wrist and throat, and leans back, driving his manhood deeper with every thrust. He slaps my ass – hard
 – and I cry out. He slaps me again.

‘You fucking slut!’ he says, slapping me a third time. He changes hands and spanks my other cheek. Every impact stings but it drives me wild. I love the way he manhandles me. ‘You cheating fucking slut! Did you like it when he fucked you?’

‘Yes
!’

‘Tell me why you liked it!’

‘Because he’s better than you
!’

Harry roars in rage and fucks me even harder, punishing my cheating pussy, spanking my cheating ass, warping my cheating mind. I gasp for air, but another climax punches me in the gut. It’s overwhelming. I can’t take it all.

‘Did he wear a condom?’

I can’t answer. I can’t draw enough breath to release the orgasm that’s coursing through my body right now. I am helpless and powerless and utterly overwhelmed. It feels incredible. It feels like I’m exploding in a thousand directions at once. Like I’m dying and being reborn over and over. This
 is the kind of sex I’ve been yearning during our entire marriage. Not robotic or mandatory or functional, but desperate and needy and full of fire and passion.

‘Did that fucking asshole wear a condom when he fucked you?’ Harry’s voice is full of urgency. He is building to his own release. I can hear it. I can feel it.

‘No,’ I say, managing to gasp out that single word. Jed didn’t have a condom on him and I wasn’t about to break off our moment. If we stopped to get a condom, I would have come to my senses and left. I knew what I was doing, but I ignored it. I knew it was wrong, but I let it happen anyway. I knew what I was risking, but that only made it more intense and exciting and erotic. I wanted to be a cheating slut. Jed took me and turned me into the kind of filthy, yearning whore I always wanted to be.

‘Did he come inside you?’ Harry’s voice is strained now, both with anger and his approaching orgasm. He slaps my ass again – one firm strike from each hand, spanking both cheeks hard enough to leave a red handprint after – and pounds me like a man possessed.

‘Yes
!’ I cry out the word, moaning deliriously as my climax rolls over me again, lifting me in the swell of a tidal wave and dragging my helpless body along a beach of pleasure and ecstasy.

Harry leans forward, slamming his hands onto my shoulders, shoving my face back into the bed. He rides me hard, slamming into my butt, forcing his cock as deep as it can reach – but still not as deep as Jed. His groans turn savage and animalistic.

‘You – cheating – fucking – slut
!’ he says, punctuating each word with a hard, firm thrust. I cry out again and again, moaning into the bed, my ecstasy muffled.

Finally, Harry reaches his release. I feel a scalding hot, thick, sticky come flood my womb, rushing through my tunnels and cascading into my deepest recesses. I moan again, loving the feeling, loving being owned and claimed and filled and used
 like this. Like Jed used me. Like I’ve always wanted to be used.

Harry plunges deep inside me one final time and holds still, his cock throbbing and pulsing and trembling as his balls contract and empty every last drop. I shudder at the feeling, squeezing his cock with my vagina, milking him, desperate to receive his lust. He stays like that for some time, long after his climax has passed and his lust is sated. I feel his manhood begin to wilt and shrink again.

He eases back and slips out of me. I can feel his warm pooling in my womanhood, trickling onto the bed. My sex feels empty and used and swollen for the second time this week.

I hear him get off the bed and zip his jeans back up. He stumbles around the room like a drunk in the dark. I raise my head up and look at him, my husband, the man I swore to love forever. He glares at me and walks out of the room, leaving me face down on the bed, used and ruined like the slut I am.

###


The Bull’s Account:

Irresistible


I have no qualms about seducing married women. I have no issues with stealing ladies away from their boyfriends. Some people would call me an asshole. Some might call me morally bankrupt. There are probably plenty of men out there who would happily kick my ass – or at least they could
, if they knew about the night I had spent with their wives.

Now, I’m not a monster. I don’t travel around the world seeking out women and deliberately trying to ruin their marriages. It’s not as though I’m some kind of predator who takes a deep, primal satisfaction from inserting myself into someone else’s relationship. I’m not the type of guy who gets pleasure out of causing drama. What I am is very, very simple.

I’m the kind of guy a man’s wife seeks out when she needs company.

I see them all the time, across the world, in bars, hotels, airports, and waiting rooms. Wives and girlfriends, alone and ignored. Wishing their lives had turned out different. Remembering the good times and wondering how to get those days back. Regretting some of the choices they made. I see those women sitting alone – sometimes nursing a drink, sometimes staring into space – and I offer my company. That’s all I do. I offer an ear to listen, a shoulder to cry on, and a friend to confide in. What happens after that – well, that’s up to her. I’m open and honest with my intentions. I absolutely desire to have sex with her. Loud, passionate, erotic, hardcore sex. The kind of sex she’s always dreamed about having with her husband or boyfriend, but never received. I will give her that passion, in a night of intense, no-strings fun.

It’s not purely taken and available women I pursue. I’m an equal opportunities lothario. My problem with seducing single women is that there’s no sport in it. No thrill. No challenge.

For me, seducing another man’s wife is the ultimate contest of masculinity. Am I good enough – appealing enough, seductive enough – to tempt a woman away from her lifelong commitment for a few brief hours? Am I more promising, more thrilling, more enticing, a proposition than the man who spends every day of her life with? If I can convince her to step over that boundary, to stray outside her marriage, just for a short while, then I have won the contest. I am more of a man than her husband. I am a better lover than her boyfriend. My masculine prowess overpowered that of the man who won her heart.

Seducing a woman who should be totally and completely off the menu is ultimate test of my abilities. Some might say that attempting to coax another man’s wife into an affair is hardly worth the effort, but I say those people have never experienced true erotic pleasure. I look at it like this – if you steal a candy bar from the grocery store, it will taste better than one that you bought. Likewise, if you steal an attractive woman from another man, she will give you the night of a lifetime.

That’s not the whole reason I prefer wives, of course. Another major reason is that I love the feeling – that deep, primal satisfaction – of unleashing a wife’s inner self, her bad side, her slutty bitch. A single woman is like a bottle of champagne, flowing and bubbling and cascading into several glasses for everyone to taste. A married woman is that same bottle of champagne, only now it’s been corked. Sure, she might not feel that way – not at first – but, as the years slowly roll by, that cork gets pushed deeper and deeper into the bottle, and she starts to feel trapped and isolated and regretful and, well, corked
.

That’s where I come in. I am a corkscrew – no pun intended – and my single greatest pleasure is to help a wife roll back the years and help her to realize her true sexual potential all over again. To be the man who makes a woman smile again is a wonderful feeling. And – my God! – the passion that gets bottled up inside these corked wives! The intense erotic energy. The burning need. The lust and yearning and arousal. There is nothing on earth quite as rewarding or erotically satisfying as the feeling of a long-subdued woman finally unwinding and unleashing all that energy on you.

I’ve been with wives who hadn’t had a real orgasm in years. Wives whose husbands had never lasted beyond a few short minutes. Wives who had never been pleasured since their honeymoon. One time I brought a woman back to my hotel room and all she wanted to do was suck my cock for the whole night. Another time, the wife confessed that I was twice the size of her husband. I consider myself to be above average, but it was a hell of a thrill to know that I was giving her an experience her lover could not.

Every wife is different and every wife has a unique set of standards. Some want a quick romp and a goodnight kiss. Others want a long, slow, drawn-out night where they explore every feeling they haven’t enjoyed in years, or even decades. Some want to have an experience that their husbands cannot provide – such as anal sex, domination, rough sex, or a slow and sensual bout of passion. Most of my encounters are simple flings – one-night stands that don’t mean anything to either of us. A select few are more long-term arrangements, such as fellow travelers who often arrange longer stays in a particular city when I’m in the area, or my incredibly sensual married neighbor in the apartment down the hall. I also maintain a small online presence in a handful of open marriage forums, where I dole out advice on my lifestyle and even hook up with the occasional hotwife, cuckolded husband, or bored spouse who reaches out to me. This last part is a lot of fun – all the pleasure of seduction, with none of the hard work. Helping a curious couple push the boundaries of their marriage always feels rewarding, though I sometimes get a little jealous of having to accommodate the husband’s desires into my play.

I have no qualms about seducing someone else’s wife or girlfriend. I don’t care what other people think of me for it, or what that makes me in the eyes of society. Everyone has their own way of living. You want to be boring and monogamous? Fine with me. You want to step away from your husband and your family for a night or two? That’s also fine. I don’t care and I sure as shit don’t judge other people. All that matters is that I am damn good at it. The best. I view seducing unavailable women as a badge of honor, a mark of pride.

And tonight I’m going to do it all over again.

****

I splash cold water on my face, washing off the thin layer of shaving foam and cleansing my skin. The water slowly trickles down the drain, taking the foam and the remnants of my prickly facial hair with it. I look into the bathroom mirror and run a hand over my damp chin, checking for any patches that I’ve missed. There’s a hint of nervous energy in the air. I love this feeling. The calm before the storm.

‘Did I leave my hand cream in there?’

I turn back to the hotel room beyond the open bathroom door to see Miley peering in, eyebrows raised. She’s almost completely dressed now, though her hair is still a mess. She liked it when I pulled her hair when she bent over, so I obliged.

‘Uh, no,’ I say, glancing at the shelf. ‘No hand cream. Just the hotel samples, if you want to take them home?’

‘No,’ she said. ‘I don’t want my husband to know where I stayed last night.’ She turns and walks back across the room, pausing to sweep her fallen shoes out from under the bed with a nonchalant kick of her foot. As I watch, she picks up her wedding ring from the night stand and slips it back on to her finger. Just like that, the woman who stayed in my hotel room all night and enjoyed four – or was it five? – rounds of intense sex becomes a polite, shy, conservative wife once again. I love the way she transforms like this. It’s not a wedding ring, it’s a magic ring. Wife to whore. Whore to wife. Wax on, wax off.

‘Give me a call next time you’re in town,’ she says, a sly grin tugging at the corners of her lips. She slips her feet in the shoes, sweeps her hair back into a careless ponytail, and walks to the door.

‘Can’t wait,’ I say, watching her hips swaying as she walks. Part of me wants to reach out and kiss her one last time. Another part of me wants to wrestle her back onto the bed for round six. But Miley has very specific rules about our playtime, and we do not do anything together while she wears her ring. She also doesn’t want to smell like me when she leaves the room. I agree with both those rules, so I step out of the bathroom – still wearing a towel tied loosely around my waist – and watch her walk out into the hallway. She doesn’t look back. She never looks back.

The door closes on another chapter in my life. Another satisfied wife, returning to her marriage and her daily existence.

I sit on the bed we spent so little time using for sleep, recalling the previous night with smile. Miley is my favorite kind of wife – fiercely passionate, erotic as all hell, willing to experiment, and totally capable of walking away without forming an attachment or suffering from any lingering guilt. We usually hook up for a night or two whenever I’m able to visit her corner of the world and she always makes it worth my while. This time, I happened to be in town for a conference my company is holding in a hotel nearby. I arranged to arrive a day early in order to spend some quality time in Miley’s company – time that was well spent, if my aching joints and sore manhood are anything to go by.

The day is still young. Too young for me to start getting ready for tonight’s function.

I grab a little shut-eye to recharge my batteries and spend part of the day using the hotel’s facilities. A hard, fast intense workout in the gym. A light, delicious lunch in the restaurant. Another cool, refreshing shower in my room. By the time the sun begins its downward course behind the hotel, I feel awake and re-energized and ready for a good night.

Every year, my company throws a large, extravagant conference – they never call it a party
, but that’s essentially what it is – to celebrate the previous year’s financial success. It’s a huge event, a big, booze-fueled blowout, the kind of party where the company picks up the tab and hotel rooms often get shared by co-workers who barely knew each other before the night started. I have a lot of good memories from the past few years’ conferences – not the just the parties, but the alcohol-induced hook-ups that followed. It’s the kind of party where people from all over the world come to spend a night in a hotel room far from their families and nobody asks questions about certain items of jewelry worn on the third finger of the left hand.

For a guy like me, this party is Christmas come early. An all-you-can-eat buffet of the finest, most exquisite dishes in the world. Nobody comes to this party with the intention of hooking up with a colleague from a distant office, or cheating on their spouse, but things often happen when you least expect them and let your guard down. That’s part of what makes this night so enjoyable. Nobody expects anything, but everybody gets something
. And tomorrow, we’ll all go back to our lives with fond memories, aching bodies, and killer hangovers.

Night slowly deepens through the hotel window, draping the landscape in a thick, inky layer of shadows. I watch the sky darken, little pinpricks of starlight gleaming overhead, and slowly begin to put on my battle armor for the night ahead. A crisp, pure-white shirt. Black suit pants and matching jacket. Black dress shoes polished so clean I can almost see myself reflected in the leather. A deep red tie and matching cufflinks. By the time I’m finished, I no longer resemble the tired, smiling man who bid farewell to his latest affair partner a few hours before. The man looking back at me from the mirror hanging inside the closet door is a suave, charming, devilishly handsome man with a cheeky grin and hungry gleam in his eye. I look – and, more importantly, feel
 – amazing. A good-looking, seductive lady killer.

I pull the tie into place and wink at my reflection.

‘Looking good, Tyler,’ I say to myself.

My reflection grins back.

****

The company has spared no expense. Tonight’s event takes up an entire floor of the hotel. The conference area of this grand, huge rectangular room has been set up with many circular tables covered in white linen sheets, each table with several dining chairs ready and waiting. There’s a stage and a microphone waiting at the rear of the room, with a DJ’s sound system sitting to the side, just off the area that will become the dance floor later. Along the rear wall running the width of the room is the bar, already heaving with bodies crowding around, ready to make use of the company’s generosity and increase that tab. Balloons and banners bearing the company logo hang from the pillars and tables. Some people are drifting over toward the seating areas in small groups, chattering with excitement. The rest of this grand, spacious floor is taken up with many of the company’s representatives standing in little clusters, talking, laughing, drinking and joking. People who speak on the phone every day finally meet face to face. There’s a good atmosphere in the room. Excitement. Happiness. Good humor. The feeling of pent-up anticipation finally being released.

I walk across the floor, a smile on my face, genuinely delighted to be here and see everyone again. The nature of my job is solitary – long hours, many flights, months spent booked into hotels around the world – so the chance to meet and greet all the people who live the same lifestyle as me is exciting. There are a few people I recognize from last year’s event. Some people who insist on attaching a photograph of themselves in their email footers.

I nod to a few guys who seem vaguely familiar. Shake a couple of hands. Wave back at some people who wave at me. As I work my way through the numerous clumps of people talking and laughing in their little groups, I see a couple of women here and there that I remember intimately
 well. They glance at me. We share a knowing look. A sly grin. I remember the feel of their skin. The sound of their moans. The way their fingers tightened on my arms. The look in their eyes as they climaxed. Then my previous one-time lovers turn away from me, the moment gone. Maybe we’ll get a chance to reconnect later. Maybe someone else will have the pleasure of their company tonight. Either way, I wish them happiness and good times.

The bar is packed with a crowd of my thirsty co-workers, but the queues move quickly as drinks are served at a quick pace. Everything is going on the company tab, so the entire process moves at a decent pace. It only takes me a few short minutes to get myself a double vodka and coke from an attractive – though, sadly, far too harassed to flirt – woman at the bar.

I take my drink and slowly work my way back through the crowd, until I’m clear of bodies and can scan the room from a good position. I’m looking around for somewhere I can stand. People with whom I can strike up a conversation.

That’s when I see you.

****

You’re standing to the edge of a small cluster of women, apparently part of the group, but also close to being pushed out. The other women are all much older than you – approaching middle age at the very least – and talking animatedly, making wild gestures with their hands to punctuate whatever story is currently being told. You look out of place. Nervous. A little unsure of yourself.

There’s a smile on your face that looks both forced and wishful, as though you’re desperate to believe that this is fun and you’re having a good time. Your body language is insecure – both hands in front of your stomach, clutching a full glass of wine – and you shift your weight uncomfortably from foot to foot as I watch. You sweep a strand of dark hair behind your ear and take a sip of wine. I can tell that you’re neither invested nor involved in whatever the group is discussing, and don’t feel like you belong here. You wear an elegant dress that fits your curves beautifully, accentuating your feminine shape and making your already sensuous figure look eye-wateringly erotic. It’s a black dress that runs almost to your matching heels, with a daring – yet graceful – slit tracing one leg and a gentle V-shaped cut that doesn’t reveal any of your breasts, but merely hints at the shapely treasures it conceals. A series of brilliant red flowers are printed on the right side of the dress, running from top to bottom like pretty, overgrown vines. In all, the dress is a daring and exciting combination of cocktail dress, party dress, and little black dress.

As you sway from foot to foot, the slit in the dress parts and closes, like drapes in a breeze, offering a tempting glimpse of your smooth leg and the barest hint of the edges of your stockings. You are elegant and beautiful and unbelievably sexy, yet you don’t seem to notice the appreciative glances many of the men walking past shoot in your direction, nor the jealous scowls of the woman nearby.

But the kicker – the thing that takes you out of the ‘attractive’ category and places you squarely in the ‘utterly desirable’ column – is the glittering diamond ring on your left hand. The kind of ring any wife would kill
 to wear. The kind of ring a man would work years to be able to afford. The kind of ring that is supposed to tell every man in the area that you are completely and totally unavailable. Off the menu. Not an option.

You are exactly my type of woman. Beautiful. Sensual. Married.

And I have
 to make you mine.

****

I approach slowly, walking toward you without making my intentions obvious. My eyes are fixed on everything but
 you – other guests, the decorations hanging from the pillars, my own feet – but I always keep you in my peripheral vision. I take my time drawing closer. We’ve got the whole night ahead of us, so I’m not in a rush. Besides, there’s nothing as unattractive as a man who tries or pressure a potential lover. I’ve seen many men fail to win the seduction game because they didn’t have the patience to play at the right pace. That’s not going to happen tonight. Not to me and you. For me, playing the game of seduction is almost as intoxicating and erotic as making love together after the game is won.

Tonight, you are my prize. And I always play to win.

I work the room, slowly and steadily and relentlessly closing in on you. I am a predator stalking its prey through the underbrush, scenting blood in the air. People smile and greet me. I pause to shake a few hands, slap a few shoulders, make a few introductions, always moving nearer to you, closing the gap between us. Even when I turn my back I can feel
 you standing somewhere behind me, still awkwardly loitering at the perimeter of your little group.

The distance between us slowly closes. Thirty feet. Twenty. Ten.

There are no more obstacles between me and my goal. Your group is now the nearest body of people to me, with you at the edge, so close I can almost smell your perfume. I bide my time for a moment, watching your back. You still don’t appear to be part of your group. They’re all talking, laughing, telling stories, but nobody is glancing at you as they talk. I take a mouthful of my drink and feel warmth spread through my guts. Time to strike.

I walk up to you and begin the game of seduction.

‘Vanessa!’ I say, touching your gently on the elbow and talking as though we’re old friends.

You whirl around, eyes wide, eyebrows raised, lips parted. The picture of polite surprise. I react with shock as well, letting go of your elbow and pretending that this is all some kind of misunderstanding.

‘Who?’ you say.

‘Oh, God,’ I say, acting embarrassed, ‘I’m such an idiot, I thought you were someone else.’

‘No bother,’ you say, an amused curl pulling at the corner of your soft, full lips. You glance across to the group of people at your side. None of them appear to have noticed that you’re not paying attention.

‘I’m Tyler,’ I say, holding out my hand.

‘Evelyn.’ You touch my hand for a brief moment. Your skin is warm and soft. Your touch is gentle. But in that brief moment, I see the tiniest flicker of interest in your eyes, and I know that you’re mine.

‘Really nice to meet you Evelyn,’ I say, beaming my most charming smile. ‘Is this your first time at the office party?’

You nod and say, ‘I decided not to go last year. Every had such a great time, I was really kicking myself for missing out.’

‘Well, I’m glad you came. It’s great to meet you. Where are you based?’

Your eyes briefly glance toward the gaggle of women next to you. They’re still talking, laughing, joking. If they notice your absence, nobody gives any sign.

‘I work in head office,’ you say. ‘I’m in HR.’

‘Oh really?’ I try to think quickly, trying to recall any names or stories I might have heard somewhere along the grapevine about human resources. Nothing comes to mind. ‘That must be interesting.’

‘No!’ You laugh. The sound of your delight is wonderful, like tinkling chimes in the wind. ‘It’s so
 boring. But it keeps me out of trouble.’

‘Do you often get into trouble?’ I glance down at your wedding ring for a brief second, a knowing look on my face.

‘Sometimes.’ A sly grin touches the corners of your pretty lips. I can imagine those lips parting for me. Those lips wrapping around my manhood. Those lips opening wide as letting loose a cry of sheer pleasure.

I take a sip of my drink, playing it cool, and ask, ‘If it’s so boring, why do you do it?’

‘My husband insisted that I get a job so I wouldn’t be a kept woman.’ You laugh again, as though the idea is absurd.

‘He doesn’t trust you?’ I feign surprise.

‘Oh, hubby trusts me,’ you say, that wicked smile lighting up your gorgeous face. ‘It’s the men he doesn’t trust.’

‘I can see why.’

A moment passes between us. Eye contact. Mutual understanding. Subtext. You know and I know. Your husband makes you work so men don’t come by your house while he’s out. I totally understand that.

I open my mouth to begin the next line of enquiry – So, where is your husband tonight?
 or words to that affect – when a loud, brash voice cuts through my thoughts.

‘There she is!’

I turn in the direction of the voice to see a silver-haired man approaching, a half-empty scotch glass in his hand. He wears an immaculate tuxedo and strolls around as though he owns the place. His wide grin appears forced and his eyes look glazed – perhaps too much booze already – but there’s something about his face that gives me pause. I recognize him, but can’t figure out why.

The man walks over to us and slips his arm around your waist. He still clutches the scotch glass, so the movement is more possessive than tender. Next to him, you glitter like diamonds. He is older and drabber and so far beneath you that I have to supress a snort of derisive laughter. I’ve heard of women being out of his league
, but next to this jackass, you look like you play a different sport entirely. He grins at me and raises his glass in greeting.

‘I see you’ve met my wife,’ he says. ‘I’m Tom.’

Suddenly everything clicks into place in my mind and I know why he seems so familiar. He’s Tom Welling. He’s the CEO. He’s the man I work for. I’ve been flirting with the wife of the man who owns my company. My throat turns dry for the briefest moment. I smile politely and offer my hand. He takes it and we shake. There’s a tension between us. Your eyes are downcast, as though embarrassed or ashamed.

‘Good to meet you, Tom,’ I say, giving his hand a firm, manly squeeze. ‘I’m Tyler. Evelyn was just telling me that she works in HR.’

‘She does, she does.’ Tom releases my hand, still with that forced smile on his face. ‘Gotta keep her out of trouble, haven’t I? Come on, man, have you seen her? Can’t leave a hot piece of ass like this all alone, can I?’

You grimace. Internally, I wince, but say nothing.

‘Come on, honey,’ Tom says, I wanna introduce you to some very important people.’

He steers you away from me, using the arm around your waist to push you forward. Our eyes meet for half a second as he guides you away. I see a myriad of mixed emotions in that look. Loneliness. Longing. Desperation. Then you are gone and he leads you across the wide-open room like an errant child.

The women who I took to be in your group glance in your direction. I see narrowed eyes, disgusted expressions, judgemental head shakes. A pretty young woman like you, married to an old man like that? They probably think that you’re a gold digger. Suddenly it all makes sense. I can picture you in the HR office, part of the team, yet excluded from it. You work with them, but you aren’t allowed to be one of them. They will never trust you because of the man you married. They will never believe anything you say. Every single day, you must feel more and more isolated, more and more alone.

That’s no way to live. A beautiful woman like you should never be made to feel less than you truly are.

I decide right now how this night is going to end. Every fibre of my screams at me not to do this – you’re the CEO’s wife, you’re the one woman everyone in here will have their eyes on, you’re the one woman I absolutely should not
 want to seduce…

But that only makes you more irresistible to me.

Tom has thrown down the gauntlet. I am absolutely going to accept this challenge.

****

The night slowly wears on. The room fills up. The atmosphere thickens with good vibes and laughter. After maybe an hour, we all make our way over to the tables in the conference area for our meal. It’s good food, perfectly cooked, but there’s never enough of it. Hotels like this give you a taste and charge twice the price for the experience. I make conversation with the people around me, enjoying their company, but my eyes seek you out.

You sit over at a table filled with the power players and big lifters. Tom sits to your left. The other company high-ups – board members, directors, big-wigs, etc. – sit around the table, each with their own wife. You’re the youngest person at the table by at least twenty years. The other women have all undergone cosmetic surgery to keep their looks – breast enlargements, stomach lifts, butt implants, lips, brows, cheeks, teeth, everything. Your natural beauty shines brighter than ever.

I see the way the other wives look at you. The jealousy on their faces. You’re young and beautiful and effortlessly elegant. You’re everything they’re not. Once upon a time, they were like you. Trophy wives hanging on the arms of rich men. But time has blunted their looks, betrayed their figures. Even now, surrounded by people who should be in your peer group, you are all alone and totally isolated.

The jackass you married talks loudly and drunkenly to the other men at the table, laughing and ordering drink after drink. He doesn’t seem to care about your discomfort. At one point, I see him place his hand on your inner thigh. Your body stiffens until he removes it a few minutes later.

I can’t understand how a woman like you – smart, young, beautiful, intelligent – could have wound up marrying a guy like that. Did he romance you? Sweep you off your feet? Promise you the moon and the stars? As far as I can see, the two of you have absolutely nothing in common. You’re a total mismatch. He only wants you for the ego boost and you... well, I have no idea what you get out of it. Maybe you live well, but is putting up with a jerk like him really worth the effort? He’s crude, arrogant, possessive, and he keeps touching you as though handling personal property.

I absolutely need
 to make you mine tonight.

The dinner ends. Spirits remain high. More and more drinks are brought to the tables. I nurse my second vodka and coke, making it last. I need a clear head for what I have in mind tonight.

Once the dirty plates are removed from the tables, a DJ appears behind his booth. Lights begin pulsing as music slowly starts building, flooding the room with sound. The first drunken dancers take to the floor, arms waving, feet tapping to the music.

And, of course, Tom is one of them. He gestures for more people to come and dance but only a handful respond. The rest of us aren’t drunk enough to try and party with the man who pays their salary.

Many people begin to drift away from the tables. Some line the edge of the dance floor. Some stand at the back of the conference area, where they can talk without shouting. Some head back to the bar to abuse the company’s tab as much as possible.

I look over and see you, sitting all alone at an empty table, playing with your phone.

Time to make my move. I cross the room, weaving in and out of people standing by tables, pushing empty chairs aside, and stopping to let giggling clusters of my co-workers pass as they make a beeline for the dance floor. You don’t notice my presence until I’m almost upon you.

‘Hello again,’ I say.

You look up, surprised, and hurriedly slip your phone into a purse.

‘Hi,’ you say, smiling. But your smile doesn’t quite reach your eyes.

‘Good meal?’ I sit in the chair next to you without waiting to be asked.

‘It was okay,’ you say. ‘I’m still hungry, though.’

‘Not enough food for you? Won’t you have to bust ass on the treadmill tomorrow?’

‘No. I’d rather live well tonight and worry about the rest later.’

‘My kind of woman.’

You smile again. This time the smile reaches your eyes. I raise my glass and you lift yours in return.

‘Listen,’ I say, leaning forward and speaking a little lower. You tilt your head toward me to hear over the music. ‘I wanna apologize. I hope I didn’t cause any problems back there…’

‘Oh, no – no!’ You shake your pretty head vigorously and wave your hands, palms toward me. ‘No, please don’t think that. Honestly, that’s just Tom. He gets a little upset when good-looking guys talk to me.’

‘Good-looking?’ A smile parts my lips.

‘Oh!’ You look down at the table, a pink tinge warming your cheeks. You’re even more beautiful right now.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ I say, touching you on the arm. ‘I’d be jealous if I looked like him and you were my wife.’

You look at me now. Your eyes sparkle. I see fierce intelligence and passion and lust and excitement in you. Above and around us, the lights of the room dim, turning the DJ and the now-packed dance floor into the focal point of the whole area. Through small gaps in the heaving, swaying mass of bodies, I get little glimpses of your husband. He’s the center of the dance floor. The center of attention.

‘At least he’s having fun,’ I say. ‘I get the feeling he has a lot fun.’

You roll your eyes, displaying a real hint of irritation and dissatisfaction with your husband for the first time. Finally, a chink in your armor. A gap in your defence wall. An opportunity for me.

‘Do you want to dance?’ I say, gesturing toward the seething, drunken mass of humanity that sways and flails under the multicolored disco lights.

‘No thanks,’ you say. ‘This really isn’t my scene.’

‘What is your scene?’ I lean a little closer and touch your arm again.

You look at me with those big, beautiful eyes once more and I see everything. You desperately want to go someplace else. Someplace quieter. Someplace you’re not judged or scorned or looked down on because you married a rich older man. You desperately want that – but you don’t want to be the one who says it first. You want me to take the lead. You want feel as though I’m the one leading you astray.


I’ve got you
.

‘Do you wanna get out of here?’ I say. ‘Go somewhere else?’

‘Yes!’ You respond too fast. You look surprised by your own eagerness.

‘Do you smoke?’ I can tell that you don’t. Your teeth are too perfect, your fingertips unblemished, your figure too fine for cigarettes.

‘Uh, no.’ You glance over at the dance floor. At your husband, surrounded by his adoring legions. ‘Have you, uh… have you ever seen the view from the twelfth floor?’

‘No,’ I say, fighting the urge to supress a victorious grin. ‘I’ve never been in this hotel before.’

‘Oh, it’s amazing
,’ you say, touching me on the arm now. ‘Our room is all the way up there. Would you like to see it?’

‘The view?’

You hesitate for a moment. Then you say, ‘Yes. The view.’

I nod. You grab your glass and drain it in one long swallow. Dutch courage. I do likewise. We place our empty glasses on the table and stand up together. I step back and allow you to walk ahead of me, winding a path through the tables and chairs and standing clumps of people. As your body slowly sways across the room, I take one final look toward the dance floor. Nobody has noticed. Nobody has seen anything. I just stole you away from the richest, most powerful man in the room, and nobody realizes.

‘Sucker,’ I say.

****

You make polite small talk as we ride up in the elevator. I can tell that you’re nervous – you keep wringing your hands, checking your phone, laughing awkwardly. It’s adorable. For a brief moment, I can see the nervous young woman you must have been before Tom entered your life.

‘Do you like it?’ you say, stepping out of the elevator and gesturing around, like you’re showing a prospective buyer around your property.

I follow you into the hallway, looking at the décor with a suitably impressed expression. It does
 look nice here. The hallway itself is much wider than it is on the other floors. The doors to the rooms are spread much further apart than they are in my hotel. There’s an air of luxury about this place. Fresh flowers are neatly arranged in elegant vases on little tables between every room. The carpet is so thick my own footsteps are muffled. At the far end of the hallway is an enormous window – more like a wall of glass – that looks out onto the dark landscape beyond.

You smile at me as we come to a stop before the window. I look around at the streetlights, the blazing windows, the blaring car beams, and the traffic signals. The city glitters like diamonds.

‘I can see why you like it,’ I say.

‘Right? It’s beautiful.’ You are breathless with excitement, gazing out through the window at a black canvas covered in dozens of glittering lights that shimmer endlessly in every direction. Up above, a pale half-moon gleams down from a sky pin-pricked by stars.

‘Hell of a view,’ I say. It looks nice enough, but it’s not the sight I’ve come up here to enjoy. ‘Is this what you wanted to show me?’

I feel you stiffen next to me. In my peripheral vision, I can see you biting your lip, deep in thought. The silence stretches on for a few long seconds, before you finally speak again.

‘It looks even better in my room,’ you say.

I pretend to be weighing up my options for a few moments. I’m gonna say yes. You know I’m gonna say yes. But if I come across as too keen, the mood will likely be ruined. I have to play it cool.

‘I’d like to see that,’ I say.

We stand in silence for another long moment. I briefly consider reaching over and touching you, or leaning down for a kiss, but I don’t want to scare you away. We’re at a critical point of our game. One wrong move will end the evening right here and now.

You take the room key out of your purse and slip it into the card reader of the nearest door. The lock buzzes open. You look up at me, pleading at me with your eyes to help you do this.

‘After you,’ I say, wearing that charming smile again.

You smile and push the door open and lead me into the room your husband paid for. I follow you inside and close the door behind us. You flick on the lights and I make an appreciative sound at what I see.

The space is huge. Less a hotel room, more like a villa built twelve stories up in the sky. In the main area, there’s a huge den area with a couch, a wall-mounted flatscreen TV, and plenty of comfortable-looking plush furniture. Off to the right of the room is a doorway that is currently open on a spacious bed. The bathroom is to my immediate right, near the front door.

But the focal point of the room – the real selling point – is the wall opposite. The entire outer wall of the room is made of glass. Twelve stories up, and I can see for miles
.

‘Breath-taking,’ I say.

You beam with delight, loving my reaction. You walk backwards into the room, watching my reaction. I take off my shoes and follow you in, making the appropriate noises and looking suitably impressed at the plush surroundings. A night in a room this big in a hotel like this probably costs as much as my monthly rent. For you, it’s just another example of your husband showing off his toys.

‘This is amazing,’ I say. And I mean it. The room is fantastic. I’ve stayed in my share of hotels – both cockroach-infested dives and the kind of place approaching a similar level of luxury – and this is easily the grandest, most wildly extravagant, unnecessarily sumptuous room I’ve ever seen.

You smile and turn to face the window. Your incredible figure looks absolutely amazing with the cityscape as your backdrop.

‘It’s so beautiful,’ you say, in a voice of breathless wonder.

‘Yes,’ I say, sweeping your sensational curves with my eyes, ‘it is.’

You remain where you are for a long moment, gazing out at the dark world and all the glittering jewels. I decide that it’s time. Enough games. No more waiting.

I need you now.

I step up close behind you and place my hands on your arms. For the briefest moment, you stiffen at my touch. Then you relax into me. You allow yourself to go with the moment.

The game of seduction is over.

I have won.

‘Do you... do you like the view?’ you say, in a shy, quiet voice.

‘I love it.’ I kiss you on the cheek and feel your body melt against me. ‘I could watch it all night.’

‘We don’t have that long.’

‘Then we should make the most of it.’

You turn your head and kiss me back. Softly. Tentatively. Gently. Your lips part. Your tongue explores my mouth like a curious animal sensing food in the dark. I return your kiss with the same gentle slowness, allowing you to get accustomed to the feel of my tongue, to the pressure of my lips.

My left arm slips around your waist. My right snakes up your body, the hand cupping your chin. A tiny, throaty purr
 of satisfaction escapes your lips. I kiss you deeper. Harder. More fiercely. Passion swells inside me. My pants begin to feel uncomfortable as my manhood swells, pressing into your butt. God, I want you so fucking bad!

You pull away suddenly, breaking off our kiss, and step away from me, out of my grasp. For a second, I worry that you’re having second thoughts or doubts. Maybe I need to work a little harder to keep you interested.

‘Do you, uh, do you want a drink?’ you say. Your face is flushed with passion. Your tongue trails over your bottom lip, tasting me.

‘I’d love one,’ I say. ‘Where do you keep the bottles?’

‘The minibar is…’ you pause, looking at me with eyes full of hidden meaning, ‘…in the bedroom.’

I nod, supressing a grin. I see how you want to play this. You don’t want to be the one who gets me into bed. You want a big, rough, powerful, seductive man to take the initiative. That’s fine, too. I can work with that. I can work with you.

‘Sure,’ I say. I head over to the bedroom door and walk inside, moving confidently, as though I own the place.

The bedroom is every bit as grand and opulent as the rest of the space. Comfortable-looking furniture takes up part of the room, along with huge built-in closets and a bed large enough for two sumo wrestlers to fight over. As in the other room, the outer wall is entirely made of glass. The drapes are open and the view is every bit as phenomenal. I look around the room, but can’t see the minibar. I open a closet door but still don’t see it.

‘Where did you say it was?’ I ask.

You step into the room and close the door behind you, sealing us both into the bedroom. There’s a strange look on your face, like you’re urging yourself to go through with this.

‘There isn’t a minibar,’ you say.

‘Okay.’

You open your mouth to say something, but close it again. You open your purse, take out your phone, check it.

‘Nothing,’ you say. ‘We’re alone.’

‘Good.’

I walk over to you. I take your pretty face in my hands. I kiss you. Long and slow and gentle. This time you respond with eagerness. With passion. With excitement. Your tongue dances with mine. You groan into my mouth. Your hands slip around my body, pulling me against you.

We kiss for a long, long moment. The only sound in the room is that our smacking lips and beating hearts and the occasional throaty groans of pleasure you make. I love those sounds. I can’t wait to hear what you sound like when you climax.

You place your hands on my chest and push me, giggling. I stumble backward and fall onto the bed. You place your purse on a small make-up table and walk toward me. I see a sudden, unexpected, and remarkable change in your expression. As you walk the three paces toward the bed, your shyness seems to melt away, replaced by hunger, desire, and dark, untethered lust. The change is every bit as surprising as it is arousing.

You climb on the bed and straddle me and kiss me. This time there is urgency in your kiss. Aggression. Raw, animalistic need. Your fingers find my shirt buttons and make quick work exposing my chest. I reach up to touch your face, but you shove my hands aside. You lean back and slip your hands under my shirt, pushing it aside, a grin on your lips. You are a totally different woman to the shy, unsure woman who told me to go into the bedroom a minute ago.

I fumble with my tie, attempting to take it off, but you seize my hands.

‘Keep it on,’ you say, eyes gleaming with wicked intent. ‘I like it.’

I do as you ask and let go. Your eyes glitter again. I take off my shirt, leaving the tie in place. You rake my chest with your nails, leaving red scratches on my skin. I gasp. You grin, enjoying my pleasure and my pain. You bend forward and bite my chest, sinking your teeth into my skin deep enough to leave a mark.

‘Oh fuck!’ I say. ‘Jesus, you’re a real animal, you know that?’

You laugh. The sound is cruel and wicked and so very fucking sexy. If I didn’t know better, I would think that you were a different woman to the one I met downstairs. Your husband married a wild animal, but he keeps you locked up in a cage. How long has it been since you last got the chance to unleash your true self, your wild self, your erotic self, like this?

‘Does your husband have any idea what you’re like?’ I say.

‘No,’ you say, with that cruel, mocking laugh again. ‘He’s a fucking loser. He can barely get hard without taking pills. Even then, he can’t go long enough for me.’

‘I hope I can do better…’

‘Why don’t we find out?’

You slide down my body, pulling my shirt out of my pants. You unzip my pants and open the button and expose my underwear. You climb off the bed, grab my pants, and pull them down in one fluid motion.

‘This isn’t your first rodeo,’ I say, impressed by your boldness. I’ve hit the fucking jackpot with you tonight.

You pout in mock innocence and bat your eyelashes at me and say, ‘Does it bother you?’

‘Hell
 no.’

‘Good.’

You kneel down between my legs, your face visible above the bed. I lift myself up onto my arms. I got a feeling that I don’t want to miss a single moment of this. You trail your fingers over the hard, thick bulge in my shorts, grinning up at me, playful seduction in your expression. Your fingers slowly grasp my manhood through the fabric, testing my size and weight. I can tell from the look in your eyes that I am going to be more than enough for you.

Now you pull my shorts down, taking your time, slowly unveiling my stiffness like a prize on a gameshow. I lift my hips and you pull my shorts all the way down to my ankles, freeing my throbbing erection. Your eyes light up like a kid in a candy store. A little murmur of satisfaction escapes your lips.

‘Big enough?’ I say.

‘It’ll do.’ A sly, naughty grin spreads over your face. You take hold of my manhood and give it a playful squeeze. Your fingers don’t quite reach all the way around the base.

You lean forward and give my cock a slow, sensual kiss, as though making out with the shaft. I sigh with pleasure. Your lips are so warm and soft and full. They feel even better than I could have imagined.

I sigh deeper as you tease me with your tongue, slowly flicking and wetting my shaft in firm, deliberate strokes. This is not your first time giving head to a cock the size of mine.

‘Is your husband this big?’ I say, partly out of curiosity, partly to massage my own ego.

You shake your head, my cock sliding left and right over your lips.

‘No,’ you say, in a clear and confident voice. ‘My husband’s cock is nowhere near as big as yours. I love
 big cocks like this.’

You open your mouth and take me inside, sucking hard and deep, looking at me with eyes of delight. You suck my manhood with incredible enthusiasm, taking me deep in your mouth, making plenty of throaty groans, coating my shaft with spit and drool. As your mouth slides up and down my cock, your hands stroke the base and gently squeeze my balls.

It feels incredible.

‘Goddamn,’ I say, moaning with pleasure, ‘you’re a fucking natural.’

You make a pleased noise in your throat and suck me harder. Your hand pumps my shaft faster, sliding in the spit coating my skin. Your tongue flicks over my cock as you fuck me with your mouth. This easily a top five blowjob. Maybe even a top three.

I lay back on the bed, unable to keep myself propped up, all my strength flowing south, into your warm and willing and hungry mouth.

‘Holy fuck
,’ I say. I’m breathing hard now. I can usually last a good length of time, but this blowjob is already pushing me close to the edge. There’s a gleeful desperation in your movements, as though you’re eager to finish me off.

‘You like me sucking this fat cock?’ You ease back now, spit coating your pretty lips, stroking my cock with both hands.

‘God, I love
 it,’ I say, forcing myself to sit up. ‘You’re so fucking good!’

‘My pussy is even better,’ you say, that wicked smile on your face again.

‘Oh, really?’ I can’t stop the grin from spreading. ‘I can’t wait to find out.’

You stand up and lift your beautiful dress up, exposing the perfectly smooth skin and toned, lithe body beneath. As the dress slides slowly upward, I see that you’re not wearing any underwear. Your smooth, shaved mouth glistens with anticipation. Your small, firm breasts sit perfectly on your chest, hard nipples crying out for my tongue. It only takes the briefest moment, but the effect is spellbinding. Now stands a naked, wild, hungry slut where an elegantly dressed woman stood a moment before.

‘Like what you see?’ you say, casually tossing the dress over a chair. The look on your face suggests that you already know I love your body. You’ve probably enjoyed the flabbergasted, slack-mouth expression of dozens of guys before me.

‘Beautiful,’ I say. ‘Absolutely beautiful.’

You climb onto the bed again, straddling me. I can feel the heat of your sex gliding against my rock-hard and eager member. I can feel the delicious, pulsing, urgent need of your womanhood.

‘Your husband doesn’t fuck you good enough, huh?’ I say.

‘No,’ you say. ‘He’s not man enough to fuck me. Only a big dick like yours makes me come.’

I wrap my arms around your smooth body, guiding you down slowly. You make that wonderful gasp, that sharp intake of breath, as the tip of my manhood brushes against your burning lips and begins to push inside.

There is nothing as wonderful as the feeling of entering a woman for the first time. Especially if she is married to someone else. This feeling – this sensation, this experience – it’s what I live for. It’s the most erotic, compulsive, addictive, exhilarating, heart-pounding feeling in the world. I won. I didn’t just win
 you, I stole you away from your husband. I proved myself to be a better man than the CEO of my company. All that money and power doesn’t mean shit when I can fuck his wife.

Your soft, red-hot, dripping wet entrance widens and parts and welcomes me inside. I moan at the feeling. Goddamn
, your pussy is exquisite. So perfectly tight – gripping me like a fist – yet you sink down onto my shaft without any hesitation or having to adjust your position. You mount me like you were born for this moment.

As my full, thick length enters you to its deepest point, a soft, Ooh
 escapes your lips. You smile at me, eyes shining.

‘Lay down,’ you say. ‘Let me do this.’

I lay back on the bed, arms behind my head, watching as you begin.

It starts with that smile. Wicked and cruel and taunting, like you’re loving our sinful secret. Then you clench with your vagina and give my manhood a tight, firm squeeze. I gasp. Your pussy feels utterly fantastic. You slowly grind into me, making little circular motions with your hips, gently riding me.

‘You weren’t kidding about your pussy being better,’ I say.

You toss your head back and moan in a loud, clear voice, ‘Oh, my God, your big dick feels so fucking good in my married pussy!’

Your words damn near send me over the edge. I force myself to concentrate on breathing. In through the nose, out through the mouth – all that yoga shit. I haven’t had this much trouble keeping my shit together since I was a teenager. How the hell have you done this to me.

My reaction spurs you on. You explode into life now, riding me hard. You moan louder and louder, not caring if any of the other rooms can hear us together, and start to bounce up and down. My length plunges in and out of you in quick, rough movements. You’re so wet that I can see your cream coating my dick. More and more cream glistens on my shaft with every thrust and pump and bounce.

‘Oh, fuck!’ you say, in a high, shrill voice. ‘You’re gonna make me come all over that big fat dick!’ You grab the end of my tie and yank it tight, like I’m your wild animal on a leash. ‘Come on, baby, fuck me like my pathetic husband can’t!’

I can’t hold on anymore. You’re too good. You’re way
 too fucking good. Your clueless asshole husband does not deserve a goddess like you in his life, let alone his bed.

I grab your hips and start fucking you from beneath, pushing my length deep inside you, trying to bury myself in your womb.

‘Your husband never fucks you this good,’ I say, joining in. I can tell by your sparkling eyes and breathless moaning that belittling the man you married is a huge turn-on for you.

‘No, he can’t!’ You’re almost shrieking now, bouncing hard, gasping for air, riding me with everything you’ve got, pulling on the tie with every bounce. ‘He’s so fucking useless! His cock is too small for me, I need big hard dicks like yours!’

‘You want me to fuck your married pussy?’ I say, gritting my teeth. Fuck, it’s so hard to hang on right now. I’m on the edge of coming, but I need to hold on as long as I can.

‘Yes!’ Your body starts to shake and tremble. Your legs shudder. You sink down onto my cock, mouth agape, eyes wide, seeing me without seeing me. ‘I’m gonna come for you!’

I push up with my hips, plunging every last inch of my manhood inside you, and hold in that position. You cry out with pleasure, a long, throaty, animalistic exhortation of absolute passion. Your pussy clenches. Your fingers grip the tie. Your toes curl. Your eyes roll back. You keep coming. I feel it. I feel every rolling wave as it washes over you. The moment lasts a lifetime. It is beautiful to watch you climax. It is an amazing feeling to give you this pleasure.

You slowly come back to reality, gulping air, regaining control of your shuddering body. You look me in the eyes and a bright, happy, dopey grin spreads over your face. I give you a moment to enjoy this feeling, to revel in your post-orgasm glow.

Then I take charge.

I roll us over, throwing you down onto the bed, mounting you with savage, urgent need. Now I am on top and you are at my mercy. You cry out, loving it, grabbing my firm arms and digging your fingers into my skin. Your legs open wide, allowing me access, granting me permission to use your body for my pleasure.

I fuck you hard, driving my cock deep into your desperate, dripping womanhood. You moan louder with every deep, hard thrust. The sound of your pleasure drives on. I want to possess you. I want to have you. I want to be better than your husband and every other man you’ve ever fucked in your life. I want to be the naughty thought that makes you smile to yourself.

‘I love the way you fuck me!’ you say, still almost yelling the words. I love how vocal you are. I love how much you’re enjoying this. ‘Don’t stop!’

I grab your throat with one hand and squeeze enough to make you gasp. You nod, a dark, wicked look in your eyes. You want more. I grab your hand and pin it to the bed, holding you in place beneath me.

‘Yes!’ You now talk through gritted teeth, loving the way I treat you. Making you my dirty whore. ‘You gonna come in my married pussy?’

I nod.

‘Say it!’

‘I’m gonna come in your married pussy!’ I say. ‘I gonna fill your cheating pussy with my come, you want that?’

‘Yes!’

I can’t control myself any longer. I pound you now, unable to speak or think or hold back another moment. You cry out over and over with every thrust. I moan a final cry of passion and bury myself into you and finally reach the end of the road.

‘You’re coming in me!’ you say, gasping in delight. ‘Give it to me!’

I keep fucking you deep and hard as I erupt, driving my sticky seed as far inside your womanhood as I can. I want to leave my come so deep inside that you’ll never get me out. I want you to always remember me as the man who fucked you the best.

‘It feels so good!’ Your hand grips my arm, fingertips sinking into my flesh, leaving little white marks. I can’t feel it right now.

I fuck you until the last drops of my lust finally subside. I pump you a few more times for good measure, making damn sure that every last remnant of my come is buried deep in your womb. Then I release my grip on your hand and throat.

‘You’re so fucking good
,’ I say.

You giggle. Your sex gives me a playful squeeze, milking my shaft.

‘That was fun,’ you say. ‘Thank you.’

‘Always glad to help,’ I say. ‘You want to go again?’

‘Yes,’ you say, then pause. ‘But maybe we should get back to the party?’

Shit, the party. I had totally forgotten about that. Your husband is probably out cold somewhere twelve stories below us. We should get back before people notice we’re missing.

‘All right,’ I say. ‘But this isn’t over.’

‘I’m counting on it.’

I climb off the bed gather my discarded clothes. I have marks on my arms and burns from the tie around my neck. It feels damned good. Like I’ve been attacked by a wild animal.

‘Could you grab my other shoes?’ you say. ‘They’re out by the couch.’

‘Sure.’

I open the bedroom door-

-and jump in shock.

Your husband stands on the other side of the door, a malicious expression on his face.

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out. I’m practically naked. Hell, you are
 naked. You’re still on the bed, my seed dripping out of your used pussy. There’s no way this isn’t what it looks like.

‘You have a good time?’ Tom says, his eyes glinting. ‘You enjoy fucking my wife?’

My mouth opens and closes. I don’t know whether to run or fight.

‘Did you like it, baby?’ Your voice catches me by surprise. You sound perfectly at ease. Excited. Pleased.

Tom’s grin grows wider. He takes a step into the room. He isn’t staggering. He isn’t drunk. This doesn’t make any sense.

‘I loved it, Evelyn,’ Tom says. ‘You got me so hard.’

He takes off his suit jacket and tosses it aside.

‘What?’ I say.

Tom looks at me and says, ‘Get the fuck out of here. It’s my turn.’

He walks past me and climbs on the bed and kiss your aching, dripping, well-used pussy. You blow me a kiss and wave goodbye as your husband begins to lick and gently probe his tongue into your swollen lips.

I stumble back into the main room, pulling my clothes on as fast as I can. I stumble around the furniture like a drunkard returning home and grab the door handle. As I step out into the hallway, you moan soft and low, then giggle with delight.

Finally, it dawns on me. Everything makes sense. How easy it was to seduce you. The sudden change in your personality once we got into the bedroom. How vocal you were while we fucked. Your husband is a cuckold. You both played me to perfection.

‘Son of a bitch,’ I say, shaking my head in disbelief.

I close the door on your moans and walk back to the elevator. I thought I had won the game. Guess I was wrong about that.

###


Lizzie’s Awakening


Episode One: The Flower Ripens


Chapter One

I was desperate to lose my virginity. I make no apologies for it, that’s just the way it was. Of my group of friends, only myself and Amy were still virgins. Sammi had long since enjoyed her first time with her boyfriend and seemed to take enormous pleasure in telling Amy and I how it would be perfect
 and when it was time, we’d know
 and all of that. Apparently one side effect of losing your virginity is gaining the power of condescension.

Aside from Sammi, Lisa had also lost her virginity. We’d all been unwitting witnesses to that one, invited to a sleepover at her mum’s place while the parents were away for the weekend, only to hear Lisa and her boyfriend’s fumbling, awkward and frequently hilarious first attempts at lovemaking through the wall.

Just after Lisa lost it, Jodie came home from a vacation with her parents in Tenerife, claiming to have also done the nasty with a handsome bartender. Naturally, none of us believed her and we started referring to her as Jodinocchio
, until one girly night a few weeks later when a tipsy and slightly shame-faced Jodie produced a picture containing indisputable evidence that she was telling the truth. I remember that picture so clearly, even now. It must have been taken by the man from above as he made love to her, just as our friend started to climax. My beautiful friend Jodie was sprawled on her back, eyes squeezed tightly shut, mouth open in an O
 of total pleasure, one hand clutching the bed sheets, the other on her bare chest, breasts slightly blurred from the movement, her legs wrapped around the hips of the man, only his bronzed and sculpted torso and legs visible, his member disappearing into the softness beneath the wispy curls where her thighs met. It was a beautiful picture, not just from the purity of the moment in which it must have been taken, but for the look on my friend’s face. I admit that I looked at the photo a lot more than my friends did, staying up long after they had gone to sleep so I could study it in private. I loved the way her back arched, hips thrusting to meet her lover’s shaft. I loved the way her small, firm breasts were blurred from the energy of his pounding. But most of all, I loved the look on her face. The sheer, unrestrained joy of her expression, the colour of her cheeks, the curve of her lips, the way her eyes were shut, oblivious to everything but The Feeling.

It made me jealous, it’s true. I was jealous that Jodie had experience The Feeling, while I had yet to sample it. Of course, I knew a little of how my body worked. I had gotten myself off a few times in the dead of night, biting my pillow in case my parents should hear their daughter’s gasps of pleasure. I’d even watched porn a couple of times, but that made the act of sex look a bit gross and messy. What I wanted was the heat, the passion, the intensity of sex. I wanted a partner, a lover. I wanted The Feeling.

So out of the five of us, only two virgins were left. It caused a certain amount of friction between us, as Sammi, Lisa and Jodie seemed only to be able to talk about sex whenever we got together, while Amy and I would stand around awkwardly, listening.

But all that was about to change. My birthday was fast approaching, and I hadn’t yet made any plans. I figured we’d probably hang out together in one of our parents’ houses, sneaking alcohol out of the supposedly locked cabinet and making each other laugh. Maybe I would bring Dylan with me and kiss him at midnight, when my birthday officially began.

Dylan was my boyfriend at the time. We’d been going out together for a few weeks and had so far done nothing more than kiss with tongues. He was in a different class to us, a little older than myself. He had short brown hair that never stayed neat, no matter how many times he smoothed it, plus amazing deep green eyes and a gorgeous smile. I was certain that he was a virgin too, but I hadn’t asked him yet. I didn’t really want to know, either. I wanted him to be my first.

So, one day at school when Dylan pulled me to one side and whispered into my ear that his parents were out of town on my birthday weekend… well, my first thought was, this is it
! I was certain that it was my time. I would finally experience The Feeling.

But I tried not to show it. ‘Oh really?’ I said. ‘That’s good for you.’

He frowned slightly, even as he smiled at me. ‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘Maybe you could come over?’ he paused, looking at me with his deep green eyes, smiling that gorgeous smile. ‘We could… party
.’

‘I like the sound of that,’ I said, still playing it cool. ‘Should I invite my friends over too, or...?’

I let the question hang in the air.

He kissed me once, softly. It sent tingles throughout my whole body. I felt warmth spreading between my thighs.

‘Just you,’ Dylan said, breaking up our kiss. ‘Just you… and me. All alone.’

‘Anything could happen,’ I said.

‘Anything,’ he said.

He kissed me again, harder this time. I responded with equal passion, running my hands through his hair, letting my tongue explore his own. I felt something press into my thigh. Something hot and hard. His erection. The knowledge that I was turning him on made the warmth in my thighs grow hotter.

I wanted him.

He wanted me.

And this weekend, we would have each other.

****


Chapter Two

Naturally, I told my friends and they couldn’t stop talking about it. Repeatedly, they quizzed me on what I was going to wear, whether I had shaved my legs, how big I thought I though Dylan was, what position I would be in when he first entered me, how many times I thought we would have sex. On and on it went, all the rest of the week. Sammi never missed a chance to take me aside and tell me that she really liked it when her boyfriend was on top of her.

‘Though, obviously, I have much better orgasms when he takes me from me behind,’ she’d say, always in that slightly condescending way she had, as if having sex a handful of times made her the fountain of all knowledge.

When the day finally rolled around, I was a bundle of nerves. From the way my friends were acting, it could have been my wedding day. Sammi kept giving me advice and encouragement. Lisa told me not to rush it and spoil the moment. Jodie told me to relax and enjoy it. The only one not trying to offer encouragement was Amy. She hugged me as I prepared to leave for Dylan’s and whispered in my ear, ‘Don’t do it if you don’t want to.’

Thing is, I really wanted to.

****

‘Well hello there,’ said Dylan, opening the door to me. He wore an open shirt over a t-shirt above stonewashed jeans. ‘If it isn’t the birthday girl herself.’ His eyes swept appreciatively over my choice of outfit for this evening, a simple black dress that hugged my figure, ending at my creamy thighs. I had straightened my naturally curly black hair and painted my nails. I had even trimmed my hair down below into something a bit more presentable. I hoped he would like it. From the smile on his face, it looked like he did.

‘I hope you have a present for me,’ I said.

His eyes flashed. ‘The biggest you’ve ever laid eyes on.’

I smiled, stepped inside. He kissed me. I responded.

We started moving through the house, heading upstairs, kissing passionately, our tongues tasting each other hungrily, the warmth spreading again between my legs. I felt the burning need, the desire to have him, to make him mine
.

There was no art to this, no sophistication. We stumbled up the stairs, pausing to kiss passionately and grab at one another. We were two horny teenagers who wanted to fuck. His hands fumbled over my body, groping my small, firm breasts. They’re a lot bigger now, thank goodness, but at the time, I was so proud of them, of how firm they were and how pert they sat on my chest.

Finally, his hands went under my top and slid up, over my back, grazing my bare skin. Electric shivers coursed throughout my body, sending waves of pleasure that seemed to carry me out, away from myself, like a tide that pulls a hapless swimmer away from the shore. Every little feeling, each tiny sensation was all new to me, so exciting, so intense. It felt like I was really, truly alive for the first time.

He slid my top up, over my head. It fell to the stairs, forgotten. Dylan stepped back to admire my body, the soft breasts restrained by the white bra. I could feel my nipples growing hard beneath. I wondered how it would feel to have him suck on them. The knowledge that I would soon find out sent another wave of heat rushing out from my sex.

We continued up the stairs, now practically tearing clothes off one another, him tossing aside his pants, me kicking off my shoes.

When we finally burst into his room, we were down to our underwear. He shut the door and stood, leaning against it, admiring my body. I felt shy and exposed, wanting to cover myself, but I also needed to know if he appreciated what he saw. I liked the way his smile grew, became hungrier, as his eyes roamed my body, from my pretty, kissable lips, down my barely concealed breasts, across my smooth stomach, down to my white cotton panties. I was so wet I thought there must have been a damp patch on the front of my underwear. God, I was aching for him.

Judging from the growing bulge in the front of his boxers, Dylan was aching for me, too.

My heart was racing my chest as I tried to ready myself for the next step. In a few seconds, we would be naked. Was I ready for it? Was I ready for him?


Yes
.

And yes
.

We kissed again. Slower this time, two people desperately wanting to go the next step but afraid of pushing each other too fast. The warmth between my thighs was in danger of boiling over if he took too long to get on with it.

His hands brushed my shoulders, sliding down my arms. Tingles shot through me.

My hands ran down his smooth stomach, to the waistband of his boxers and the prize hidden within.

It was so close now. Everything I wanted.

Dylan’s hands slowly moved around my body, towards the clasp on the back of my bra. He was going to unhook it, expose my body to his eyes. I wanted him to do it. I wanted him to see me. I wanted to feel his hands on my soft breasts, his hot tongue on my hard nipples.

There was a bang
 from downstairs.

‘Yo, Dill? You in?’

Dylan jumped away from me as if he’d been yanked. Shit!’ he said. ‘My brother!’

‘Your brother?’ I said, failing to understand what was happening, suddenly aware that I was in my underwear.

‘He’s supposed to be away too, shit!’ Dylan said, hurriedly grabbing his clothes from the floor and pulling them on. He tossed me what clothing I’d removed in his room and dashed out into the hallway, pulling the door shut behind him. I stood there, mouth opening and closing, holding my clothes, feeling the fire inside me sputter and die.

****


Chapter Three

So, in the end, I didn’t lose my virginity to Dylan that night. Instead I endured a very uncomfortable evening, being hidden away in his room, like I was something to be ashamed of. He refused to let me out, in case his brother saw.

‘If he tells my parents I had a girl over while they were out, I’m dead,’ he kept saying.

We spent the evening sitting on his bed, watching movies, trying not to move too much, just in case Dylan’s brother became suspicious and walked into the room to investigate. I couldn’t even sneak to the bathroom because Dylan was afraid fear that my footsteps would draw the attention of the man downstairs.

In short, it was a long, boring, tedious, frustrating evening. I lay next to Dylan in his bed, thinking how easy it would be to roll on top of him, maybe force him to fuck me. All I wanted was my present. It was my birthday, after all.

****

Fast forward a few hours. Dylan had long since given me a pathetic, chaste kiss on the cheek and wished me goodnight. I lay awake, annoyed, unsatisfied, feeling the embers of my earlier desire. How could this night have gone so wrong? I had shaved my legs, picked out decent underwear, made myself ready. I had done everything right, hadn’t I? So why did I feel like I had failed?

I was pissed off and I wanted to go home. At least there I could get myself off without worrying about the bed springs drawing unnecessary attention. God, my pussy was aching like I had never felt it ache before. I slipped my hand down the front of my panties and ran a finger along the soft folds, feeling the incredible heat, the incredible wetness. It felt almost slick to the touch.

For a moment, I entertained the idea of stripping off and climbing on top of Dylan, but I knew he would freak out. I’d tried to tease him a couple of times, letting my hand slowly move up his thigh while we watched movies, trying to plead with my eyes that I was ready, so ready, so far beyond ready that it wasn’t even fair. But Dylan wouldn’t do anything beyond holding my hand. He was too scared of what his brother might do or say to even kiss me properly.

So instead I resolved to sneak out and go home. The house was dark. I hadn’t heard anything for a while. I assumed that the mystery brother had fallen asleep on the couch, or had managed to sneak upstairs to bed.

This was my chance. I slipped out of bed and gathered my clothes up, pulling my dress down over my head. Dylan had grabbed all our clothes and dumped them in a pile when his brother came in, so I had to sort everything out using the moonlight that shone in through his window. As I moved silently across the room, I could feel how damp my panties were. I blushed at how dirty that made me feel and took them off. They would have to come home in my bag. Maybe the cool night air would calm down the fire that was threatening to overtake my pussy.

Clothes gathered, I slipped my shoes on and took a quick glance around to make sure I hadn’t missed anything. It was hard to tell in the darkness, but I was sure I had everything. Mission accomplished, I quietly opened the door and slipped out in the gloomy silence of the house.

Nothing moved. The only sound was of my own heart pounding against my chest as I crept across the thick carpet of the landing and down the stairs. Then I paused, listening. The door to what I assumed must have been the living room was closed. It sounded like the TV was playing on the other side.

My hands went to the lock on the front door and started pulling the bolt across. I paused. My throat was dry. Maybe I should take a drink for the walk back?

I crept along the hallway, feeling my pulse quicken. The kitchen door hung open at the far end. To get there, I had to pass the closed living room door without making a sound.

My breath caught in my throat as a floorboard under the carpet gave a low squeak. I froze, hardly daring to breathe, my feet cemented to the floor.

A moment passed. Nothing happened. I breathed a small sigh of relief and continued, into the dark kitchen.

The room was illuminated by the silver glow of the moon shining through one big window. I could make out a few things. The sink glimmered. The fridge door shone. A tin full of utensils glowed. I crept further into the kitchen, wondering if this drink would be worth the risk. My hand reached out, touched the tap.

The hallway light snapped on.

I gasped, spun around. There, in the kitchen door, stood an enormous, broad-shouldered silhouette in dark boxer shorts.

‘I was pretty certain Dylan had company over,’ said the silhouette. ‘Can’t for the life of me think why he hasn’t introduced us.’

The man stepped forward into the kitchen and now I could see him more clearly. From the way Dylan spoke about his brother, I had imagined a younger sibling, the kind who would go running off to tell mum and dad the moment he heard so much as a creaky bedspring. Maybe he would be short, spotty. I pictured a rat-like face, for some reason. But the young man standing before me in naught but his underwear was taller than Dylan, much broader and more muscular. His short blond hair shined from the light in the hallway. He looked totally at ease with his body and the fact that a strange woman had just caught him in his underwear. He looked tough, but his face was gentle and his eyes were shining at me in the half-light. I liked the way he was smiling at me, as though he approved of me.

‘I’m so sorry,’ I stammered, ‘I was grabbing a drink on my way out, I’ll be gone in a minute.’

‘No rush,’ he said. ‘Take your time.’

My fingers were shaking as I turned the tap on. Was it from the shock of being discovered, or something else?

‘Here.’ The muscular young man stepped towards me and opened a cupboard. He passed me a glass. I took it, my fingers touching his for a moment. He looked at me, still with that smile. The flames were stirring again, ignited by the touch of his fingers.

‘Thank you,’ I said, noting he hadn’t stepped away from me yet.

‘If you’d prefer, there’s a coke in the fridge.’

I frowned. A coke? Did he think I was a child? That wouldn’t do. I had to show him that I was older than that. I was a young woman, a young woman with a fire between her thighs and a longing to know if the man in front of me was as strong as he looked.

‘I’d rather have a beer,’ I said, challenging him.

He shrugged, stepped back, gesturing to the fridge. ‘Bottom shelf,’ he said.

I turned my back on him, opened the fridge. Light spilled out across my legs, gleaming off my skin. I smiled to myself.

Then I bent over, feeling my dress slide slowly up my thighs as I did.

From the sudden intake of breath behind me, I could tell that he had seen exactly what I wanted him to see. My panties were in my bag, and my pussy felt wet between my thighs.

He let out a long, low sigh. ‘Dylan’s a lucky boy,’ he said.

I grabbed a beer, straightened up, the show over. ‘Dylan didn’t even get that far,’ I said. ‘He freaked out when you came home and refused to do anything.’

He chuckled. ‘You’re kidding. If he’d just said something, I would have gone straight back out.’

‘He thought you would tell your parents,’ I said, cracking the beer open.

He shook his head. ‘Why would I? It’s about time he brought a girl over. I was starting to worry.’

‘Either way,’ I said, ‘he’s missed his chance now.’

Sighing, he stepped closer to me. ‘Such a shame,’ he said. ‘If I were in his shoes, I wouldn’t stop even if the roof caved in.’

‘Sounds like I met the wrong brother,’ I said, taking a gulp of beer.

He paused, looking at me with hungry eyes. I knew he’d seen my legs, my ass, maybe even a glimpse of my wet lips as I bent over. There looked to be an internal struggle going on in his head. Maybe he was thinking that it would be wrong to take his brother’s girl. Maybe he was worrying that he was a few years older than me. Maybe he was thinking about how tight my pussy would be when he fucked me.

‘Can I get some of that?’ he held out his hand for the beer. I stepped towards him, placed the can in his hand. Then I surprised both of us by raising myself up on my toes and gently placing my lips against his.

He responded immediately, opening his mouth and letting his tongue gently trace along my lips until I let him in. I heard the beer clatter as he put it on the counter, forgotten. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me in closer to him. I could feel the heat from his taut skin, the way the muscles tightened as he clutched at me. More than that, I could feel his shorts stirring as the hard length beneath them began to stir, pressing into my thigh.

He kissed me with so much more vigour and passion than Dylan had. This was a man with needs, desires. He wanted me so much more. The way his tongue stroked mine, explored my mouth, the way his hands roamed my body, caressing my bare skin, all of it fanned the flames that seemed to engulf my soaking sex. When Dylan had touched me, it sent ripples of desire throughout my body. When his brother touched me, it felt like a lightning strike was going off under my skin. He wasn’t nervous. He wasn’t shy. He was bold, confident. He smiled at me like he could read my mind and understand my desires.

Oh, god, I wanted this.

I wanted him
.

Then his hands slid down my body, to the hem of my dress, and slowly began moving up my thighs.

My universe changed.

****


Chapter Four

All rational thinking stopped. I was moving on instinct, going on feeling alone. I didn’t really know what to do, but my body seemed to take over.

His hands lifted the dress up, exposing my bare ass cheeks. He gently stroked them as he kissed me, little ripples coursing through me with each touch. The fire spread, and I could feel how wet I was when I squeezed my thighs together.

His hands started to caress and squeeze my ass, each touch gradually becoming firmer, hungrier. He traced a finger along my ass crack. I gasped, wiggled. I wasn’t ready for that
 just yet. He seemed to understand, and returned his hands to the small matter of my dress, breaking up our kiss long enough to remove my delicate fabric shield.

For the second time that day, the dress slid up and over my head, exposing my soft, tight body to the approving eyes of a hungry man. A warm smile spread across his face as he drank in every detail, eyes shining. His gaze roamed from my slightly messy hair, across my cotton-covered mounds, down to the trim black curls that pointed the way to my dripping sex.

‘Wow,’ he said, voice hoarse.

I giggled shyly, bit my lip. What were girls supposed to do at this point? I didn’t know. Was it time to remove his shorts? I hesitated.

He must have sensed my hesitation, because he leaned in and kissed my neck, soft at first, then harder as he allowed his lips to roam the sensitive skin. Each kiss set off an explosion under the skin, a sudden burst of heat and pressure that made me feel almost light-headed. The pleasure was so great, I almost didn’t realize what his hands doing behind my back until his fingers twisted and the bra came loose at my chest. His hands found their way back to my shoulders and slid the straps down my arms until the whole bra fell away from me. The whole time, his lips never stopped working their way across my neck and throat.

For the first time, I was completely naked in the presence of a man who wanted me. again, I felt the desire to become shy, to cover my body and turn away, but the way his eyes seemed to drink me in, delighting in my every detail, gave me a curious strength I didn’t know I possessed.

I faced him squarely, hands by my sides, fingers shaking slightly from tension and arousal, watched his eyes sweep over me, the bulge in his shorts growing, taking shape with each passing second.

‘Wow,’ he said again.

I wondered what he would do if I told him then that I was a virgin. Would it excite or shame him? I decided to stay quiet, my heart racing in my chest, breathing quietly, watching him grow excited at my nakedness.

Finally, I couldn’t stand the tension any longer.

‘You going to stand there or night,’ I said, ‘or are you going to show a girl a good time?’ It seemed like a good thing to say, though it makes me cringe to remember it now.

His eyes fixed on mine. ‘Have you ever done this before?’ he said.

I blushed, averted my eyes. How could he have known?

‘It’s okay,’ he said. ‘If you’re not ready…’

I reached out, grabbed at the hard bulge in his shorts.

‘I’m more than ready,’ I said, kissing him once more to shut him up, before he could talk me out of it.

His strong arms enveloped me again, wrapping around me. I felt so safe, so wanted, so needed. It was wonderful.

Then I felt his arms slide down my body again. He lifted me up. I broke off our kiss long enough to gasp in surprise as he placed me carefully on the kitchen counter. He kissed me again, working his slow, gentle way down my body with his lips, paying special attention to my firm little tits and hard pink nipples while I gasped and bit my lip and moaned, holding on to the edge of the counter for fear I might float off. I felt the searing heat of his tongue, drawing little circles around my nipples, the sudden hardness as his teeth grazed my breasts, gave the sensitive skin a gentle bite.

Finally, his soft lips left my breasts, heading south, trailing across my stomach, down, down, down, until I could feel his chin brushing through the patch of hair I had so neatly trimmed just hours earlier. My breath caught in my throat. Was this it? Was it time? Would it hurt when he entered me?

But he surprised me again, sinking to his knees on the kitchen floor. I let out a sudden involuntary cry of pleasure as he kissed the wet folds of my sex, gently parting the lips with his tongue. God, it felt wonderful. His tongue gently flicked and probed at my most delicate areas, looping and stroking, tasting and teasing, delving and driving. I moaned, running my hands through his short blond hair, hoping to hold him in that position forever. Every touch of his tongue seemed to increase the pounding of my heart. I could feel the fire inside me spreading throughout me, consuming my body and soul in its flaming grip. I was lost to it, lost to desire, lost to sweet, perfect bliss.

My moans became louder, longer, as his tongue flicked in and out of my wet entrance. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. Hotter and smoother than my own fingers, yet gentle and soft. He gave a little murmur of pleasure as he sampled my sweet juices, his tongue pushing deeper inside me, pulling out, licking at my soaking lips, diving back inside me.

My body began to act of its own accord. My back arched, pushing my pussy into his face. My legs wrapped around his neck, pulling him in closer. My hands gripped his hair as tight as I dared. My eyes closed, the sensations overwhelming me.

Then his tongue traced a line from my aching, burning hole up to the hard nub of flesh that I knew so well. He licked it, softly, once, twice, tracing a line over it with his tongue. I cried out again. It became harder to breathe, everything seemed to be happening at once, I felt the pressure rising inside me, the incredible, joyous rising of sheer, total, complete pressure that could only mean one thing-

Then, suddenly, I felt it.

The Feeling.

It surged through me like a wave, every pore, every fibre of my being shocked into life all at once. It felt like I was coming up for air after too long underwater. I took a deep lungful of air and cried out once, loud, shrill, long, lost to ecstasy, wanting to be quiet but unable to make my body obey. I felt alive yet dead, lost yet found, awake yet dreaming. I was floating far above the world, oblivious to everything, completely powerless to the sensation, knowing that I was shrieking and screaming loud enough to wake the dead. It felt incredible. I felt so alive
.

He kept lapping away at me, tasting me, licking up all the juices, while I slowly returned to my own body. Every little sensation seemed more powerful now, my body twitching and shuddering with every movement of his tongue. It was hard to draw breath. My chest rose and fell. My fingers released their grip on his hair.

‘Wow.’ I was my turn to state the obvious.

He gave my dripping pussy one final kiss and leaned back, admiring his handiwork, smiling up at me.

Then he stood up. His manhood was firm and hard, pushing against the fabric of his shorts, crying out to be free.

‘May I have the pleasure of fucking you now?’ he asked.

I nodded, weak from the power of my orgasm.

‘Let’s go somewhere more comfortable,’ he said.

His strong arms wrapped around me again and I was lifted from the kitchen counter. The world moved and blurred as he carried me into the darkened living room. I was weak and shattered, barely able to think straight. If he could do this me with his tongue…

The door clicked shut behind us as he moved across the dark room. I felt him fumble around with something, then he lay me down. I found myself on top of the couch cushions that he had pushed onto the floor. He picked up a pair of discarded jeans, pulled a wallet from the pocket. Something silvery flashed in the gloom as he took it from the wallet. I heard foil tearing.

It took an enormous effort to raise my head from the cushions. I watched as he dropped his shorts and kicked them one side.

It was the first time I had seen a cock in real life and I’ll never forget it. His cock was bigger than it had looked when it was trapped inside the shorts. It was thick – meaty
 – and when I saw it for the first time, my only thought was, how will that fit inside me?


My face must have betrayed this inner thought, because he looked at me and smiled as he pulled the condom over his length. ‘Don’t you worry baby girl,’ he said. ‘I’ll go slow and gentle.’

I nodded, a little afraid, a little apprehensive. I remembered Jodie’s advice to me, to relax and enjoy myself. I closed my eyes, let out a deep breath, feeling my body loosen, the muscles unwinding.

Then he kneeled on the cushions and gently spread my legs apart. I felt cool air touching the hot, sticky wetness between my thighs and tried to remind myself to relax.

‘If you want to stop, just say so,’ he said.

A little voice in my head said that I wasn’t going to stop, not even if the roof caved in.

He lay down above me, holding himself up with his hands, looking at me with his gorgeous eyes and gently shifted his weight. I felt the heat coming off his cock and gasped as it touched the folds of my womanhood.

‘Wait!’ I cried suddenly.

‘What, what is it?’ he said, eyes wide.

‘What’s your name?’ I asked.

He laughed, the sound tinged with relief. ‘James,’ he said. ‘Call me James.’

‘James,’ I said, rolling the name around and liking the sound of it. ‘Okay, James… please fuck me.’

‘As you wish.’

He pushed slowly upwards. I felt the head of his cock touch my lips, then part them. The heat of it was incredible. It felt as if he was on fire as much as I was. Then his cock touched the entrance to my pussy and he paused, trying to get the angle right. I felt my pussy stretch wider as the thick head of his shaft gently pushed forward, going inside me. It was a little uncomfortable at first, and there was a slight pain as my pussy grew wide enough to fit him inside me. I closed my eyes, focussing on the feeling, knowing that it would be worth it, had to be worth it-

Then, suddenly, he was inside me. I cried out as he slowly, gently, pushed his entire length into my pussy. The fire suddenly exploded and I felt as though I was on the verge of another massive climax already.

‘Holy fuck
,’ he gasped as my pussy gripped his firm cock, ‘you’re so fucking tight
.’

My arms snaked around his body, pulling him down close to me. The feeling of his burning skin against mine was wonderful. I was experiencing a hundred different, overwhelming sensations as if for the first time.

James began to move, slowly withdrawing his hard member, then gently pushing it back inside.

I gasped and moaned, grabbing at his skin with my hands, wrapping my legs around him, trying to pull him deeper inside me, wanting him, needing him, trying to push my hips up to meet his, even as the fire threatened to overtake me once more.

He gasped and grunted, never looking anywhere but my face. Our eyes burned into one another’s as we moved together, his thickness filling me up, my wetness gripping him tight. He pushed a little deeper, a little harder, a little faster each time, breathing hard from concentration. He must have been trying so hard to be gentle with me.

Then, finally, his resolve failed and he started to fuck me.

Hard.

I cried out, gasped, moaned, transformed from an inexperienced girl into a full, sexy woman in a single moment. I wanted him to ravage me.

My legs wrapped around his waist as he leaned back above me, thrusting harder and harder, slipping in and out of me, stretching my pussy, stretching my soul. I pushed up to meet him with every thrust, wanting him deeper inside me, trying to pull him deeper inside, needing him to fuck me, to make me whole, to make me feel it
 again.

His breathing grew heavier, his thrusting faster and harder. He was losing control, getting close.

‘So… fucking… tight
,’ he said, one word escaping his taut lips with each thrust.

I threw my head back and moaned and cried, clutching at him so tight I must have been hurting him.

Then his pounding grew more desperate, the thrusts becoming faster, shallower.

‘I’m… gonna…’ he said.

On instinct, my legs wrapped him tighter and pulled him as deep inside me as I could manage. He gave a final gasp and cried out, just as the fire inside me reached fever pitch and I called out his name-

The Feeling consumed me again. It consumed him. Consumed both of us.

We came together, my pussy tightening on him, gripping him, unable to let him pull out. I felt his hot rush of semen crashing against the condom deep inside me as his balls emptied.

He collapsed on top of me, breathing hard. I gasped for air, my body shaking with the intensity.

We lay like that for some time, bodies entwined. I felt him grow soft inside me. I stroked his hair, kissed his stubbly cheek.

Somewhere far off, a small clock gave a midnight chime.

‘Happy birthday to me,’ I said.

‘Many happy returns,’ he grinned.

****

I broke things off with Dylan the next day. I felt bad about sleeping with his brother – amazing as it was – but I didn’t tell him my reason for ending it. There was no way I would allow things to become awkward in his family.

I entered his house a girl and I left it a woman.

It was strange how everything and nothing was different after that. I felt more in control of my body than I had before, more aware of what I liked and didn’t like. My body seemed to respond better to my own touch and every time I thought of what James had done to me, I felt the fire beginning to smoulder all over again.

Naturally, my friends all pressed me for details of what happened that night and how it was. I only smiled and told them that it was as perfect as it could have been.

So that’s the story of how I lost my virginity, of the night that changed me.

After that, I was never the same again.

I was hungry for more.

And I would soon have it.

My awakening had begun

###


Episode Two: The Flower Glistens


Chapter Five

I lay awake under my duvet, biting into my pillow to keep from making a sound. It was the dead of night; my parents were long asleep, but I was awake. Wide awake. And needing release.

As my teeth clenched the pillow and my fingers performed their subtle dance in my burning folds, my mind raced with thoughts of Dylan’s brother James and the intense, incredible night we had shared together. I thought of how his tongue had lapped at my cleft, as I gently teased and probed the same spot with my fingers. I thought of how my aching entrance had stretched to fit him inside me as I slipped a curious finger into that same hole. I thought of how incredibly powerful my orgasm had been as he had climaxed with me.

Trouble was that my fingers weren’t doing the same job. I’d been experimenting and playing with myself more and more in the weeks since I’d lost my virginity, and knew how to get myself off. The problem was that it
 didn’t feel the same. I still came, I still climaxed, I still felt the waves of pressure explode inside me and then subside, but The Feeling was different. It wasn’t nearly as satisfying as it had been when James made me come. It was… lacking somehow.

I lay in my bed, feeling the pressure inside me subside, knowing that what I needed was a man. I needed sex. Losing my virginity was one thing. What I needed now was passion, intensity…

Yes, I needed sex.

****


Chapter Six

Sex had become something of a rift in my group of friends. Sammi had a steady boyfriend and seemed to take enormous pleasure in letting us all know how much sex they were having. Lisa and her boyfriend had parted ways after a few bumpy, awkward sexual encounters that she would describe in hilariously lurid detail when we were together at a sleepover. Jodie seemed perfectly content with her one-time lover from abroad. Amy still hadn’t had her first time at all, and always seemed to retreat into herself when the stories began to be swapped. I still hadn’t come clean with them about what really happened that night at Dylan’s, but at they’d stopped asking me why I’d dumped Dylan the day after we supposedly slept together. Thank goodness for small mercies.

Sure, there were plenty of boys at school who caught my eye, and most of them would probably have responded if I’d made a move on them. The problem was that I didn’t want a boy
. Lisa’s boyfriend was the same age as her and it sounded like he spent more time trying to find her buttons than he did pressing them. And after Dylan’s older brother had shown me what it truly meant to climax, I wanted a man
, and there were none to be found at my school. The few male teachers were at least a decade past their prime, if you know what I mean. That left me with, well, nobody who could fill the burning, yawning need I felt inside me.

Until I met Mister Hicks.

Mister Hicks was a friend of my dad’s from work. He was going through a tricky divorce and had trouble coping at home. With a big deadline coming up at work – something about accounts, or making a deal, or selling something, I wasn’t quite sure what my dad did – Mister Hicks was struggling to look after his two children. So, my dad, in his infinite wisdom, asked me if I wouldn’t mind babysitting for his friend’s children a couple of evenings a week while they worked long hours trying to finish up their projects.

‘It’s not every night,’ my dad had said, ‘only Tuesdays and Thursdays, when his sister can’t make it. Besides, he’s said he can pay you. All you have to do is make sure his kids are in bed by seven and then you can do your homework and get paid for it. Sounds like a sure-fire win to me!’

I had groaned and grumbled and said that I didn’t want to look after a stranger’s children, but my dad had insisted that I at least try it once. For him, if nothing else.

So, I had, and I’d not regretted it.

Mister Hicks was nothing like my dad. He was younger than my dad, barely in his thirties, and he was incredibly good-looking. He was well-built, with dark hair, dark eyes, and a quick smile. He was always polite and courteous, constantly asking if I was okay and if I’d had enough to eat and drink.

‘My home is your home too,’ he’d say. ‘And call me Mark, please.’

There was something about him that got to me. He really loved his kids. He never talked about the divorce, but I could tell that I got to him – there was a certain strain that showed on his face after a long day at the office.

The job was even easier than my dad had said it would be. His kids weren’t paint-throwing, snot-drooling, screaming hellions like I’d half-expected them to be. They were polite but shy and never complained when I told them it was time to go to bed. Whenever I went up to check on them they were sounds asleep.

After three or four visits, I wasn’t going there for the money. I was going there to spend time with Mark when he got home. We’d talk for a while and I’d tell him how his kids had been – quiet little angels, as always – and he’d ask how I was and I would blush at his warm smile and wonder if maybe, just maybe… but nothing ever happened. Mark was a perfect gentleman which, oddly, made me even more attracted to him.

So, imagine my disappointment when my dad looked up at me over the breakfast table and said, ‘Good news, sweetie. We’re expecting to have everything finished tonight, so you won’t have to babysit anymore!’

I was crushed. The brief time I spent with Mark meant everything to me. I’d fantasize about it every spare moment, thinking that if I just leaned in and kissed him… he’d sweep me off my feet and carry me upstairs. In my fantasies, Mark was the perfect gentleman, but once he had me in his bedroom, he was an animal. I would imagine his strong arms pining me against him while he had his way with me. I’d try and guess how big he was, wondering if he would stretch me like James did, or maybe Mark would make me pleasure him for hours and hours and hours…

So that day after school, I took a little longer getting ready before heading over to Mark’s house. I took my makeup kit and grabbed a change of clothes. If this was going to be the last time I saw him, then he was going to remember me. I was certain of it.

****


Chapter Seven

The night seemed to drag on forever, I swear. The kids were little darlings as always – they’d finished all their homework and were quietly playing when I turned up – and there wasn’t anything to except wait for them to go to bed. I kept glancing at my watch every thirty seconds, as if that would make the night roll on a little faster. I was almost sat on the edge of the couch for most of the night, watching the children play together, lost in my own world, wondering if tonight was the night, that maybe, just maybe, their dad would notice that I wasn’t a little girl. Maybe tonight he would notice that I was a woman, that I was all his. If he wanted me to be.

The sun sank down behind the other houses, casting its long shadows across the streets outside. Dog walkers and after-work joggers crossed paths in the dying light, while I remained perched on the couch, hands gripping my knees, afraid that at any moment my own willpower would fail me and I would decide against what I wanted to do tonight.

Finally, after a long, painful eternity of waiting, the time finally came to usher the children upstairs to bed. They didn’t complain as I tried to hustle them upstairs. They didn’t complain when I told them to be quick getting into their pyjamas. The only thing either of them said was, ‘Night, night, Lizzie.’

I stood in the doorway, about to walk out, hand on the light switch, looking back at their sleepy faces.

‘Night, night,’ I said.

‘I wish you could be my mummy,’ one of them said.

‘If your daddy will have me,’ I said, and felt a tiny, almost unconscious throb inside me as the words came out. If your daddy will have me
. God, I hoped he would. I hoped he would have me that very night.

I blushed, turned off the light so they wouldn’t see my face, and closed the door on them. It was time for me to start getting ready. Mark usually came home around an hour after the kids went to bed. I didn’t have long to prepare myself.

****

There was one secret I had that Mark didn’t know about. One time, several weeks before, the main fuse had blown, plunging me into darkness. I’d used the light on my phone as a torch and gone looking for the fuse box. I had to search pretty thoroughly, but finally found what I was looking for in a hidden cupboard in Mark’s office. The light had come on and I’d found myself in Mark’s private office, a workroom that the children weren’t allowed in. I’d never gone in there either, but, seeing as I as in there already, it couldn’t hurt to check the room out, make sure that nothing had been damaged by the sudden blackout, right?

I’ll admit that standing in Mark’s private space was pretty exciting. I felt naughty, like I was sneaking into Mark’s most secret room, as if I were peeking behind a curtain at something not meant to be seen. I felt a little thrill, a tiny tingle, rushing in me as I crept around, careful not to disturb anything.

That was when I discovered Mark’s secret stash.

Well, when I say ‘discovered’, I mean, ‘opened the top draw of a filing cabinet and found at the very back’. And when I say, ‘secret stash’, I mean, ‘hidden porn magazine’. It was a few years old and had clearly been opened and thrown back in the cabinet a few times, but it was still in good condition.

I think it was my first time looking at a real porn magazine. I’d seen porn videos before on the internet. That was kinda gross and messy. This was my first time seeing still images of naked men and women. The pictures were all airbrushed and posed, the subjects flexing and pouting.

It took my breath away. Beautiful women, perfect figures, willing faces. Their perfect legs spread wide open for the camera, for Mark, for me, to see and admire. Yes, it turned me on, but whether that was because what I was seeing aroused me, or knowing that it aroused Mark, I couldn’t say. But I flicked through the magazine, peeking further behind the curtain I wasn’t supposed to look around, and I learned a lot more about Mark. My perfect gentleman had a hidden dirty streak and that was far hotter than I could ever have imagined. Now I knew what turned him on the most, I could use that to my advantage.

****

It took me about twenty minutes to get myself ready. Everything had to be perfect, everything had to be just right. If this was my last chance to spend any time with Mark, then this was my last chance to try and tempt him. God, I wanted him to be tempted. I wanted to show him that I was sexy; that I could turn him on like the women in the magazine; that I could make him smile again. Between the divorce, the children, and his job, Mark always seemed tired, seemed down. He deserved to be happy. And I wanted the chance to make him happy.

I had brought a few small candles with me and placed them around the living room, their lights casting a soft, romantic glow about the space. Then I changed into my outfit: a school shirt that was a size too small – no bra underneath, naturally – and a skirt that I’d cut a little shorter. My breasts seemed to have grown slightly over the past few weeks, so the shirt didn’t quite
 button up over my chest anymore, while the skirt showed off my freshly shaved legs perfectly. He had to notice me tonight. He couldn’t not
.

Finally, I sorted my hair and makeup, taking extra care to ensure I looked absolutely stunning. Smoky eyes; perfect pinks lips; hair slightly flicked out to suggest an air of danger, that this girl didn’t give a fuck. By the time I was done, I almost didn’t recognize myself. I looked incredible.

And then the waiting began. I shut the living room door and lay back against the couch, trying to feel calm, hoping I looked calm, feeling my heart racing, hoping and pray that neither of the kids would wake up tonight.

My heart skipped a beat with every squeak and creak of the house. I didn’t turn the TV on, afraid that I wouldn’t hear Mark coming home if I did. I stayed right where I was, listening the world around me, watching the flickering shadows dance on the walls, feeling my pussy slowly growing wetter as I imagined what might happen later on. Mark would come home and find me, his perfect little present, waiting for him. He would take me then and there on the couch, make me his. All his. All for one night.

God I was horny. And the waiting only made it worse. I wanted to slip my hand under my skirt and get myself off, to let my fingers tease and caress my hot, wet pussy, but I didn’t want to overdo it before Mark came home. If anyone was going to make me come tonight, I wanted it to be him.

The minutes ticked by, every single second feeling like an eternity of torture. All I could think was, please, not tonight. Don’t let this go wrong tonight
. Over and over, the words repeated in my mind, dancing and singing, tormenting me even further. Until finally I heard the sound of a car pulling up outside.

My breath caught in my throat. It didn’t sound like the car was pulling into the driveway, just stopping outside on the road. I listened intently, feeling confused and disappointed. Where was Mark? It was now much later than usual. Had something gone wrong at work? Had he gotten tied down somehow?

Then I heard the key in the lock and stiffened, heart racing in my chest, full of nervous excitement. The front door opened. Closed. His briefcase thumped to the floor. I checked the room to make sure everything was in place. The candles were glowing. My outfit was perfect. This was it. Moment of truth.

Mark was home.

****


Chapter Eight

The living room door opened and Mark stepped into the room, little more than a shadow with a glowing face in the candlelight.

‘What’s this?’ he said, looking around, confused.

‘Surprise,’ I said, from my position on the couch.

He looked down at me, startled.

‘Liz?’ he said. ‘Is that you?’

‘Yes it is,’ I said, fighting to keep my voice steady, to try and sound as sultry as I looked. It wasn’t easy. My stomach was doing backflips and my throat felt like it was drying up.

‘What’s going on?’ he said.

‘I… I thought it would be nice for you to come home to this,’ I said. ‘Now that your work is finished, and all.’

He ran a hand over his face as if trying to smooth out all the lines.

‘I’m so sorry I’m late,’ he said, ‘I totally forgot!’ He sat down on the edge of the couch, by my feet. ‘Yeah, we finished up today and had a few drinks to celebrate. I’m so sorry, I should have called you. Thank you for staying so late.’

But there was something in his voice. Some sadness. He didn’t seem pleased that his work was done.

I sat up a little, put a hand on his arm. I could feel the muscles beneath, tensed, poised.

‘Mark?’ I said, ‘are you okay?’

He nodded absent-mindedly, gazing ahead at one of the candles.

I moved a bit closer to him. I could smell him, the scent of aftershave, musk… the smell of a man. Not a boy, a real man. My throat seemed to become a little drier.

‘Are you sure?’ I said.

He ran another hand over his tired face.

‘Divorce came through today,’ he said. ‘It’s all done. Work’s done, marriage is done… everything’s done.’

‘Oh,’ I said, my heart sinking, mentally cursing myself for trying something so stupid as to try and seduce the man I babysit for. What did I think would happen? Did I really think that this would work? That all his problems would be solved if I just teased him with the promise of my pussy? No, of course not. I felt so stupid. So humiliated. I suddenly wished I could get dressed and run out of the house.

‘Ah well,’ he said. ‘Fresh start now, right?’ He looked over at me with that warm, charming smile of his and patted my leg, almost as if he didn’t realize what he was doing. The feel of his hand sent shockwaves through me. He’d never touched my legs before, and the feeling of his warm skin on my soft thighs was electric.

Fuck it.

I moved in closer and put my arms around his neck, pulling him against me.

‘Everything will be fine,’ I told him. ‘You’re an amazing man, you really are.’

‘Tell that to my ex-wife,’ he said, and I could hear the smile in his words as he responded to my embrace, his strong arms wrapping around my small frame. It felt wonderful.

I held him against me as long as I could, drinking it in, the smell of him, the heat of him, the feel of him. I loved it all. I needed it all. Every second that passed by seemed to make the heat of my pussy more and more unbearable. I had to have him. I needed to have him.

Finally he began to pull back from me.

‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘Thank you for everything. You’ve been so amazing.’

I leaned in and kissed him softly on the lips. He stiffened in surprise. I kissed him again, slower, pressing myself against him, getting onto my knees on the couch, wrapping my arms around his neck again, trying to tell him with my body the words that were screaming through my mind, TAKE ME
.

He pulled away, blinking at me in surprise. I was on my knees, my breasts right in front of his face, stretching the tight material of my old school shirt, making them look bigger, firmer, harder.

‘Liz?’ he said, ‘what are you…?’

I didn’t give him the chance to think. I pulled his head against my chest, his breathing coming hard and heavy against the exposed top half of my breasts, the sensation sending more tingles through me. It felt as if I was being gently electrocuted.

Then Mark began to soften, his resistance starting to crumble. I felt his hands slide up and down my thighs as his mouth began to kiss the soft skin of my chest. Slowly at first, almost timidly, then gradually getting faster, to grow in intensity as the need began to take hold of him too. I groaned as his hot mouth kissed and sucked at the tops of my breasts, as his hands began to slide along my smooth thighs, as my fingers ran through his hair, and all I could think was, yes! He wants me!


His hands slid all the way along my thighs, down to my skirt, then around the back. He cupped and squeezed my ass, sending little electric jolts of pleasure through me, even as his tongue began to lick at my breasts.

I closed my eyes and arched my back, desperate for him to touch as much of me as possible, desperate for him to lick and taste as much of me as possible, wanting him to be close to me, needing him to be close to me, knowing that if he didn’t have me tonight, I’d never be able to put out the raging inferno that roared inside me.

Then he pulled away, face stunned.

‘We… we shouldn’t do this,’ he said. ‘I can’t do this. You’re my friend’s daughter for god’s sake.’

For one brief second I thought about grabbing my stuff and running out of the house. I thought about sprinting home, eyes streaming with tears. I thought about lying under my duvet, crying into my pillow.

But some primal instinct took over, some animal nature, the power of my yearning need made me move on my own accord. I leaned in, placed my hand on his crotch, feeling the hot, hard heat through his pants. He was as horny as me, and from the feel of him, he was plenty big enough.

‘I’m old enough,’ I said, looking him straight in the eye, ‘and I want you
. I want you to fuck me.’

‘We… we shouldn’t,’ he mumbled again, and I could see the resolve crumbling in his eyes.

‘Are you really going to turn me down now?’ I asked, still massaging the hard muscle under his pants as I slid off the couch onto the floor. ‘I want you to fuck me. I want to fuck you. We’re both adults here. Are you really going to say no? Can you say no to the chance of fucking my tight pussy?’

I knelt on the floor in front of him and told hold of his zipper. I looked at him, wearing my best coy smile, as I slowly pulled the zip down. He was breathing hard, still weighing up his decision as I popped the button on his slipped one hand inside. I carefully pulled open his shorts, still looking up at him, still smiling at him, still daring him to stop me.

‘But…’ he said, feebly, ‘you’re my friend’s daughter…’

‘I won’t tell if you don’t.’

He nodded.

I leaned forward and lifted his hard, heavy manhood out of his shorts. It stood tall and powerful, seeming to pulse with life, energy, and power. I sighed at the sight of it. It was beautiful, a good length, nice and thick, the purple head already shining with evidence of his arousal. My pussy got even wetter at the sight of it.

I moved my head forward, eyes fixed on my prize. I’d never given a blowjob before. My friend Sammi had told me all about it, about how she didn’t enjoy giving them, but I wanted to find out for myself. I wanted to suck Mark’s cock.

My tongue flicked out, gently stroking the soft shaft. I grasped his thick member at the base and gently pulled it further towards me, making it easier for me to take it inside. I looked up at him one final time. His expression was one of absolute serenity. I’d never seen him looking so relaxed before. It felt wonderful.

Then I opened my mouth and lowered my head. Mark’s enormous cock seemed to fill my mouth, taking up every inch, as I fought against my gag reflex, wanting to take all of him, needing to take all of him, wanting to pleasure him with my mouth, feeling so turned on at the thought of it, feeling my burning pussy growing hotter by the second. Then I began to suck and bob my head slowly up and down, running my tongue along his firm shaft, tasting his delicious flavor, teasing him with my mouth, and listening to his groans of delight.

‘Holy shit
,’ he breathed, ‘that’s fucking incredible.’

I groaned in appreciation as I lifted my head up, freeing his cock from my mouth, marvelling at its incredible shine, licking the head, running my tongue around it, feeling his juices mixing with my saliva, making little gurgling sounds as I took him all the way back inside.

‘Oh God,’ he said, ‘you’re amazing.’

I couldn’t help myself. With one hand still holding him tight so I could suck him, my other hand drifted down my body, down beneath my skirt. I slipped my hand inside my panties and felt the wetness there.

Holy fuck.

I’d never, ever been so wet before. Not even when James had licked and teased my aching lips. This was something else entirely. I was so wet, so hot, so horny, and all because I was pleasuring Mark.

My head began to move faster now, tasting more of him, teasing more of him, hearing his breathing grow steadily quicker and my mouth sucked and licked at his throbbing cock. As I did, my other hand started moving by itself, my fingers sliding along my wet slit, parting my sopping lips, teasing the little of flesh that always sent shivers through me. I started teasing and massaging myself as he began to gently thrust upwards with his hips, as if wanting me to take of all him inside. I was happy to oblige.

His breathing became faster, harder. It sounded like he was starting to get close.

‘I’m…’ he said through his rapid breathing, ‘I’m going to come…’

I looked up at him, his cock still deep in my throat, my other hand teasing and caressing my soft folds, a hungry gleam in my eye.

‘I have to fuck you,’ he said, the words making me shiver with delightful anticipation.

My lips curled into a smile around his member.

‘Stand up,’ he said. Was he giving me an order
? If so, I liked it. Maybe my perfect gentleman had a touch of the beast in him after all.

I obeyed, sliding my mouth all the way up his smooth shaft one final time. It flicked back against his stomach, glistening with my saliva. I removed my hand from my dripping cleft – with painful difficulty, I might add – and stood before him, watching his eyes sweep over me, as if for the first time.

‘You look amazing,’ he said, still in that same breathy tone.

‘I wanted to look good for you,’ I said.

‘Turn around,’ Mark said.

I obeyed, turning my back on him. His warm hands slid up my thighs again, diving under my skirt, all the way up to my panties. I bit my lip to keep from moaning at the electric feel of his touch. His fingers gently gripped the waistband of my underwear and tugged them down.

‘Wow,’ he said, voice husky, as he revealed my beautiful ass and glistening lips. He let my underwear fall down my legs as his hands went up to stroke my soft ass cheeks.

‘Wow,’ he said again.

I smiled to myself, loving the power I had, loving how I was making him feel, loving how much it turned me on. I felt hinds slide up my inner thighs, gently encouraging me to part my legs for him. I obliged. His hand slid up further and further, taking his time, tormenting me with the feel of his warm hand as it slowly, slowly, slowly, found its home and he cupped my burning, aching, sopping sex.

‘Oh god,’ it was my turn to breathe. The heat of his hand seemed to make my quim explode with desire. Waves of pleasure coursed through my body, making my knees tremble, making my head light, shutting down all reasonable thought. I was his. He would have me. I would let him. I wanted him. I needed him. Anything he wanted, I would do.

My hard nipples pushed against the tight fabric of the shirt as it restrained my heaving chest. It took all my willpower to stay where I was, facing away from Mark, unable to see what he was going to do to me, just feeling his warm, strong hand on my soft sex.

Then he started to stroke. I gasped at his touch, the stroke of his fingers as they gently explored my folds, as he gave an appreciative little sigh of his own.

‘You’re so wet,’ he marvelled, trailing his fingers along my slit, pausing to gently tease the hard nub of flesh at the top, then slowly stroking back down to my eager, dripping entrance. His digits teased and circled my pussy entrance as my whole body cried out for him to slip his fingers inside, to claim me as his own, to make me his. But he didn’t.

Instead he did something completely unexpected. He lips graced my ass cheeks, gently kissing the smooth skin there as his hands continued their torturous movements. I cried out at the feeling, at the unexpected sensation of his lips against my soft ass.

‘Shh,’ he warned me, ‘don’t wake the children.’

I bit my lip to stifle another cry as his fingers found my eager clit and began to stroke, even as his mouth opened and he gently gave my ass one small bite, not too hard, just to show me he was in control.

My body was on fire. The teasing was killing me. I didn’t know how much more I could possibly take. I was yearning for him to ravage me, to throw me to the floor and claim me, body and soul, but he was really taking his time with me.

‘Please,’ I begged, jolting and gasping as he circled my clit with one slow, steady finger, ‘please fuck me.’

Even from behind, I knew he was smiling as he replied.

‘Do you know how long it’s been since anyone wanted me?’ he said. ‘I don’t even remember the last time I had a pussy as tight as yours in front of me. So, no, I’m going to enjoy this.’

Then I stifled another moan as he circled my aching clit once more, this time trailing his finger a little faster, not pausing, not stopping, not allowing me a moment to think, to breathe, to relax. My whole body started to shudder at his touch, and it only increased when he gently bit my ass again. Then he trailed his tongue across my cheeks, dipping down into the cleft between them. I bit back a cry as his hot breath hit my most intimate places, as his tongue slipped up and down over my other hole, as his fingers continued their delicious assault on my clit.

I tried to spread my legs a little wider, to allow him more access to my body, to maybe convince him to stop tormenting me. I could feel the climax welling within me, building up to an explosive frenzy. My hands made their way up my chest of their own accord, squeezing and kneading my firm breasts, feeling the hard nipples pushing out from underneath. I felt hot, way too hot, I needed to be naked.

My hands trembled as they fumbled with the buttons on my shirt. I couldn’t concentrate, couldn’t focus on getting them undone, there was too much going on, Mark’s fingers pushed me closer and closer and closer as he kept nipping, kissing, trailing his tongue across my ass-

Then it hit me. I cried out, slapped a hand over my mouth to stifle the sound, and felt my whole body give in to the orgasm. The pleasure was so intense, so overwhelming, so overpowering, that my legs closed together of their own accord, trapping his hand, keeping it in place, allowing him to continue stroking my sensitive clit even as it became too much to bear and my knees finally gave out.

He caught me before I could fall, keeping me held upright with his strong arms, keeping me safe. My Mark. All mine.

‘Was that too much for you?’ he asked, a wicked glint in his eyes as he pulled me down to his lap.

‘Oh… wow…’ was all I could gasp.

He grinned at me, a wicked, wolfish smile that promised so much.

‘Come with me,’ he said.

‘I can’t move.’ It was true, my whole body felt lighter than air, my legs turned to rubber, my muscles drained of all their strength.

He wrapped his arms around me, one around my back, the other slipping under my legs, and stood up from the couch, carrying me like a babe. I put my arms around his neck, nuzzling in close with my face, loving the scent of him.

Mark carried me like that across the living room, through the door, and up the stairs. I felt his arms flex and strain as he lifted me all the way up, into the only room of the house I’d never entered before: his bedroom.

He lay me down on the king size bed in the middle of the room and turned back to the door. I glanced over at him as he closed the door, another small thrill of pleasure shooting through me as I heard the key click
 in the lock.

‘You’re locking me in?’ I asked, a playful smile on my face.

He turned to me and smiled, shrugging off his clothes, letting them fall to the floor. I sighed as I studied his body for the first time. I had been able to tell that his arms were strong, but I didn’t know that he was ripped
.

He stepped back over to the bed, looking down at me, his prize, his conquered victim, laying there with my tight shirt straining against my breasts, my skirt barely covering the mound that burned between my thighs.

‘You’re a little overdressed,’ he said, climbing onto the bed.

My trembling fingers went to the buttons on my shirt. He took hold of them, gently pushed them aside.

‘Allow me,’ he said.

He took hold of the shirt at that part that wouldn’t button up and pulled. Buttons popped off, sounding like corn in a microwave, as he tore my shirt apart. I gasped at this unexpected roughness, marvelling that my gentleman really did have a flare of the animal about him.

His hands went down to my skirt, tugging it off me in one smooth, fluid motion.

Then I lay there as he looked me over, the two of us naked together on his king size bed. I had the mad desire to shyly cover myself, to maybe place an arm over my breasts, I don’t know why. But his gaze was an appreciate one as he took me in, a smile growing over his face as he studied my most private areas.

‘Perfect,’ he murmured.

I smiled up at him, leaned closer, kissed him. Hard, slow, and passionate. He responded, his hands in my hair, caressing my scalp, making me feel warm, safe, tingly.

Finally we pulled apart. He reached into his bedside drawers and pulled out a condom hidden under his socks.

I watched as he pulled the packet open and stretched the latex sheathe over his impressive manhood, feeling the fire burning brighter inside me, the yearning growing stronger with each passing second. One orgasm at his hands wasn’t enough, I needed more. I had to have more.

He got to his knees, looking down at me, his conquest.

‘How do you want me?’ I asked, a little shy, a little unsure. I’d only had sex once before, on my back. Was that how people always did it?

‘Roll over,’ he ordered. ‘All fours, baby, on your hands and knees.’

I obeyed, a nervous tremor in my heart. I’d never done this before. It was new, it was exciting, and I had no idea what to do. I hoped he wouldn’t be able to tell.

‘Like this?’ I asked, on my hands and knees on the soft bedding, my wet and shining pussy in the air, gleaming like a shining treasure for him to claim.

He growled his appreciation as he got into position behind me. I could feel the heat coming from him as he inched his had member closer and closer to my waiting hole. I moaned into the duvet, trying to smother the noises I was surely going to make as the thick, hot head of his cock brushed past my folds, aiming for its target.

My fingers gripped the duvet and my cries were muffled as I felt the delicious pleasure-pain of my entrance stretching to fit him inside. It felt amazing. The first time, there was a stronger hint of pain. This time it was much, much less. My pussy wanted this as badly as I did.

I bit into the duvet harder, muffling my cries and moans as his red-hot cock slowly pushed and stretched my wet pussy.

‘Oh my god,’ he moaned softly from above me. ‘You are so fucking tight.’

He was almost in, almost all the way in, his huge cock almost filling me all the way up. I pushed back with my hips, wanting all of him inside me now, now, now, almost screaming into the duvet as I finally felt his stomach pressing against my ass, his balls touching my dripping folds.

The feeling was exquisite, his hard, red-hot cock buried in me up to the hilt, my tight pussy completely filled up by him, the muscles clenching down on him as if afraid he would pull out and stop. The sensation was incredible, and the knowledge that it was him, that it was Mark thrusting into me, was delicious. I finally had him.

Mark’s ragged breathing came through clenched teeth from behind me. His hands gripped my ass. Heat seemed to billow off his skin. Then, with agonising slowness, he started to thrust in and out of me.

Thank fuck I was still biting down on the duvet – the wild, delicious, endless cries that came out of me would have wakened the dead. God, it was incredible, ever nerve ending in my entire body felt like it was exploding at once, and I could see sounds and hear colours. His tremendous length withdrew almost all the way out of me, tormenting me with the threat of leaving, then he slowly and gently thrust it all the way back in. I could hardly breathe for moaning. I was transformed. No longer a shy girl trying to tempt an older man, I was a fiery vixen, a wanton slut, I was anything he wanted me to be. My fingers gripped the duvet as if I might suddenly fly off into space, my body moved and bucked of its own accord, and my brain completely shut down. Only The Feeling remained.

Mark’s warm, firm hand came down on my ass with a soft smack
. An explosion of tingles burst through my already sensitive body. I gasped, groaned, wiggled my ass at him, telling him with my body to do it again. He obliged, applying the same light yet forceful smack to the other cheek. Again I gasped and groaned. It felt electric.

Mark’s thrusting began to build in speed, to gather in intensity. His breathing became little grunts with the strain of fucking my tight little hole. Every time his body pressed up against my ass, he’d give a quick slap, pushing me nearer and nearer to climax with each stroke.

I spat out the duvet, looked over my shoulder at him, and said, ‘Mark, baby, please don’t stop, I’m going to come.’

He nodded at me, as if granting permission, and started to fuck me harder, each thrust almost slamming into me now. It was enough to send me over the edge.

A million fireworks went off at once inside me. I gave a long, loud, muffled yell of absolute, wordless ecstasy into the duvet. My body sang, pussy clenching tighter and tighter around Mark until he could barely move inside me. I bucked and shuddered, each little movement sending a fresh cascade of pleasure cascading down over me, but unable to stop.

‘Holy fuck,’ he said through gritted teeth. ‘Holy fuck
.’

Had I come this hard the first time with James? I didn’t think so. This climax seemed to overwhelm me, to shut out everything except the pleasure. I couldn’t have told you my name.

Then, finally, the orgasm passed. My body relaxed and my legs gave out. Mark pulled out from me and I lay down on the bed, exhausted, shattered, but more alive than ever.

‘Have you had enough?’ he said, half concerned, half teasing.

‘Have you?’ I asked, breathless.

He smiled and lay down on the bed next to me. I looked at him, his perfect figure, his warm, soft glow, and knew I had to have more.

I lifted myself up with as much strength as I could manage and straddled him. I’d never tried this before, but I wanted to prove that I could, to Mark as much as myself. I wanted to ride him. I wanted to make him come as hard as he’d made me.

A wicked grin spread over Mark’s face as I lowered myself down onto him. He reached down and angled his manhood to meet my eager, sopping pussy. I bit my lip to keep from crying out once more as I sank down onto him, feeling his enormous length fill me up once again. That delicious, intoxicating sensation of total pleasure washed over me once more as I took all of him inside, stunned at how deep I could take him.

He reached out and grabbed my hips, beginning to move and push up inside me. I shook my head vigorously.

‘No,’ I said, ‘don’t move.’

He obeyed, a thin smirk on his lips, and placed his hands behind his head. This was all mine now. He was all mine. And I was going to make him come.

My body moved on some primal instinct, some animalistic nature I didn’t know I possessed. I lifted myself up, his hard, pulsing cock slowly pulling down, then I sank back to the bed, taking him all the way inside again. My hips began to move on their own accord, trying to enjoy as much of him as I possibly could. I began to move a little faster, to rise and fall a little quicker – not too fast, but just enough to keep a steady rhythm, a carefully controlled pace. The whole time I hissed, yes-yes-yes
 under my breath, unaware I was even doing it.

Below me, my conquered man’s face began to change, his expression morphing from one of total bliss and serenity to intense concentration. His eyes were laser focussed on my own, his whole body taut and strong, the muscles pronounced and poised.

I rode him like that, my body simultaneously crying out for me and begging me to stop, that it was too much, that I was too exhausted, that I couldn’t do it. I ignored it all, focussing instead on The Feeling, welling up inside me from deep, deep down.

Mark’s hands reached up for me again. I took them in my own, fingers entwining as perfectly as our bodies did. I learned down over him, my body bucking, rising, falling, pulling him inside me as far as possible. It never seemed deep enough!

Our breathing came as one, our hearts beat as one, our bodies writhed together as one.

‘I’m gonna-’ he started.

I leaned down, pressed my lips against his, our hands still locked together, and clenched the muscles in my pussy.

His cry of delight was muffled by our passionate kiss, by our tongues dancing together as effortlessly as our bodies. He shuddered beneath me as he climaxed, a spurt of hot semen crashing against the condom, the feeling of his pleasure finally sending me over the edge yet again.

Finally we broke off our kiss. I lay there on top of him, my perfect gentleman, listening to his racing heart as it settled back to normal. He murmured softly, kissing my head, nuzzling my hair, as he grew soft and withdrew from me. It was the most perfectly romantic moment of my entire life.

‘I never knew you felt this way,’ he said.

I kissed his strong chest.

‘So, um, listen…’ he said. Something in his tone made me glance up at him. ‘I know my work is finished and all… but I hope you won’t stop babysitting for me. You know, the same as you do now. Couple of times a week. Only if you want to, you know. The kids like you. They’d miss you.’

I smiled at him, the proposition sending another little tingle down to my sensitive, aching clit.

‘I think I can manage that,’ I said, smiling at him.

‘Good, good,’ he said, because I’d hate to lose such a talented… babysitter.’

I laughed and kissed him again.

My perfect gentleman.

###


Episode Three: The Flower Shines


Chapter Nine

My perfect little life came to a crashing halt, just two weeks after Mark and I began seeing one another regularly. We were lying together, spent, another intense evening of passionate lovemaking drawing to a close when he looked at me, his eyes sad.

‘I have to move away,’ he said.

It was like being hit by a truck.

‘What?’ I said. ‘What do you mean?’

He gave a lengthy explanation. He told me about his work, his promotion. The project he’d recently finished, on the very night I first threw myself at him, had been noticed by the higher-ups. He had been given a promotion. He could afford to look after his children better. But he would have to move away to accept it.

‘I’ve already said yes,’ he said. ‘Everything is being arranged now.’

It was like someone had taken hold of my heart and torn it out of my chest. We’d gotten to where we were because I found Mark irresistibly attractive. But he was the first man I’d ever slept with more than once, and some part of me had fallen in love with him a little bit.

All I could do was open my mouth so the words, ‘When do you leave?’ could spill out.

‘End of next week,’ he said. ‘So next Tuesday will be our last day together.’

I cried myself to sleep thinking about it.

When Tuesday finally came, when our last night together arrived, I convinced myself that I could make Mark stay, that he would turn it all down to stay with me. I’d watched porn secretly in the night for research, trying to find out what else I could, what would please Mark, how I could drive him wild. So I made love to Mark with vigour, with passion, with an energy I never knew I possessed. I did everything I could think of, everything I had seen in those graphic adult films. I moaned for him, bucked for him, pleasured him, rode him, let him control me, took control of him, anything and everything two naked people could possibly do.

When he finally finished off inside me, I begged him to fuck me in the ass, like all those dirty girls in porn did. I knew he’d stay if we did it. If I let him do that to me. If I let him be the first man to fuck my tight ass.

But he just smiled and kissed me.

I was stupid to think that I could make him stay with my body. What good is one lover against supporting a family? I cursed myself for believing I could do it. And I cursed Mark for leaving me.

When he left, part of me went with him. I’ll always love the time we spent together, brief as it was. A big part of my growing up came from him. Mark. My perfect gentleman.

****


Chapter Ten

The school year was coming to its end. I had no idea how long and hot the summer was going to be – in more ways than one. All I knew as I counted down the days to Prom was that there was a little less light in my world. Dramatic, I know, but I was a teenager. My world was somehow more important and more dramatic than anyone else’s. All anyone could seem to talk about was what they were going to do once we graduated. Some of my classmates were heading off to college. Some were going into work. A couple were going travelling.

I had no idea what I wanted out of life. I didn’t even really want to go to Prom. I was mostly going because my parents were so excited about dressing me up and ordering a limo.

Naturally, my friends were all looking forward to it. Every spare moment seemed to be spent discussing every possible aspect of the night to come.

‘I hope there’s going to be a good song for me and my boyfriend to dance to,’ Sammi would say time and again, a wistful expression on her face. ‘I hope it’s Blue Velvet
, that’s our song, the one we make love to.’

Amy and Lisa would scrunch up their noses and make a face and Sammi’s attention would always turn to me.

‘Are you feeling okay?’ she’d ask at least once a day. ‘You don’t seem yourself.’

I’d reply that I was fine, just excited about Prom.

In truth, I was still hurting. After Mark had left, my desires had abandoned me. Instead of lying in bed late at night trying to satisfy my needs, I just lay awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering if there was something wrong with me for feeling like this. Had I fallen in love with Mark? Would I ever feel like this again? Would anyone understand what I was going through if I told them? The questions would keep me up far into the night.

The days came and went, Prom drawing nearer and nearer. I resolved to go, let everyone see me, then slip out after a couple of songs. Maybe I would come home and spend the evening drinking wine with my mother. That would be nice.

Lisa and Amy both got asked to be Prom dates by a couple of guys. It was cute, it really was. Amy blushed when Todd asked, and blushed more when she said yes. Sammi immediately launched into a detailed explanation of all the sex Amy and Todd could expect to have, how she should shave her legs and her ‘hoo-ha’ – as Sammi described it – and sternly reminded Amy to bring a condom just in case. Amy lapsed into total silence, a look of panic on her face.

‘Don’t worry,’ I said, placing my hand on top of hers, ‘nobody has
 to have sex on Prom night, right, Sammi?’

Sammi had shut up at that.

When Chris asked me to go to Prom with him, I half-believed that it was a bad joke. Chris was a friend of Dylan’s, so he and I had been reasonably close for a while. Once I broke up with Dylan, I drifted away from his circle of friends. I was surprised that Chris had even started talking to me again.

‘Hey, Liz,’ he said.

‘Oh,’ I said, turning to see who had approached me while I was sitting alone at a bench in between classes. ‘Hi, Chris.’

‘So, listen,’ he began, then launched into an enormous amount of hemming and hawing that seemed to last the rest of the afternoon. ‘Listen, listen, you and Dylan, I know you’re not a thing anymore, and I’m sorry ‘bout that, I really am. But it’s a shame that you and I had to stop being friends because of that. You know, I really liked hanging out with you, you’re cool. And funny. And nice. And pretty.’

‘Thank you,’ I said, deliberately interrupting him so he got on with it.

‘Yeah, cool, you’re welcome. So, look, listen, I was wondering if maybe anyone had asked you if you wanted to go to Prom or whatever, you know?’

‘No,’ I said, knowing where this was going, but thoroughly amused by the path it was taking.

‘Okay, okay, that’s cool. Listen, would it be kind of weird if I asked you to go with me? It’s okay to say no, you know, cause of what happened with Dylan or whatever, I mean, I know he’s my friend and all-’

‘You can ask,’ I said, interrupting again. My next class was coming up.

‘Okay, okay, cool, so, yeah, you know, maybe you and I could go to Prom together?’ he said. I noticed that his hands were buried in his pockets. I wondered if they were shaking.

‘That would be nice,’ I said. ‘Thank you. My friends and I are travelling together in a limo, you’re welcome to join us.’

‘Yeah, yeah, cool, cool, so I’ll, like, totally be at yours at seven, if that’s cool?’

I said that it was and he walked away, looking for all the world like a man who has survived a close encounter with death.

If I’d known how Prom night was going to turn out, I may well have turned him down. I’m so glad that I didn’t.

****


Chapter Eleven

‘You look like a princess
!’ my mother gasped, wiping away tears.

‘You look beautiful,’ my dad added, snapping yet another photo.

It was Prom night. I stood in the living room in my dress, actually surprised by how well it fit me. My mother was right, I did
 look like a princess. The dress was beautiful. My makeup was glamorous: flattering but not too obvious. And my mother had done my hair just
 right. I felt like one too. I was smiling uncontrollably Hadn’t done that in a long time. I was actually looking forward to tonight, something I hadn’t anticipated. It would be great to see everyone all dressed up. I was even looking forward to seeing Chris in his tux, and he didn’t disappoint.

‘Wow, hi, wow,’ he said when I opened the door to him. He looked sleeve and suave, clean shaven, product in his hair. Almost unrecognisable from the boy I went to school with, he looked like a man now. What a difference a change of clothes makes.

His eyes swivelled around in their sockets, looking me up and down, a smile slowly spreading over his face. It wasn’t unpleasant to be so admired by him. I actually enjoyed it, returning his smile, even as a little tingle began deep down inside me.

Chris held out the flowers to me as he stepped inside the house. I ushered him into the living room, where my beaming parents were waiting for us both. Again Chris held out the flowers, like a frightened diplomat on a goodwill mission in some foreign land.

‘These are for you,’ he said to my mother. She blushed and thanked him far more times than were strictly necessary, and took them into the kitchen for a vase.

My dad threw a big arm around Chris’s shoulder.

‘So, sport, tell me about yourself,’ my dad said. He hadn’t called anybody ‘sport’ since I was about seven.

‘I’m Chris,’ Chris said, his voice wavering slightly.

‘I hope you’re going to be a gentleman tonight,’ my dad said, pulling Chris slightly closer towards him.

‘Uh, gentleman?’ Chris had the expression of a helpless mouse being pulled toward the open mouth of a hungry cat.

‘You know,’ my dad said, a thin smile tugging at the corner of his lips, ‘a gentleman
. You see this wonderful young woman here,’ he gestured towards me, ‘is my whole life. I love her more than anything in this world. So if you even think an inappropriate thought-’

‘Dad
!’ I said, embarrassed for myself as much as Chris.

He burst into laughter. ‘Oh my god, you should see your face!’ he said pointing at Chris. ‘I got you a beauty!’

Chris joined in with my dad’s wild, raucous laughter, though I couldn’t tell if he laughing with relief or nerves.

My dad laughed for a few seconds longer, then abruptly finished. ‘Seriously though,’ he said, looking Chris right in the eye, ‘you look after my daughter. No funny business. Keep it in your pants, son. You follow me?’

Chris’s laughs had cut off like a plug pulled from the socket. He nodded, all sombre and serious. ‘Yes, sir,’ he said. I could only shake my head.

‘Good boy.’ My dad slapped Chris hard on the back. ‘Would you like a beer?’

My mother bustled back into the room, holding the flowers in a vase in her hands. ‘Look how beautiful these are,’ she said, beaming around at us all. ‘Thank you so much
 Chris.’

Chris mumbled something, my dad’s arm still around his shoulders.

‘Let’s get a picture of the two of you,’ my mother said, ushering us to stand together. Chris put his hand around my waist, thought better of it, moved his hand up to my shoulder. My bare shoulder. The heat that came off him was immense.

So my parents snapped awkwardly posed photos of the two of us as we laughed nervously and tried to look as if it were all natural. Finally we had to stop.

‘Limo’s here!’ my dad said, pointing through the front windows.

We ran out to meet them all. My best friends and their dates. Sammi and Simon. Lisa and Dan. Jodie and Ian. Amy and Todd. We posed for some more awkward photos for my parents, all laughing and smiling. There were tears in my parent’s eyes as they waved us off.

‘It’s fucking prom!’ Sammi yelled as we drove away in the limo. We all cheered, yelled, chanted together. It felt amazing. I felt amazing. I let Chris put his arm around me as the limo drove through the streets, heading to the school we’d spent so much of our lives inside. Somewhere along the way Sammi and Simon began an epic make-out session that all of us had to endure. We averted our eyes for the most part, but once Sammi’s hand threatened to slip inside the pants of Simon’s rented tux, we all called an end to their passion. Amy’s face had turned bright red. We were young. We were going to prom. Everything was going great.

The school hall looked totally different that night. Balloons, streamers, glitter, banners wising us well – it was more than I could have imagined. Everyone looked amazing. All my former classmates were smiling, wishing everyone well. My teachers looked stunning, the men all decked out in sharper suits than I’d ever seen them wear, the women splashed out in makeup and formal wear. It was like a dream, a vision of a strange, grown-up future that I never once thought would ever come true. Everybody smiled. Laughter filtered through to our ears over the sound of the DJ through the school’s PA system. It was wonderful. It was perfect. Even I, reluctant as I had been, felt my heart slowly being lifted, my spirits gradually rising, rising, rising, the longer we stayed.

The evening seemed to pass like a photo montage in a crappy eighties movie. Laughter. Drinks of free punch. Dancing with Chris. Dancing with Amy. Dancing with my friends. Laughing as the teachers strutted their stuff and threw their shapes. Cheering and clapping. Wiping tears from my eyes watching a photo montage of school life pass by. All those years, all those memories, captured forever.

And before I knew it, Chris was taking my hand, leading me onto the dancefloor.

‘It’s the last dance,’ he said. ‘It’ll be nice, c’mon.’

I let him lead me across the dancefloor as it slowly filled up. All the other couples across my class faced each other, embracing, slowly shifting back and forth in time to my music. The lights turned down low. The music gently crooned.

Chris stopped, turned, and placed his hands on my waist, smiling at me with that – admittedly – cute boyish grin I found myself enjoying. There was something in the way he looked at me, a nervousness, like he was trying his best to please me.

Yeah, it was working.

I put my hands around his neck, fingers laced together, pulling him against me. It was the last dance, the perfect time to get close, to get intimate. I held him against me, my head against the stiff store-rented tuxedo, feeling the warmth emanating from within. It was nice. It made me feel nice.

His cheek came to a rest against my hair. I could feel his breath gently rustling the few strands that had come loose from my mother’s perfect hairstyling session. His hands slipped around my waist, coming together at the small of my back, just above the curve of my ass. I could feel his hesitation, I could almost hear him wondering whether or not he should put his hands on my butt. For a brief second, I wondered if he would.

Slowly, gently, as if he were a wild deer that I was afraid of startling if I moved too fast too soon, I raised myself up on my toes, bringing my body closer to him. His hands seemed to slip into place on my cheeks, not groping and fondling as I’d half expected, but gently caressing.

We stayed like that for the longest time. Embraced, our bodies pushed close together, arms around one another, in the isolation of the dark dancefloor. We could have been the only ones there for all I cared. For that perfect moment, I felt whole again.

That was when I felt Chris shift slightly. Like he was trying to put a small gap between us. For a second or two, I didn’t understand what he was doing. Then I realized – or, should I say, felt
 – why.

Chris’s hard manhood was pressing against his trousers. Pressing against me.

And suddenly I felt something I hadn’t felt in what seemed like forever. I felt need. Desire. Hunger.

Yeah, we’d had a good night. I felt better than I had in months, it was true. And I was really, really happy that Chris had actually asked me to Prom. Everything seemed to be working out for the best. For the first time in a long time, I wasn’t even thinking about Mark. I wasn’t feeling lonely. Or heartbroken. Or as if I was wallowing in my own misery. I felt good. Not just about myself. He was making me feel good about myself. He made me want him to feel as good as he made me feel.

I gently pulled him back into me, pressed my body into his, grinding into his stiffening member, knowing he could feel it. I slowly looked up at him. His eyes met mine. I tried to tell him with my eyes how I felt. Tried to let him know that I was grateful, that he’d made me feel good again, that he needn’t be embarrassed or ashamed or try and hide how he felt. I was fine with it. I was glad of it. I raised myself up just a little more, bringing my face closer to his, my lips parting as they neared his-

A round of thunderous applause shattered our little bubble. The dance was over. Prom was over.

Chris took his hands off me and joined in the applause, grinning that cute – and strangely charming – nervous grin of his. I clapped as well, a little embarrassed, a little confused. Did he not want to kiss me? Or was he just that nervous about doing it?

The DJ waved to us, bowed, thanked us all for coming. Our smartly dressed teachers stood at the edge of the room, beaming at us all, waving us goodnight, all looking so proud that we actually made it to the end of our school lives.

We all applauded each other and began walking towards the exit. It still didn’t seem real, that we might never come back here, that it was all over.

It was still light outside, the beautiful summer day slowly giving itself over to another warm, mellow summer evening. It was going to be the perfect evening.

****


Chapter Twelve

We stood together in a circle, my friends, our dates, and I, in the parking lot of the school we knew so well. A strange melancholy settled over us. Suddenly it seemed sad to be leaving.

‘What do we do now?’ Amy said.

Suggestions were made by the group. Sammi mentioned that she had a few beers back at her place, but that was on the other side of town from me and it would take too long to get home. I did intend to get home before my dad’s curfew. Someone mentioned a party, but nobody seemed to know where it was. Eventually we all just agreed to walk home.

We left the school grounds, talking excitedly, swapping stories of our school days. My arm was looped through Chris’s. It felt good. It felt nice. He was still a boy, but acting like a gentleman around me. It was sweet, endearing. I liked him more and more.

Along the way, our friends parted company. Sammi and her boyfriend stayed behind at a bus stop, Sammi crying out, ‘Now you kids play safe, y’hear?’ Amy’s face turned a deep crimson as Todd laughed and patted her on the back.

Jodie and Ian waved goodbye and walked back in the direction of her house. It seemed an unspoken rule among us that the boys were going to walk us home. That was fine with me. I wanted to be alone with Chris for a while. A spark had passed between us on the dancefloor and I wanted to learn more about it.

Next Amy broke away from the group. Todd put his arm around her shoulders. She looked at me, worry in her eyes. I pulled her close and hugged her tight. Poor little Amy. She seemed so scared by the idea of male intimacy.

‘Don’t worry,’ I whispered into her ear. ‘Just let him walk you home and give him a peck on the cheek. You don’t need to do anything or make any promises.’

Finally, Lisa and Dan parted company from us. They laughed and waved and blew kisses as they walked off into the setting sun.

I took Chris’s hand.

‘C’mon,’ I said, ‘I live over this way.’

We walked along the quiet roads and streets, the sun slowing sinking behind us. Chris casually put his arm around me, trying to play it cool, but I could sense from his body language that he was nervous as all hell. I giggled.

‘What?’ he said, looking at me with wide eyes, ‘what’s so funny? Did I do something wrong?’

‘No, no,’ I said, shaking my head. ‘You don’t have to be so nervous, that’s all.’

‘I’m not nervous,’ he said, voice a little higher than normal.

‘Really?’ I said. ‘Because you’re kinda acting like you’re afraid to get close to me.’

‘That’s not…’ he said, floundering. ‘I’m not… I like being close to you. I’m just…’

‘Let me guess. You’re worried about what my dad said to you before we left?’

Chris didn’t say anything. He just lowered his gaze and carried on walking.

Internally, I sighed. That’s probably why he’d been acting so awkward and uncomfortable around me during the dance, especially when I pressed into him and turned him on.

I stopped walking, bringing him to a halt with me. I looked up at him, my face steady. Leaning in close to his ear, I whispered, ‘What my daddy doesn’t know won’t hurt him.’ I place my lips against his soft, freshly-shaved cheek, and turned away, feeling his stare on my back, my beautiful ball gown swishing behind me.

After a few paces, he caught up with me, placing his arm around me again, with much more confidence this time.

‘Let’s go this way,’ I said. ‘It’s a shortcut home.’

I steered him off the path, away from the roads, away from the houses. Down a small, tree-lined side road. There was a park at the end, I knew, surrounded by trees and shrubbery. It was a nice place, somewhere I often went to collect my thoughts in the calm and quiet, away from everyone else. Maybe being away from streetlights and prying eyes would help Chris loosen up, too.

Our feet left the gravel path, now crunching over fallen leaves and dead twigs. I lifted up my dress so it didn’t drag through the dirt, stepping carefully in my sensible heels (my dad had final say on the height of my footwear). Chris walked in silence, still slightly unsure of himself – or myself? – every time I glanced over to look at him.

Our path turned this way and that, isolating us from anyone and everyone, fully immersing us in the clump of trees, the last few remaining rays of sunlight leaving little orange gleams here and there in the green canopy above. It was still warm in the air, though. I was glad I didn’t decide to bring anything to wrap around my shoulders.

I stumbled suddenly, one of my shoes snagging on a tree root. Chris snapped in front of me, catching me, holding me up.

‘You okay?’ he said.

‘Yeah,’ I said, and started giggling.

‘What is it?’ he said, smiling along with me.

I shook my head. ‘Just feeling silly,’ I said.

But we’d stopped moving now. He was holding me, his hands on my hips, close to me. He wasn’t nervous, or worried, or overthinking anything. He was himself.

My laughter slipped away as I leaned into him, finally getting the kiss that was stolen from us at the dance. His mouth opened at the feel of my lips. His hands moved around my waist, coming to rest at my back, totally and fully embracing me.

I allowed my tongue to slip free and gently explore his mouth. Chris’s tongue responded to the feel of mine and began to push back in the slow, erotic dance of two swirling tongues. His body stiffened against mine and he pulled me in closer, tighter, against him. My hands wrapped around him, wanting him to pull me even closer, wanting him to claim me for his own.

Finally our kiss came to an end. Our lips parted, but our bodies didn’t. We stood there under the beautiful, sparkling leafy canopy, panting slightly, catching our breath. I felt wonderfully alive, little electrical tingles shooting all throughout my body as Chris’s hands slowly stroked my back, moving up over the fabric of my dress to my bare skin. The sensations seemed to explode inside me with every movement of his warm hand against my soft, sensitive skin. I wanted to feel more. I had
 to feel more.

Chris opened his mouth to say something – witty, clever, funny, I don’t know. I didn’t want to know. All I knew for certain was that I didn’t want him to say anything that could spoil this perfect moment

So I kissed him again. Harder this time. More passionate. More fierce. With more desire. This time my hands roamed his body, gripping his shoulder, stroking his hair, grabbing at his ass and waist. He responded in kind, his hands dropping down to my ass, stroking the gentle curve of my cheeks, each little movement making me wish he could touch me more, more, more…

And then we broke apart again. I could feel his member, hard inside his tuxedo pants, pressing against my thigh. It excited me, to know that he was as turned on as I was.

‘I don’t want this night to end,’ I said.

‘Me neither,’ he said, voice soft.

My hands slid down his back of their own accord, coming to rest at his hips. I could feel the fire inside me – for the first time in a long time – yearning, burning, rising higher and hotter than I think I’d ever felt it before. It was like everything aligned, everything made sense. I could see clearly, think clearly, breathe clearly, all for the first time since Mark walked out of my life.

It all seemed to make sense, as well. I wasn’t in love with Mark. I’d never been in love with Mark. I had been in love with the idea
 of Mark, the idea of a strong, mature man who could satisfy me every time I needed it. He had been reliable, regular, fun. What I wanted now was something else. Something risky. Something with a hint of danger.

Something like Chris.

He’d made me feel good again. Made me feel alive, awake, strong, and horny. I could feel the fire inside me yearning for release, my whole body bursting with little electric tingles, every part of me wanting more, to never stop needing more.

He’d made me feel…


Daring
.

Maybe it was the feel of his hands rest on my butt. Maybe it was the way he was looking at me. Maybe it was the warmth of this beautiful early summer night. Whatever the reason, something sparked inside my mind and I knew that I had to have Chris for myself, that we had to be together, there and then, and to hell with the consequences.

My hands slipped from his waist to the front of his pants. To his stiff manhood, prominent and firm, trying to force its way through the prison of fabric.

Chris’s eyes widened in surprise as I grasped and squeezed his erection, a smile slowly spreading on my face.

‘The night’s not over,’ I said, ‘not by a long shot.’

He glanced around, scanning the trees, trying to make sure that we were truly alone.

We were. There was nobody visible along the narrow, twisting, winding woodland path we’d taken. Besides, if anybody did approach, we’d hear them long before we could see them.

‘Here?’ he said, desperately trying to sound calm and collected. ‘Really, right here?’

I nodded, my smile turning wicked – or, at least, what I hoped was a seductively wicked grin. My hands continued to massage and tease him. I kept my eyes on n his face, watching as Chris’s breathing began to deepen, his eyes began to glaze over. He was falling under my spell. It was a wonderful, powerful feeling, the knowledge that I had control of the situation. It made me feel strong, confident. The fire burning in my belly, in my thighs, deep inside me, demanded more, more, more
.

As I watched, Chris’s breathing deepened into a throaty, guttural moan. A low, Mmm
 escaped him as my hand continued to squeeze, massage, stroke his member through his tuxedo pants. His hands began to move and roam my body of their own accord, stroking, squeezing, caressing my ass, then up my back, to the smooth, bare skin of my shoulders, around my front, to the small, firm mounds on my chest. He began to squeeze and grope my breasts with remarkable restraint – at least, compared to what I expected from a teenaged boy. My nipples stood up at his touch, pushing against the thin bra I wore under my prom dress, yearning to be free, to be touched by him, to be teased and tasted by his hot, hungry mouth.

Finally my trembling fingers went to his zipper and slowly tugged it down, fearing that the sound of shedding inhibitions would somehow alert a crowd of people to our little spot. His moany breaths became deeper as my hand slowly slid inside his pants, my fingers reaching out through the zipper entrance, my nails gently stroking him.

‘Let’s get off the path,’ I said.

He nodded slowly, as if he hadn’t really heard, as if he was somewhere far away. I giggled and pulled away from him. Taking his hand, I walked us off the path, through the line of trees and bushes, taking us away from any potential prying eyes.

We lost ourselves amongst the shrubs and undergrowth, winding through the thick trunks of the trees I’d spent most of my life moving between on the way home from school. I knew this stretch of woods very well. If I didn’t want to be seen here, I wouldn’t be.

Overhead, the setting sun’s orange-yellow light gave way to the grey gloom of evening. We could still see each other perfectly. The gloom just added to the sexiness of what we were doing.

Finally I stopped in a small clearing, surrounded by bushes and towering trunks. This seemed like a good spot for what I had in mind.

I turned back to Chris, that wicked smile spreading over my lips again.

‘Here will do fine,’ I said.

He nodded. Grabbed me. Pulled me in close to him. His hands wrapped themselves around my body as our lips met again, our bodies melting into one as he kissed me, hard, passionately. His hands explored my body again, their every movement sending waves of pleasure through me. God I was so turned on. I didn’t know what it was – maybe it was the situation, hidden among the trees, where anyone could potentially stumble across us. Maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t felt this desire, this need, in months. Maybe it was Chris, bringing out my deepest, darkest, wildest side. Whatever it was, the aching, burning need for pleasure was taking control of me, shutting down all rational thought piece by piece, like a series of lights being turned off in a factory. Soon the only coherent thought in my brain was the screaming need to be naughty, to be bad.

Finally our lips parted. I could still taste him on my tongue. Judging from the intense, passionate feel of his mouth against mine, it seemed a fair bet that he was just as horny as me. That was good. I didn’t want him to say no to me. Not here. Not now.

I glanced around, looking left and right. Couldn’t see anyone about. Couldn’t hear anyone about, either. The only sounds were our frantic, ragged breathing.

‘Wow,’ Chris sighed. ‘Wow. You’re a hell of a kisser.’

I planted a soft one on his cheek.

‘You have no idea,’ I whispered.

I looked him in the eye, smiled my most seductive smile one more time. Then, moving as if controlled by some higher force, as if I no longer really had any choice in what my body was doing, I slid down to my knees on the carpet of leaves and twigs. I looked up at him, his face a picture of stunned anticipation, as my finger prized apart his already open zipper and I reached in the grab the trophy within.

‘Holy fuck,’ he breathed, looking down at me in awe. ‘Are you sure? Here, now?’

I nodded as my fingers popped open the button on his shorts. I looked up at him the whole time, never breaking eye contact. I remembered that looking up at Mark while I did this always drove him wild. From the look on Chris’s face, he wasn’t about to complain about it.

My fingers pushed inside his shorts and gently stroked up and down the hard length inside. Chris caught his breath above me, still looking down into my eyes.

‘Unless,’ I said, pausing, my fingers still touching his member, ‘unless you don’t want me to?’ I pouted my lips, trying to look hurt.

He shook his head quickly, vigorously.

‘No,’ he said, ‘please don’t.’

‘Good boy,’ I murmured, taking hold of his length and easing it out through his shorts, into the open air.

Chris was the third man I’d ever attempted to pleasure and I didn’t think I’d ever get used to how incredibly different every man’s treasure seemed to be. It wasn’t as big as James’s, or as thick as Mark’s, but it seemed to throb and pulse with life and energy. The one thing I loved most about the man’s member was a how gentle and soft the skin felt, yet how hard and unyielding the muscles were underneath. Soft and hard. Strong yet weak. It seemed like a strange contradiction.

My heart rate seemed to increase as I gently massaged his member, there among the trees. I felt so bad, so naughty, yet so free and daring. It was incredible. I’d never done anything so naughty before – at least, not outside the privacy of a house – and this was a huge step for me. From the look on Chris’s face, it was a big step for him, also.

I kept my eyes locked on his as I moved my face closer and closer to him, feeling the heat that seemed to emanate from the muscle I held gently in my hand. Inside me, I felt the fire bringing again, the yearning need for relief. I didn’t have any protection with me, which was a shame. But I was determined to do this, if nothing else tonight.

I placed my lips against the soft skin of his penis and gently kissed the head.

‘Fuck,’ he breathed, his eyes closing like a man who has found rapture.

Something about the way he sighed made me lose control. I shifted my weight, getting comfortable on my knees, leaves crackling underneath me. I was probably going to make a mess of my beautiful dress, but somehow that didn’t seem to matter as much as pleasuring Chris did.

Still looking up at his now half-open eyes, I opened my mouth and leaned in to take him inside me.

‘Oh shiiit
,’ he sighed, jerking his body a little in pleasure, and I lost all self-control.

I took hold of the base of his manhood in one hand and opened my throat, taking all of him as deep as I could, coming to rest with my lips against my fingers. He gasped and sighed above me. I wasn’t looking up at him anymore. I wasn’t even really listening to anything. I was an animal now, moving on instinct, going with the primal forces that flowed through me. I wasn’t an ex-schoolgirl on her prom night. I was the ultimate seductress. I was the perfect slut.

And, fuck, it felt good
.

I bobbed my head back and forth now, slowly, enjoying the taste of him, the salty sweet-sour tang of his essence, letting my tongue slip and slide along his shaft, stroking him with one hand, squeezing his leg with the other. I wished I was naked in that moment, naked so I could pleasure myself as I sucked his cock. The fact that I couldn’t play with my aching folds somehow drove me even wilder. It was like a perfect torment. All I could do was focus on him, on his pleasure.

His hands came to rest on the top of my head, stroking my hair, as I slid my mouth back and forth, up and down the length of his, leaving a silvery trail of saliva on him. God, he tasted so good. I loved the way his hand ran through my hair as I stroked and sucked at him.

I released him from my mouth, used my hand now to tease him, my fingers slipping easily up and down his length. He moaned above me, a little louder now.

‘Fuck,’ he said in a long, breathy moan, ‘fuck I’m getting close.’

That sent me over the edge. I had to make him come. I had to taste it. Mark never let me taste him. I had to have Chris. Here and now, on my knees among the trees, I had to have Chris’s come.

I took him in my mouth again with renewed intensity, flicking my tongue across his sensitive head on every stroke, gently gripping the base with one hand, trying to take all of him inside me as I went. The need to taste his pleasure drove me wild. The need to taste his pleasure transformed me from some timid, shy girl into a world-class sex demon. I wanted him to come for me. To come in me. To make me taste his come.

His hands stopped stroking my head. His fingers gripped me. His whole body stiffened.

Somewhere, miles above me, his moany breaths became a series of short grunts.

‘Oh-oh-oh-oh!
’

I took him deep once more, right into the back of my throat, just as he found release. A jet of boiling hot come crashed against the back of my throat, making me gag on instinct. I controlled the urge, maintained my posture, kept sucking on him, desperate for every last drop. His hips bucked wildly, pushing him member even further down my throat, while another shot of his salty pleasure cascaded into my mouth. I bobbed my head back and forth, starting to wonder if I could fit both his cock and his spend in my mouth at the same time. There seemed to be so much of both.

I’d never had a man shoot his load inside my mouth before. It was harder than I’d thought. A part of me wanted to gag. Another part of me was desperate to orgasm myself. Mark had never let himself finish off in my mouth. He would mumble something about it being degrading. I didn’t feel degraded. I felt alive.

Finally his moans subsided and his cock stopped twitching. He looked down at me, his eyes bright and alive.

‘Ohmygod,’ he breathed, ‘that was incredible
.’

I couldn’t respond at that moment. I let his length slide from my mouth, but his hot, tangy spend remained behind. It tasted a little sourer than I thought it would. I looked up at him, and, with a little shiver running through me, swallowed it all.

His mouth opened in an O of shock.

‘Wow,’ he said yet again. ‘You’re really dirty, aren’t you?’

I grinned up at him, his words throwing even more fuel on the fire that raged down inside me. God, why hadn’t I brought a condom with me? I couldn’t very well go home and get one, not now. I almost giggled imagining explaining it to my dad. Sorry dad, heading back out in a second, just really need Chris to fuck me
.

‘What’s wrong?’ Chris said.

‘Nothing,’ I said. ‘Just really wishing I had been better prepared, you know?’

He smiled, reached into his pocket. With a rustling sound, he removed a small, shiny packet. A condom.

‘Your friend Sammi pulled me aside earlier,’ he explained. ‘She made me swear that I would keep this on me and – I quote – not knock up her friend.’

I smiled, thanking Sammi in my heart.

‘So…’ Chris said, ‘you want to go somewhere else and use this?’

I shook my head. He frowned at me.

‘Here and now,’ I said. I didn’t want the fire inside to sputter and die. It burned so hot, so strong. I wasn’t sure I could move.

‘Can you go again?’ I said.

He nodded.

‘Really?’ I said, surprised. Mark had never been able to go twice on the same night. But Chris was younger, hungrier, I supposed.

‘Really,’ Chris said. ‘Just keep stroking it for a minute, yeah?’

I stood up next to him, dead leaves clinging to the knees of my dress. The sight made me giggle. I took hold of his cock, the shaft dripping with my spit, and slowly stroked it. He groaned as he tore the little condom packet open. Excitement ran through me. Part of me still couldn’t believe that I was going to do this. Why did it feel so good to be so naughty?

‘God you’re good at this’ Chris said as I worked his member gently back to life with my hand.

I grinned at him. ‘Just because my daddy thinks I’m still little miss innocent, doesn’t mean I really am.’

He groaned again and sighed. The condom was free.

‘So,’ I said, ‘you’re still sure you can go again so soon?’

He nodded. Lowered his hands. Slid and stretched the condom into place. I almost sighed watching him put it on, so desperate was I for release. My own fingers wouldn’t make me come hard enough. It had to be a man. It had to be Chris. It had to be now.

‘How do you want it?’ Chris said.

I turned around, stood with legs apart, bent forward and grasped the trunk of a tree.

‘Like this,’ I said. ‘Now. Quickly.’

He moved into position behind me. I grabbed at my dress, yanking it up to expose my ass, my wet panties. I reached back, trying to grab my underwear. Chris put his hand on my back. He tugged my panties to one side and gently, slowly, pushed the thick, throbbing head of his manhood through my dripping, aching folds.

‘Oh my god
!’ I cried. It felt better than anything I’ve ever experienced before or since. Chris might not have been the biggest, or thickest, or even the most passionate lover I’ve ever had, but the intensity of the build-up inside me, the pressure that had accumulated from months of starvation, all came rushing out the moment he entered me.

‘Oh my god!’ I cried again. ‘That feels so good, Chris! Fuck me, please, fuck me hard!’

He obliged.

His shaft filled my wet, yearning hole all the way, until he came to rest against my ass. I cried out with delicious surrender. With Mark, I always had to be quiet because of his kids. It added a level of difficulty to our encounters. I had no such plans this time. I wanted Chris to hear my pleasure.

Chris began to build up his speed, working his length in and out of me with mounting intensity. Christ, it felt incredible. I moaned loudly, not caring if anyone was around to hear us, pushing my hips back into him to increase the pressure that had begun to mount inside me already. I clung onto the tree with everything I had. I felt like I could smash through the trunk if I gripped it tight enough.

Chris’s hands gripped my waist tightly, his fingers digging into my sides. I didn’t care. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was his cock. All that mattered was that he kept fucking me. All that mattered was The Feeling.

‘Holy shit,’ Chris said, ‘you’re so tight
.’

His words seemed to push me closer. I had to hear more.

‘You like that?’ I said, wiggling my ass as pushed back, ‘you like fucking this tight pussy?’

‘God yes,’ came the reply from somewhere behind me. ‘It feels so good. I want to fuck your pussy forever.’

‘Oh god
!’ I cried, ‘harder, harder, harder
!’

Again he obliged, filling my tight hole over and over, now slamming into me, gripping my waist so tight there were sure to be finger marks or bruises. I stopped pushing back. It was all I could do not to fall on the floor. My knees grew weak. I felt the fire spreading inside me, setting every pore, every nerve ending, ablaze with lust and uncontrollable desire.

‘Oh yes,’ I cried out, ‘oh god yes, that’s it, Chris, fuck me so hard baby!’

And then my very being exploded.

I cried out in total ecstasy, even as he continued to pound away at my yearning pussy. Even as my body found sweet release. Even as every fibre of my being came alive all at the same time.

It was a struggle to breathe for a few moments.

‘Oh my god!’ Chris gasped over my shoulder. ‘You’re even tighter
 now.’

‘Don’t – stop,’ I grunted through gritted teeth. It was all I could manage to say. I felt another, more powerful pressure building up from deep within. I could feel a second climax building inside me. ‘Fuck – me – hard – harder – please
.’

Somehow he found the energy to just that. His body slammed against my ass cheeks, his length filling me up inside, every thrust seeming to get deeper and harder, my aching pussy now gripping his cock, trying not to let him go, the muscles refusing to obey my need for satisfaction.

Chris’s grunts became more and ragged, his thrusting grew wilder. I could feel him beginning to tense up behind me.

‘Slap – my – ass,’ I grunted. My last coherent thought.

He was a very obliging partner.


SLAP
. His open palm connected with my ass cheek and I cried out in a heady mix of pleasure and pain. It was just what I needed to send me headlong into the biggest orgasm I’d ever had.

My pussy gripped him inside me, refusing to let him move anymore. My eyes closed. My back arched. My mouth opened and a loud, guttural oh of total, uninhibited bliss escaped me.

‘Oh fuck
!’ Chris moaned behind me.

Then I felt that delicious sensation deep inside me, the feeling of his hot climax as jets of his spend smashed against the condom inside me. It felt so good. Better than usual, actually. Better than it had felt in a long time. I couldn’t tell if it was Chris himself, the situation – among the trees, bent over, dress pulled up, panties yanked over – or the knowledge that someone could walk past and catch us at any second. It was a heady cocktail of erotic ingredients. And I fucking loved
 it.

After an eternity, the climax passed. My body relaxed. Chris withdrew, the movement sending another shock of pleasure through me.

‘Wow,’ was all he could say.

‘Wow,’ I agreed.

I stood up. My back was stiff from holding position. My hands were covered in bark that had broken off in my tight grip. My intimate folds still burned and throbbed. I could feel the heat and wetness on my thighs. It was incredible.

Chris looked at me, panting, his manhood still out, slowly deflating. He smiled. I smiled. We laughed together. It was a good feeling.

‘C’mon,’ I said. ‘If you can walk yet.’ My knees were pretty shaky after all that. I brushed the dry leaves off the front of my dress, hoping it didn’t look like I’d been giving my date a blowjob.

Chris pulled off the spent condom and tucked himself away. He took my hand and we slowly made our way through the trees. It was pretty dark under the leafy canopy, but I knew my way around the woods pretty well.

We stepped back out onto the path. Almost immediately a man walking his dog passed us by. I got a little thrill thinking that he could have heard us if we were still there. It was a good feeling. I liked it, that naughty feeling. I wanted more.

Chris walked me all the way home, like a proper gentleman. My dad was waiting by the front door, tapping his watch. He burst out laughing as Chris’s face went pale.

‘Aw, I’m messing with you!’ my dad said, giving Chris another slap on the shoulder. ‘I’ve been waiting out here for an hour to make that joke!’

My mother appeared and pulled my dad away.

‘Sorry about him’ she said to Chris. ‘I’ll give you some privacy.’

She shut the door on us.

Chris turned to me on my front porch. The stars shone overhead. The air was clear. It was a beautiful night.

‘So…’ Chris said. ‘Will I see you again?’

I put my arms around him, pulled him close.

‘God, yes
,’ I whispered into his ear.

And kissed him.

The stars shone down over us. School was over. Life was beginning.

****


Episode Four: The Flower Opens


Chapter Thirteen

The early summer was indeed long and hot, as I thought it would be. Things with Chris didn’t exactly go to plan, however. Three days after prom, his parents took him on vacation and then they stayed with family somewhere out west. I didn’t see him again until much, much later.

But before that, something very different, very unexpected happened to me. Ever since that night, I’ve wondered if I would have avoided it, had I known what was going to happen. But I’m glad I didn’t. That night was probably the most wonderful, intimate and unexpectedly erotic of my entire awakening. What made it more erotic is that I never saw it coming. I didn’t plan it, I didn’t will it to happen, it just… happened. It was a pure, perfect moment.

****

The summer heat was incredible. During the days, you could cook an egg on the sidewalk. During the nights, I slept naked, air conditioning switched on all over the house. If you weren’t careful, you could pass out. Newsreaders gave dire warnings of health risks and dangers of the sun. My parents went out to work every day, reminding me to be careful in the sun
.

As for me, I loved it. I would put on my bikini and lay out in my parents’ garden. I’d lie in the sun, eyes closed, body dripping with sweat, feeling my skin tingling in the incredible heat. I had nothing to worry about. School was finished. Whatever came next would come.

Sometimes I would cast my mind back while I bathed in the sun’s rays, thinking about the encounters I’d enjoyed so far. My first time, being laid down on the couch cushions. My perfect gentleman, Mark, his chiseled body and strong arms, our forbidden affair. That encounter with Chris in the woods, not so far from my house. I still got a thrill when I walked through those trees, remembering how good it felt to be bad.

Was I some kind of slut for enjoying them? For having had three different men in the space of a few months? I didn’t think so. It didn’t matter to me, anyway. I didn’t care. I was happy. I knew my body. I knew what I liked.

And my body wanted more.

Sometimes I would drift off in the sun, overtaken by my thoughts and memories. I wasn’t in the garden anymore. I was back there. I was back in Mark’s bed. I was bent over among the trees. I was on the couch cushions in Dylan’s living room, his brother’s huge cock stretching my soft cleft open for the very first time. The erotic images flooded my brain, clouding my senses, lifting me up, taking me away. I was adrift in a sea of sexual desires. Sometimes the memories changed and warped, became my fantasies. Things that I wish I’d done in certain situations. Things that I wish had happened in my memories. Maybe I should have thrown Chris to the floor, smart tuxedo be damned, and ridden him hard that night in the woods. Maybe I should have let Mark be the first man to take my ass. Maybe I should have called Dylan down when I fucked his brother and gotten them both to take me…

And when the fantasy outshined the memory, I always came back to reality. The sun would be high in the sky. My skin would be hot to touch. My sex would be hot to touch, too. At this point I would head inside, take a shower, try to cool off. Inevitably I would lay on my bed, still dripping wet from the shower, and pleasure myself. I didn’t own any toys or naughty books at that point in time. I relied on my memories, on my fantasies, on my nimble fingers. I would bring those fantasies up again as I gently ran one finger along the delicate lips, as I slowly stimulated the firm little button of flesh that sat proudly atop the folds. I would try and pretend that my fingers were Mark’s own again – those professional, firm, seasoned fingers. Then inevitably the vision would change and I would imagine that Dylan and his brother James were both working me over together. One would be gently licking my firm, eager nipples while the other sampled the sweet nectar between my legs. Then they would take me, together, at the same time.

It was always at this point that I climaxed, one hand gripping the bed sheets, the other furiously stroking my yearning sex, my mind always crying out for more, more, more-

But it never seemed enough. And with Chris hundreds, if not thousands, of miles away from me for almost the entire summer, my satisfaction seemed more and more distant by the day.

****


Chapter Fourteen

My friends and I still hung out together, but it seemed less and less spontaneous. It was as if the five of us knew that soon we would separate for whatever came next in life and we wanted to spare ourselves the inevitable pain. Sammi and Lisa were going to different colleges. Jodie wanted to work for a while. Amy was talking about taking a year out.

As for me, I had no idea what I wanted to do. I wanted to have fun. To experience life. To earn my keep. I wanted to do everything that my friends were doing and everything they weren’t.

The first time we all met up after prom, all we did was talk about what we had done that night. Sammi took centre stage, of course, telling us how she and her boyfriend had driven out to a hotel and made passionate love in a king size bed. Lisa admitted – after extreme pressure from the group – that she had given Dan a blowjob, but hadn’t gone any further as he had pretty much passed out afterwards. Jodie said that she hadn’t really liked Ian enough to go all the way, but they’d made out a lot and he was a good kisser. I confessed that Chris and I had gotten up to stuff
, but I withheld the details. I didn’t tell them how I had seduced him, how I had led him into the woods near my home, how I had sucked his cock and swallowed his bittersweet juices, or how I had bent over among the trees, panties pulled over to one side, and begged him to fuck me hard. The girls nodded their approval at the stuff
 Chris and I had gotten up to. I let their own minds fill in the blanks.

Then Sammi’s attention turned on Amy.

‘You and Todd,’ she said, a grin stretching out her thin lips into an almost predatory grin. ‘Did you guys… you know?’

Amy almost visibly recoiled from the attention. ‘No,’ she said. ‘We didn’t.’

And that was as much as she would talk about it. No matter how much Sammi probed – and how much I asked Sammi not
 to probe – Amy refused to shed any more light on what happened after prom between herself and Todd.

I could see how uncomfortable Amy was discussing matters of sex, so I steered the conversation away, towards the summer. But she didn’t talk much the rest of that first meetup. In fact, Amy seemed to retreat into herself after that, not making any silly jokes or wisecracks, or even really joining in with any conversation. It broke my heart. I was losing a friend and there didn’t seem to be anything I could do about it.

As that summer continued, growing hotter with each passing day, I felt everything changing. My friends were all preparing for the next stage in their lives. There would soon come a time when we were no longer together, and that moment was fast approaching. With every day that drifted by in a haze of heat and sweat, I was losing my youth.

But worse than that, I was losing my friends.

So that’s how I found myself inviting Amy for a sleepover at mine. The two of us, we’d known each other the longest – since we were little, in fact – and our parents used to let us sleep at each other’s houses every so often. We’d grown out of it a little as the years went by, but I was feeling nostalgic. If I was being honest, I was a little scared of growing up. I wanted to feel like a child again.

So when my parents said they were going out of town to visit my Gran for the weekend, I asked them if Amy could sleep over without even thinking about it.

My daddy looked a little taken aback, but he smiled and said, ‘Of course she can.’ I don’t think he wanted me to grow up, either.

I rang Amy straight away. She seemed hesitant at first.

‘Sleepover?’ she said. ‘Aren’t we kind of… I don’t know, old for that?’

‘No, no!’ I said. ‘It’ll be fun, I promise.’

‘Well…’ she said, still undecided, ‘who’s going to be there?’

‘Just you and me.’

She sounded relieved.

‘Oh, okay,’ she said. ‘In that case, I’ll be there.’

The day arrived. Amy came over nice and early, joining my family for lunch. She brought DVDs and marshmallows, like the good old days. We chatted and laughed and got in our pyjamas far too early – it was still light out – and waved my parents goodbye when they set off. We stuck a movie into the DVD player and ignored the entire thing, just chatting to each other. God, it felt wonderful. I felt so free, even in the stifling heat. My pyjamas consisted of a small, thin shirt that hung from my breasts and pair of white cotton panties that did wonders for my ass. Amy wore a thin nightshirt and pretty pink panties with a little bow on them. There was the face of a smiling cat printed on the front. I wondered if Amy got the joke.

So we sat on my bed and talked and caught up and laughed. It was great to be so free, so silly, again. The sun slowly sank outside the house, outside our little world. We lay in my bed together, still talking, still excited, neither of us wanting to go to sleep just yet.

We talked about everything and anything – except, that is, about sex and boys. I deliberately steered clear of the subject, fearing that Amy would suddenly close up, or shut herself off. Imagine my surprise when she was the one who brought up prom.

‘Um, so…’ she said, her voice slightly nervous, ‘so the, um, the stuff
…’

‘Huh?’ I said, totally oblivious.

‘You know,’ she said, looking anywhere but at me, ‘the stuff
. You and Chris… prom night…’

‘Oh,’ I said. ‘Oh! You want to talk about prom night?’

She nodded, slowly.

‘Did you guys… you know?’ she said. ‘Do anything?’

I hesitated. Did Amy actually want to know? Did I dare tell her what happened? Did she want me to tell her how I’d taken Chris by the hand, taken him off the woodland path, dropped to my knees, sucked his manhood, swallowed his juices, then bent over and let him fuck me until I could barely think straight?

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Yes, we did stuff.’

‘Okay,’ she nodded.

There was a long pause. I got the sense that she was waiting for me to ask.

‘What about you and Todd?’ I said. ‘Did you…?’

‘I thought about it,’ she said. ‘But… you know… it didn’t feel…’

‘Right?’

‘Yeah,’ she said. ‘How do you know when you’re supposed to do… stuff
?’

I thought about it for a moment.

‘It just feels right,’ I said. ‘You listen to your body as much as your head. Your body knows what it wants, I guess, and your head kinda holds it back.’

‘I really did want to,’ she said. ‘I thought maybe we would do it.’

‘What stopped you?’

She giggled.

‘He wasn’t a very good kisser,’ she said. ‘I mean, I’ve not kissed many boys, but he was just bad
.’

‘How did he do it?’ I said, smiling at her.

Amy took my hand, held it to her lips. She kissed my hand once, softly. Then she flicked her tongue out, like a lizard.

‘That tickles!’ I said, laughing. Amy giggled next to me. I loved her laugh. She was so shy, she never laughed around strangers. Only around her friends, and only when she was comfortable. It was such a sweet sound. It always made my heart lift.

‘But that’s what it was like!’ she protested. ‘I couldn’t kiss him because I was laughing. He tickled me.’

I laughed again. I’d missed her so much. It was so nice to have an innocent laugh again. All the others wanted to do was talk about boys or sex, or listen to Sammi’s Boyfriend Stories. This was nice. This was what we used to do. It should always be like this.

She licked my hand again. I laughed, pushed her.

‘I’ve missed this,’ she said. ‘I mean, I’ve missed hanging out. You know.’

‘Me too,’ I said.

I threw my arm around her. Embraced her. Pulled her close to me. She smelled so good. I nuzzled her hair. So soft, so fresh.

She looked up at me. Smiling. Happy. I let go and lay next to her. It felt so good to be young again.

Then, without warning, Amy leaned in. Her lips touched mine. Just for a second. A brief, soft second. My mind went blank, the whole world whole world completely gone. It was like someone had flipped a light switch in my brain and everything outside of this moment had gone dark, beyond the edge of my vision. Yeah, I was shocked. For starters, Amy was kissing me. My best friend had touched my lips with hers. Even if it was just for a brief second. My breath had caught in my throat. All the feeling in my entire body had rushed to my lips, as if trying to preserve the feeling of her against me for all time. Her lips were soft – so much softer than any of the boys I’d kissed in my life. And she was gentle, too. There was heat, intimacy and passion in her touch, even in the brief seconds our lips had connected. It wasn’t something I had ever thought about before this very moment. I’d never had a wayward thought towards anyone on the home team, but the feel of her lips on mine seemed to awaken something inside me, some part of me deep, deep down that hadn’t been there before.

And a little voice inside me seemed to say, I guess this is okay, then
.

****


Chapter Fifteen

Amy’s lips parted from mine. She had that shy smile on again, that insanely cute shy smile I loved so much on her. But this time the sight of it didn’t make me want to wrap my arms around her and keep her safe. It made me want… her
.

I leaned in this time. In the final second before our lips touched, I could see surprise registering in Amy’s eyes. Then our lips connected and I stopped thinking again.

This time I didn’t break apart so quickly. I lingered there, feeling her against me, marvelling at the softness of her beautiful skin, awed at what I was doing – at what she was doing – and feeling a little flame beginning to spark up deep inside my belly. It felt different this time. If that was because Amy had sparked it into life, or because I hadn’t expected it to happen in this way, I couldn’t say. But it felt different, somehow. More intimate. More erotic. Amy was very, very different to the boys I’d been with, not just because she was a woman, but because she was so shy. So innocent. I adored her and envied her.

Then I felt her lips part ever so slightly as Amy gave in to me. The little flame in my belly caught a stack of dry twigs and exploded into life.

I didn’t know what to do or what to think. I felt Amy’s lips part. I felt her tongue timidly reach out and touch my own. Was this normal? Was this okay? We were friends, what if this made things awkward between us? What if we never spoke to each other again? I didn’t want to push my friend away. I loved Amy, dearly loved her. Would I lose her if this went any further? What did it mean ‘to go further’ with a girl? I’d never been in a situation like this, never seriously thought about it, not even once. I’d seen girls kissing in porn – I watched a lot of filth while preparing myself for Mark all that time ago – but I’d never pictured myself being in that scenario. What was I supposed to do or say? Amy was usually so shy, so reserved, I didn’t want to frighten her off by talking about it. But she was also really turning me on. That fact was starting to overwhelm my senses, to switch my brain off. Her tongue was teasing mine, her soft lips opening so carefully, so shyly. And now her hands were drifting around to my face, to the back of my neck. Her hands were as soft as her lips. They felt different to boy hands. Smaller. More intimate.

And that was when all rational thought stopped. My body made its decision. My body wanted Amy. My body took over for me.

My hand went out to her, one touching her face, the other on her shoulder. She was so warm. I felt a little shudder run through her skin. For a brief second I thought she was recoiling from my touch. But, no, it was the shudder of anticipation that I also felt. Her body was making moves she wasn’t used to. Sweet, innocent Amy was growing up, right here and now, in my arms, in my bed.

I let the hand that rested on her shoulder slowly trail along her arm, marvelling at her smoothness, at how feminine she felt to touch. Sounds stupid, I know, but women feel
 different to men. It’s crazy, but it’s true. The skin is smoother, softer, the smell is different, the taste is sweeter, the touch more intimate. Maybe that’s just all in my head, but that’s the best way I can describe. It wasn’t just the situation that was intensely erotic. It was Amy herself. She was turning me on, in a whole new way. Any time I got horny, the same feelings washed over me, as if I was going through a standard set of motions. But this time, I was completely taken by surprise.

And, by God, the fire burned bright that night.

My hand left her smooth, warm arm, found her hip instead. From the way she was laying, her shirt had slid up, exposing the pale skin of her hip. Another rush of erotic intimacy coursed through my veins as my hand touched her hip. I felt another shudder run along her skin as my I touched her bare hip. This was, by far, the most intensely passionate moment of my life. Up to that moment, anyway.

When my hand slid under her shirt, I heard Amy’s breathing change. There was a big intake of breath and her tongue paused its slow, gentle caress of my own. I didn’t move for a moment. I let her get used to her feel of my hand on her stomach. I teased her tongue with mine, stroked her face with my free hand, purred softly in the back of my throat. I wanted her to be comfortable. I wanted her to feel the same way. I didn’t know if this was right or wrong, but my body had never lied to me before. Whatever happened, I didn’t want her to stop. I was too far into this to pull out now. I didn’t know what was going to happen, or where it was going to lead, but I wanted to find out. My body yearned to find out.

My hand slid further up inside Amy’s shirt. She made a small, tiny moan into my mouth. It encouraged me. I moaned back, trying to let her know that it was okay, that this was okay. I didn’t know what I’d do if she stopped now. I didn’t think I could handle it.

Amy’s body trembled next to mine as my hand slowly slid up her smooth, perfect stomach. Beautiful little Amy. So warm next to me. All mine.

When my hand began to approach the curve of her breasts, she froze again. She pulled away from me, looking at me, eyes shining in the gloom of the room.

For an awful moment, I thought she was going to tell me to stop.

‘It’s okay,’ I said, trying to keep my voice level in spite of the swirling emotions inside me. ‘I won’t do anything that you don’t want me to do.’

She lay there for a second, chewing on her lip.

‘That’s the thing,’ she said, in so quiet a whisper I almost didn’t hear, ‘I don’t want you to stop.’

My heart leapt as the burning in my cleft exploded all over again. I didn’t really know what girls did together, but I was horny enough to want to find out.

‘It feels nice,’ she said, her body trembling against mine, as my hand slid up her body a little more, lifting up her shirt, exposing her flat stomach to me. If my hand went any further, I would be touching her small, firm breasts. ‘Is it supposed to feel this nice?’

I shifted my weight on the bed, moving down, my face now in line with her stomach. I leaned in and placed my lips against her skin. She gasped at my touch. I began to place long, slow kisses on her stomach, slowly working my way around her body, marvelling at the feel of her against me, loving the little intakes of breath every time my lips connected with her. She was so soft, so warm, so exciting. Gradually I began to work my way up her torso, slowly teasing her, softly tasting her. The incredible burning in my sex was so intense, so hot, that it was everything I could do not to rush this. All I wanted was the relief of a powerful, long overdue, orgasm. I wanted to climax and I wanted Amy to make me climax. But I knew that if I rushed this – whatever this was – and scared her off, I would either cry or explode. I wasn’t sure which would be worse.

So I took my time there, softly, slowly, gently, kissing my way up her body, delighting in her gasps and cries. Listening to her moans of pleasure for the very first time. My beautiful Amy. So innocent. So excited.

She looked down at me, meeting my eyes, as my lips reached the rolled-up edge of her shirt, at the base of her breasts. I watched her face for some sign, some acknowledgment, some small hint of approval or permission to let me go on. But she gave none. No nod or wink or grin.

Instead, she rolled onto her back, never looking away from me, lips parted, breathing hard, eyes shining in the gloom.

That was good enough for me.

I climbed on top of her, finding a comfortable position straddling her legs, and resumed kissing her stomach. Amy’s little gasps evolved into moans, purrs and soft cries of pleasure. I could feel her skin heating up with every touch. She wanted this as badly as did, this… this… whatever it was that was passing between us. This moment of intense, passionate madness. Blame the heat. Blame the age we were at. Blame anything you like if it will help. Just don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.

I gently held the edge of her shirt in my hands and slowly, pulled it back, looking into Amy’s shining, excited eyes the whole time, feeling her whole body shaking with anticipation beneath me. I peeled back her shirt and exposed her firm breasts, the nipples standing tall and firm, begging for attention.

I remembered how Mark used to suck and tease my breasts. How he used to run his tongue around my nipples. How he used to make me crave him. I remembered the things he did to me as I leaned down on Amy’s body and softly, gently, kissed her breasts.

I’ve had a few lesbian experiences in my life. It’s not something I go out of my way for, but I won’t turn it down. Each one is special and unique in their own way, but you never forget your first.

And the first time I placed my lips against Amy’s firm breast, as I felt the heat of her skin, the softness of the flesh, my whole life seemed to change. It was like the first time James had kissed me and I knew in my heart that this was leading to some incredible new experience. It wasn’t I had suddenly turned gay, or I now preferred women. It was more like I realized that this was an option. If I found a woman attractive, that was okay. Nobody would judge me for it and I wouldn’t have to feel bad for it. That’s what I felt in that moment, my lips touching Amy’s warm, firm breast. It was okay. And I was okay with it.

I kissed her small breast. She gasped. My heart raced. I could feel her body starting to move of its own volition beneath me, no longer laying still, but pushing up against me, begging to be touched and explored.

It would have been rude not to oblige.

I trailed my lips across the softness of the mounds, feeling her tremble every time my breath touched her skin. The feel of her, my friend, my Amy, this beautiful woman, completely giving in to me, was totally and powerfully erotic. I knew I was wet. But I didn’t yet know just how wet she was making me.

Finally I kissed her firm nipple. Her gasp was music, pure music, to my ears. I had to hear more. I was a conductor. Her body was my orchestra. My hot, wet tongue found purchase on her hard nipple and teased the firm flesh there. Her moans came faster, louder, no longer shy and inhibited, but growing freer, wilder, by the second. She was Pandora’s box and I was the key. She was the flower and I was the sun. I would make her bloom on this night.

Her shaking hands came to me, found my head, stroked my hair as I gently, slowly, carefully ran my tongue across one nipple, then the other, leaving them silvery and wet, shining in the half-light of the room.

‘That feels so nice,’ Amy said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Her pleasure spurred me on. I had to do more. Had to hear more. I wanted to hear her moans. They were so soft, so beautiful, like a wind chime in a gentle breeze. I flicked my tongue across her breasts, a little faster now, looking up into her face into her shining eyes, watching her parted lips quiver with each moan that passed through them.

Before long, her entire body trembled at my every touch. She was mine, absolutely mine, to command.

I smiled up at her. Planted a kiss on each hard, wet nipple. Across each firm, sensitive breast. Then I carefully began to work my way down her body, kissing her skin as I went, feeling her tremble and shake, hearing her moan and mewl with every touch of my lips.

She was absolutely mine.

Placing kissed all the way down her perfect stomach, I finally came to the pretty pink panties I had been admiring earlier. Pink, with a pretty little bow on the top. The smiling little cat face gazing up at me. For the second time, I wondered if she got the joke.

Now I began to get nervous. I’d never done this before. Never done anything like this before. I knew I could suck a boy pretty good, but this was entirely different. I didn’t know where to start.

But then I realized something. If I
 was nervous, would must Amy be feeling?

I looked up at her. Pretty little Amy. Shy little Amy. She wasn’t going to give me permission to go ahead. She’d be too shy if I asked.

So I kissed her panties, right above the cat’s smiling face. Heard her gasping somewhere above me. I trailed my tongue along the top of the waistband. Kissed across her panties, down to her thighs. Placed my lips against her inner thighs, feeling the incredible heat of her burning sex through the thin cotton.

I looked up at her, one last time, trying to tell her what I wanted to do with my eyes. I kept my eyes on hers while I kissed the panties again, this time between her thighs, the cotton the only thing separating my lips from hers.

She nodded, biting her lip, eyes shining, but expression nervous.

‘Only if you’re sure,’ I said, knowing that I would probably die on the spot if she turned me away now.

She closed her eyes. Steadied herself. Opened her eyes. Nodded at me.

I smiled, slipped my fingers into the waistband, and slowly pulled her panties down. She arched her back, lifted her hips, allowing me to remove them completely. I tossed panties on the floor and leaned back down, free to do whatever I liked with Amy’s slick, glistening sex.

For the first few seconds, I wasn’t sure what to do. My mind had gone blank. I just stared at her intimate cleft. At the wispy curls proudly sitting above her groin. At the soft lips between her thighs, the lips that had never been opened before. I leaned in closer and kissed her sex.

Her gasp of breath, her sudden heady cry of pleasure was almost as exquisite as the feel of her against my lips. I stayed there for a long moment, gently kissing her, marvelling at the feel of her, the heat of her, drinking in her scent, her flavor. Then I flicked my tongue out and tasted her.

Amy moaned, her entire body no longer trembling, but swaying with pleasure, gently rocking as her nerves faded away, replaced by the animal that lives inside us all. She parted her legs as I slowly flicked my tongue back and forth across her lips, over the hard nub of flesh hidden within. Her sex opened like a blossoming flower at my touch, the delicate folds ready for my touch. Incredible heat throbbed from her, hotter and wetter than I could have thought possible. I ran my tongue slowly up and down her, teasing her, taking my time with her, allowing her to get used to the feel of me – and for me to get used to the feel of her. What nerves I’d been feeling were long gone, drowned out by the need to have Amy, to have her and make her mine.

Her moans grew steadily louder as I tasted her, building steadily with each passing second. I hadn’t been doing it that long, but I could feel that she was nearing her first climax. In the back corners of my mind, I wondered if maybe this was her first
 climax, ever.

Her hands gripped the bed, legs starting to bend, straighten, bend, straighten, like pistons moving on their own.

I marvelled at the feel of her, at the taste of her, at the scent of her. She tasted sickly-sweet. Pure, somehow. The scent of her arousal drove me wild with desire, made me want to delve my tongue between her velvet lips and sample every last drop of her. She was exquisite. She was untouched. She was all mine. That last thought sent shockwaves of pleasure through me – that she would always compare any future experience to this one here. Any other lover she took for the rest of her life would always be relative to the pleasure I gave her here and now, like the same way I always thought about James when things got steamy.

Amy arched her back, gave a soft cry up to the ceiling as my tongue reached the delicate little nub of flesh cunningly hidden beneath her folds. Her body rocked, hips buking wildly, fists clenching the bedsheets as if she might suddenly come undone from gravity itself.

‘Oh – my – god
,’ she said, gasping between cries of ecstasy.

So this was what an orgasm tasted like. It was good. Like delicious honey, perfect, glistening nectar.

I pushed my tongue back inside Amy’s yearning entrance, trying to taste every last drop of her sweetness, watching how her beautiful body danced with the power of her orgasm. I squeezed my thighs together, felt the incredible burning heat in my cleft, the wet heat that resided there, like molten metal, desperate for my own release, but not finished with Amy yet. She had never experience The Feeling before. I was going to make sure she remembered this sensation forever.

‘Oh my god,’ Amy said, arching her back again, thrusting her wet lips against my tongue, ‘it’s so good
, it feels so good
, oh my god…’

I giggled at the sound of her voice. Amy wasn’t one to lose her head, but this was a whole new side of her. I liked it. This Amy was carefree, wild, unrestrained. She deserved to feel this good.

My hands snaked up to her hips, grasping her legs, holding her against me. Her moans and cries were building up again as my tongue danced and flicked and swirled across her beautiful, soft folds. I lapped at her entrance, trailed my tongue up and down her lips, delicately teased her firm clit, all while holding her against my face. I could feel the pressure building inside her – could feel through her tensing body, could hear it in her breathless moans. She was about to come again.

Amy’s orgasm seemed to hit with the force of an explosion, jolting her, head to toe, every part of her body bursting with energy, surging with power. She looked down at me, met my eyes. Her face was an expression of deepest, sincerest, unrestrained pleasure. Her mouth hung open, lips trembling, eyes half shut, hair wild. Then she fell back on the bed, totally spent.

I let go of her hips, allowed my tongue to slide of her delicious honeypot one final time. I kneeled on the bed next to her, looking at down at my conquest, feeling intense love for this girl, enjoying the pleasure of her pleasure.

‘Oh god,’ Amy said, her voice little more than a breathless whisper. ‘What just happened?’

I sat up, a smile on my slick lips.

‘You just became a woman,’ I said.

She looked at me, eyes wide with wonder.

‘Oh wow,’ she said. ‘So that’
s what all the fuss is about.’

Her eyes flicked down my body, drinking me in for the first time. My hard nipples poked against my shirt. The liquid metal felt like it was burning through my panties. I had to take them off; it felt like they were soaking.

Amy’s eyes widened as I sat back on the bed. I wondered what she was looking at. Then I realized she was surprised at my lack of pubic hair.

‘I like to keep it trim,’ I explained. ‘It feels really good.’

I took her hand, keeping my eyes on hers, and slowly brought her fingers to my smooth mound.

‘See?’ I said, slowly trailing her smooth fingers against the soft, shaved skin. I let out a little sigh of pleasure, feeling her touching my intimate areas. How can something supposedly wrong
 feel so right
?

Amy’s fingers began to move on their own now. I let go of her hand, watching the curious, inquisitive expression on her face as she allowed herself to slowly explore me. I responded to her cautious touch with little sighs of enjoyment, wanting to spur her on, hoping that I wouldn’t somehow frighten her off.

Then her fingers trailed south, sliding down my shaved mound, finding my burning lips below.

‘Oh,’ she said, eyes widening as she felt me there. ‘Oh, oh, wow.’

I smiled at her, heart pounding, every fibre of my body feeling like it might burst into flames at any second. I was overcome with the desire to climax, right there and then. I wanted to come. I wanted her to make me come.

‘Is this… is this what it feels like?’ she said.

I squeezed my eyes shut as her fingers slowly stroked my yearning lips. It was the most exquisite, torturous sensation of my entire life.

‘Not always,’ I said, fighting to keep my head, to keep my cool. ‘It’s not usually this wet, but you’re turning me on so much…’

A flicker of satisfaction crossed her face.

‘Can I…?’ she started to ask a question, trailed off.

‘You can do anything you like to me,’ I said. ‘Just please
, please, I need to come.’

She giggled. Slipped two fingers inside me.

‘Oh holy fuck
!’ I cried, stunned by the sudden, unexpected pleasure of Amy’s digits slowly sinking inside me. I was still kneeling on the bed, my cleft totally exposed to her. I leaned backwards, allowing her a better view of what she was doing to me, letting her watch my pleasure. I pulled of shirt off, letting her see me fully, my breasts firm, nipples hard.

Her eyes were transfixed on my soaking hole as she slowly worked her fingers in and out of me. It felt unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. She didn’t fill me in the same way that a man did, but the feeling of strange, unknown fingers gently probing me was so much more intense than I’d thought possible. Why didn’t my own fingers feel this good?

I watched a smile spread over Amy’s face as she saw the effect she was having on me. I began rocking my hips, trying to help her movements, allowing her to softly, carefully, thrust her digits deep inside me. The intimacy of the situation, the cautious slowness of her movements, it all felt so utterly intense that I felt as though I was somewhere else entirely – on some other plane of being, maybe.

But soon I needed more. Amy still toyed with me, gently sliding her fingers in me, slowly building her confidence.

‘Do you want to taste me?’ I said.

She gasped. Thought about it.

‘Yes,’ she said.

I smiled and climbed on top of her, positioning my yearning lips above her mouth. She looked up at me, surprised.

‘Like this,’ I said, and slowly began rocking my hips back and forth, moving my pussy slowly over her lips. Amy got the idea quickly and flicked out her tongue, letting it trail across my wetness, allowing herself to slowly pleasure me.

‘Holy fuck, yes,’ I breathed, feeling her tongue tease, probe, and taste me, gently lapping at my lips.

Then she slipped her tongue inside me.

I moaned loudly, pushed down against her mouth, grinding my body against her tongue, wanting more, needing more, unable to think, to care, only feeling the pleasure that rocked me like a boat on stormy waters every single time she tasted me.

I looked down, saw her looking back at me. Watching me. Seeing me react to her touch. To her tongue.

‘That’s perfect,’ I said, ‘that’s so perfect, right there, please
.’

And she responded, sliding her tongue inside me, tasting my entrance, then lapping at my lips, right up to the little button. She found my clit and my whole body shook.

I tossed my head back, moaned, called out her name. All the while Amy kept flicking her tongue against my firm clit, carefully sampling me, slowly shedding whatever inhibitions were left in her.

My body began to tense up, to respond to her touch. The pressure slowly built up inside me, gradually, carefully, slowly. My hands now moved on their own, slowly groping my firm breasts, squeezing my sensitive nipples.

‘Oh, Amy,’ I moaned, ‘I’m getting close! Make me come, make me come!’

And now she attacked my clit with her tongue, soft little flicks turned into ferocious whips. Demure friend to wanton slut, just like that. She buried her face in my cleft, lapping at me, tasting me, tongue swirling and dancing and diving in a whirl of need and hunger. I wanted to come. She wanted me to come.

I did not disappoint.

I cried out, body exploding into flame. I wasn’t me anymore. I was the extension of Amy’s tongue. I was the force of her desire. I moaned and moaned and moaned as her tongue lapped at me, every touch a new explosion, a new sensation, pushing me further and further and further over the edge, making me cry louder, come harder. It was sheer, total, heavenly bliss. I could see the stars.

And then the storm passed. My passion subsided. I slowly came back down.

‘That’s… that’s…’ I said, slowly lifting off Amy. ‘Wow.’

She giggled as I lay next to her, utterly spent. Two naked girls, our mouths slick with each other’s juices.

I kissed her. She responded. I tasted myself on her tongue, she tasted herself on mine.

Finally we broke apart. Lay on the bed. Lost in happiness.

‘So, yeah,’ I said. ‘That’s what all the fuss is about.’

She smiled and put her arms around me. Our limbs entwined together, our bodies pressing against one another.

Lovely little Amy.

Sweet, innocent Amy.

All for me.

****


Episode Five: The Flower Awakens


Chapter Sixteen

The long, hot summer vacation was coming to an end. In our little town, people were making plans for the next stage of their lives. Sammi and Lisa were talking about their futures colleges. Jodie was busy writing application forms, trying to get a decent job. Amy’s face was often buried in maps, picking out places she’d like to explore.

While Amy and I never repeated our night together, we didn’t deny it happened to one another. Amy herself seemed bolder, more confident since that night. Sometimes I felt her eyes on me, sometimes I caught a sky smile turning up the corners of her beautiful, delicate lips. In fact, Amy seemed more free, more relaxed, than I’d ever known her. She didn’t turn pale or get embarrassed by Sammi’s constant sex talk. She hung out with us more, she laughed more, she didn’t come over suddenly shy and clam up. Amy was a brand new woman.

We seemed to spend all our time together looking back more than forward. We kept presenting old photographs of ourselves in years gone by – Look at your hair! What was I wearing?
 etc. – and laughing while we reminisced. Our world was soon going to change, forever.

And I still didn’t really know what I wanted to do. Does anybody at that age?

****

Time marched relentlessly on, drawing ever nearer to the moment we would separate – potentially forever. Everything always seems more permanent at that age, doesn’t it? Our hang outs became tinged with sadness, even as we talked excitedly about what we were doing next. Sometimes we lapsed into silence, not sure what to say next.

Until Sammi told us a rumour she’d heard.

‘I heard from Jennifer that Damien – you know Damien, the jock with the hair? – his parents are going away next week,’ she said, in the manner of someone confiding a matter of national security. ‘He’s throwing a huge end-of-summer party for the entire school
. Everyone’s going to be there.’

‘Sounds like fun,’ Amy said. ‘We should go.’

‘Yeah,’ Lisa said. ‘We can totally party!’

‘And see everyone again,’ said Jodie.

I stayed quiet, thinking to myself that it would be nice to have one last party, one final bash, with everyone I grew up working next to. The last time we’d see everyone, all those faces, all those memories. They’d be gone soon. It made me sad, to think that a major chapter of our lives closing. But the idea of ending of school days with one enormous final party was appealing. What better way to say goodbye?

‘That would be great,’ I said finally, feeling everyone’s eyes on me, waiting for me to chime in. ‘I’d really enjoy that.’

****


Chapter Seventeen

The days slipped by, each one somehow hotter than the last. The days stretched on, somehow prolonging the sense of melancholy we all began to feel. I grew restless, unsure what I was waiting for or what was supposed to happen. All my life had been leading in one direction. You go through school, you graduate, you go to Prom and then – BAM! – life happens. And somewhere along the way, you were supposed to figure out what you wanted to do and who you wanted to be and how you wanted to go about doing that. Everything had direction. Go here, do this, pass that exam. Now I was free of all that. The world was my oyster. Problem was, I didn’t know what I wanted on the side of the oyster.

A couple of times, Amy and I found ourselves sitting alone together. Amy would blush and avert her eyes and act slightly embarrassed to be alone with me – as if I would demand a repeat performance. It was cute. It made me want her all over again.

‘You don’t have to be like that,’ I said. Amy had just accidentally brushed my arm and looked away, cheeks reddening, for the seventh time.

‘Be like what?’ she said, all innocence and rainbows.

‘You don’t have to be awkward around me,’ I said. ‘We won’t talk about it if you don’t want to, but don’t act like you’re embarrassed to touch me.’

‘I’m not embarrassed,’ she said, cheeks reddening further.

‘Me neither,’ I said. ‘And I never will be. It was fantastic.’

She looked down at the floor. I could see her chest rising and falling a little faster as she remembered that night again.

‘I’ve never felt anything like that before,’ she said.

I put a hand on her shoulder. She didn’t flinch or pull away.

‘Me neither,’ I said.

It was true. Amy had touched me in ways nobody else had ever done. The softness of her hands, the smoothness of her skin – she was a whole other class to my previous lovers. And the fact that she was considered forbidden fruit made her taste extraordinary.

****

Rumours became whispers became confirmation. The rumoured summer party became a definite party. The party to end all parties. Depending on who you asked, there were going to be a hundred kegs of beers, or a swimming pool full of tequila, or a live band, or strippers, or whatever else you can imagine. The only thing anyone knew for certain was that there was a party – one that was going to be the full stop at the end of our school lives. At first I wasn’t too sure how I felt about it. But as the big day finally drew nearer, I started to feel a sense of anticipation in my stomach. Maybe I was looking forward to, deep down.

I told my parents about it, this mythical party for the whole school, a last chance for everyone to get together before we all parted ways forever.

My father fixed me with a look and asked, ‘Will there be boys there?’

I returned his gaze.

‘There were boys at my school,’ I said. ‘So I imagine that there will be boys at the party.’

He made a face like he wasn’t sure about this, back in my day oh no
…

‘No funny business,’ he said.

‘Huh?’

‘You know what I mean,’ he said. ‘No dancing with boys.’

‘Leave her alone!’ My mom’s favourite phrase. She bustled into the room. ‘Lizzie’s a grown woman now, she can do what she wants without you breathing over her shoulder all the time.’

Dad grumbled something unintelligible. Mom turned her gaze on him, fixed him in her sights like a firing squad.

‘What was that?’ Mom said.

‘Nothing,’ my dad said.

I started to get a little excited about the party. The day of the event, I took special care of myself. Picked out a perfect cocktail dress I hadn’t had a chance to wear yet. Laid out my best makeup. My sexiest underwear – lacy, thin, sexy. Shaved my legs. My armpits. Even trimmed the delicate mound nestled between my thighs. Not because I was expecting to need to look my best, but because I wanted to feel my best. And I felt my best when I looked sexy as all hell.

I got myself ready a good hour or so before I needed to. I wanted to look my very best. If this was the last night I was going to see most of my school friends, I wanted them to remember me like this. Glamorous. Beautiful. Happy.

My dad did a double-take when I came downstairs. He stared at me as if seeing me for the first time.

‘You…’ he said, stunned, ‘you look just like your mother.’

I twirled in my dress, letting the hem flare out. It was a soft purple colour, long and flowing. I fitted me perfectly, cupping my breasts and ass just so. There was a slit up the side to show a flash of leg when I moved. I looked amazing.

‘Dad, you okay?’ I said. He was rubbing his face.

‘I’m fine,’ he said. ‘Something in my eye.’

My parents beamed at me. I looked more like a grown woman than ever. Not even my Prom dress made me look half as good as this one. I looked elegant, sophisticated, beautiful. A real woman. A girl no longer. I stood tall and proud, watching the woman staring back at me in the mirror. She looked wonderful. Her hair was perfectly curled on one side, a seductive trail brushing one shoulder. Her lips were ruby red, her eyes soft and smoky, her skin perfectly smooth and flawless. Whoever she was, I wanted her.

I carried a small black clutch to complete the image. The woman in the mirror was everything I ever hoped I might become. She was perfection.

Of course mom and dad insisted on snapping a few pictures with me, their little girl all grown up. We laughed and smiled and took our photos, until finally we were interrupted by a knock on the door. I opened it to find Amy, glowing in the summer sun, her flowery dress absolutely gleaming in the light. She was a vision. My heart swelled just looking at her.

‘Oh my gosh, you look wonderful!’ My mom had followed me to the door. She looked at the two of us, beaming with pride. ‘You girls have grown up so fast!’ She was talking like we were moving out, not just going to a party a few blocks away.

They took some more photos of myself and Amy. We held each other like a newlywed couple, beaming at the camera, my hands clasped around Amy’s waist from behind. We hadn’t been this close together since that night a couple of weeks before. She felt good against my skin.

Finally it was time to go. We waved at my parents. They beamed back at us, my dad throwing his arm around my mom and kissing her on the head. I loved them very much.

I took Amy’s hand as we walked along the road. The sun shone down on us from a cloudless sky. The wide lawns and immaculate house fronts looked like something out of a painting. Everything was perfect.

****

We followed the road along, laughing as we went, talking excitedly about the party and what we were going to do. Amy was telling me about this cocktail she’d read in a book and how we should totally try it later on. I was agreeing with her, looking forward to trying this mythical elixir. She was so full of life, so happy. A complete change from just a few weeks before. It was like our night of passion had altered her outlook somehow. She was like a highly pressurized bottle before. Now the cork had been loosened and she was free. No stress, no worries. Back to her old self.

Our fingers intertwined in the sun as we walked, crossing streets, taking side alleys and shortcuts, winding our way through the homes we knew so well.

The others were waiting for us on the way. Sammi, Lisa and Jodie sat on a park bench, waiting for us. They were also dressed to impress. That was good. I’d hate for Amy and I to be the odd ones out.

‘There they are!’ Sammi said. ‘What took you guys so long?’

I glanced at the sky. Still blue. Still light.

‘What’s the rush?’ I said. ‘We have plenty of time!’

‘We don’t want to miss anything!’ Sammi said. She didn’t clarify what she meant by that or what we would possibly miss by not arriving dead on time.

Lisa and Jodie rolled their eyes – they’d probably been putting up with Sammi’s impatience for hours now. We all set off together to the party, Sammi walking in front, talking excitedly amongst ourselves. Lisa had snuck a bottle of tequila from her mom’s liquor cabinet and Jodie was trying to think of all the ways it could be consumed.

‘It’s either a lime or a lemon,’ she said. ‘But just in case, I brought both. And an orange.’

‘Why do you have an orange?’ Amy laughed.

Jodie peeled the fruit and popped a piece in her mouth.

‘Travelling snack,’ she shrugged.

****


Chapter Eighteen

The setting for the party was a huge home, in the rich district. The lawns here were even wider, the house fronts more immaculate. If my area looked like a painting, this place looked photoshopped. Most of the homes had expensive-looking cars in the driveways. None of them looked like they were regularly driven. It was the kind of place where owning a luxury car was more important than driving one. I caught glimpses of people in houses, or lounging around in lawn chairs. The women looked more plastic than human. I didn’t see any men. They were probably all at work, earning the money to keep their women plastic. Couldn’t have been cheap.

The house we were looking for was situated at the far end of a long cul-de-sac. It was one of the biggest houses I had ever seen. It looked more like a presidential summer house than a home for someone who went to my school. The sun was just starting to curve downwards, casting the neighborhood in a warm glow. The golden light spilled over the ground, bathing us all in the final rays of the day. We walked side by side, all five of us, up the road to the big house at the end. Times like this it seemed that everything was right in the world. It didn’t matter what came next or what happened to us. We would always have this moment.

We could hear music blaring as we neared the front door. People were already here. I could hear laughter and shouts, the general cacophony of young people having a good time. My smile widened as we neared the house. In spite of my initial misapprehensions, I was really excited. The sound of music and wild laughter got my blood pumping. I’d never known a bad time to start with those two things.

Sammi strode across the wide porch and knocked on the door. After half a second of waiting, she banged again. She was twitchy and giddy, practically ready to tear the door off its hinges to get inside.

She raised her fist to bang again and the door opened. Damien, the guy whose house it was, held up a beer, let out a long frat boy-style wolf howl at us as we entered. I never really knew the guy and he never really knew us, but he wasn’t to turn away five glamorous young women from his doorstep. We walked past him, the sounds of the party growing louder. People were already here, already well in the spirit. Drinks flowed into plastic cups. Music blared from speakers. Some guys were well into a game of beer pong, pointing and laughing, bouncing a ball back and forth between them while their bros watched. There was a good atmosphere.

We made a beeline for the kitchen – a cavernous room larger than my parents’ entire first floor – and started pouring Lisa’s tequila into plastic cups.

‘Simon!’

Sammi’s shrill squeal of joy was almost ultrasonic. There were probably dogs in the area looking around in confusion. She ran over to her boyfriend, who had just entered the room, and grabbed him about the neck, kissing him on the lips. He seemed surprised by her sudden shout and she hung there, kissing him. It reminded me of an aunt and an awkward teenager. I stifled a laugh.

‘Cheers!’ Lisa said.

We lifted our cups and toasted each other. We knocked back the first shot of tequila. Grimaced. Jodie cut up the lemon and the lime. We drank another shot and sucked on the fruit, like we’d seen people do at other parties. It’s what you were supposed to do with tequila, right? Maybe not with lemons, though. Amy nearly gagged outright on her slice.

We laughed. I grabbed some beers, filled our cups. We chattered away and headed through the house, saying hi to people we had known for the past several years. Everyone was in good spirits. It was like we had all made an unspoken agreement to ignore all our feelings of melancholy and just focus on the good times. This wasn’t just a party. This was the only party that mattered.

The four of us settled down on a couch in a corner of one of the many rooms in the enormous house. Every room was bigger than most entrance lobbies. The place was huge. Impeccably designed. Every surface gleamed. Must have taken an army of maids to keep the place looking spotless. There certainly wouldn’t be a stay-at-home wife managing all this. Not when the liquor cabinet was so full.

The party wound on through the setting sun, into early night. The music got louder. The laughter grew steadily more wild and drunk. People were stumbling as they walked, slurring as they talked. I was no exception.

I took my leave of the girls and tried to find the bathroom. People were everywhere. Lining every wall. Sitting on every available surface. There had to be more people here than actually went to our school. I turned a corner and bumped right into someone.

‘Chris!’ I said, surprised. ‘What are you doing here? When did you get back?’ I was as surprised as I was delighted. Chris and I had a whole summer to catch up on. A little flutter went through my stomach in anticipation. A spark burst into life in my loins as I flashed back to our night together, our Prom night celebration among the trees.

‘Oh, hey, Lizzie,’ he said, just as surprised as I was. ‘I, uh, yeah, just got back yesterday.’

‘How was it?’ I asked. ‘Did you have a nice vacation?’

‘It was okay,’ he said, ‘you know how it is. Families. Didn’t get much time for anything. Had fun.’ He leaned close and whispered in my ear over the noise of the assembly. ‘Missed you.’

That little flutter kicked up inside me again. A tiny tingle of anticipation sparked up somewhere deep within me. I had grown fond of that tingle. I liked what happened whenever I felt it.

‘I missed you too,’ I said.

‘I thought about you a lot,’ he said.

My heart skipped a beat.

‘Me too,’ I confessed.

‘We have a lot of catching up to do,’ he said.

I smiled at him. That little flutter in my chest danced for joy.

‘I look forward to it,’ I said.

****


Chapter Nineteen

Chris and I made small talk for a while. Then one of his friends came over, drunk as hell, saying he’d lost his keys. I made my excuses and slipped away. I could always find Chris again later.

I fought my way through the partygoers, clumped in groups like weeds all across the house. Finally I spied someone I recognised in a corridor. She waved me over.

‘Hey!’ Jodie said. ‘Look who’s here!’

She turned and pointed the figure standing next to her. Someone I hadn’t seen, much less spoken to, in a long time.

Dylan.

The man who was supposed to have been my first lover.

‘Hey,’ I said, trying to play it casual, feeling my cheeks flush. Damn tequila. I leaned against wall, trying to look all cool and nonchalant.

Dylan looked me up and down, his face impassive, unreadable.

‘You look good,’ he said.

‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘How have you been?’

‘Pretty good,’ he said. ‘Been working on my grandpa’s farm most of the vacation. Just came back to see everyone again.’

‘That’s great,’ I said, leaning against the wall. The booze was really starting to kick in and I hoped he couldn’t tell.

‘Was hoping I’d see you again,’ he said.

‘Oh, really?’ That surprised me. Last time I spoke to Dylan was the night after I slept with his brother. Dylan and I were supposed to have our first time together, but the plan went sideways at the last minute. I still felt a touch of shame at myself for having slept with his brother, but there was nothing I could do about it now. At least Dylan didn’t know that.

‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘I was speaking to Chris about you…’

I stumbled against the wall.

‘Chris?’ I said. ‘And what were you talking about?’

He leaned against the wall. Moved in real close to me.

‘This and that,’ Dylan said. He had a slight smile on his face. Like he knew a secret of mine. Like he was trying to embarrass me. Or shame me. It was hard to tell, I felt kinda foggy. But I refused to let him make me squirm. Prom night with Chris was one of my most erotic memories. The passion, the intensity, the dirty hands…

‘That and this,’ I said.

His smile widened.

‘Whatever I did wrong,’ he said, ‘I just want you to know that I’m sorry.’

That took me by surprise.

‘You didn’t do anything wrong,’ I said. ‘It was me.’ I did regret breaking up with Dylan, but better that than wrecking his relationship with James, his brother.

‘If I had that chance again,’ he said, ‘I wouldn’t pass it up.’

His eyes sparkled as he studied my reaction.

‘I’ve often wondered what if
 as well,’ I said. I didn’t tell him that my what if
 was slightly different. My own personal what if
 involved both Dylan and James at the same time.

He grinned, took a sip from his cup. He’d grown up a lot in the months since we’d parted ways. More than I wold have believed possible. His shoulders seemed wider, his arms looked bigger. A few months on his grandpa’s farm seemed to have done him a world of good.

‘Maybe we could, you know,’ he said, ‘catch up sometime.’

He put just enough emphasis on catch up
 for me to believe that he wasn’t referring to a long conversation. That little flutter inside me took flight once more.

I put my hand on Dylan’s arm. I was right. It was bigger. Felt harder, too. More muscular. He’d taken his shirt off in front of me some months before and there was no sign of that
 anywhere on him.

‘I’d love to,’ I said, giving him my most flirtatious smile.

He grinned at me. Dylan had that same wolfish grin as his brother James. Last time I saw that smile was right before James had made love to me on the living room floor. I got another little flicker of desire deep down inside me.

Dylan nodded at me and raised his cup. He pushed away from the wall and disappeared into the people.

‘What was that?’ Jodie said. ‘You dump the guy after you sleep together and now that? I don’t get you.’

I decided not to explain.

****

The night wore on, darkness visible outside the windows. Some people found their way out onto the back lawn, smoking and drinking in the light that spilled from the windows.

I was halfway to wasted, feeling that great buzz when you’ve had just the right amount to drink. I didn’t want to overdo it and end up throwing up in the toilets – there were already at least two casualties – and I didn’t want the buzz to fade. So I’d been nursing a drink for a good long while.

I was talking with Jodie and someone else we knew in the kitchen. Lisa was in a corner, making out with a guy I vaguely knew from Chemistry class. Their hands desperately pawed at each other and they kissed like there was no tomorrow. We were turned away from them. People were starting to get in couples and make out in various corners of the house. It was starting to get awkward. Amy, Sammi, and Simon were hanging out together somewhere else last I’d seen them.

‘Can I get a refill?’

The voice broke through our little bubble. I turned to find Chris standing next to me, holding an empty cup. I smiled at him, grabbed the nearest bottle, and poured a generous amount into his cup. He inched closer to me, until we were shoulder to shoulder. Then I felt his hand caressing my ass.

‘Looks like the party’s starting to wind down,’ he said. It wasn’t. Not even nearly.

‘Is it?’ I said, playing innocent. ‘But it’s still so early!’ It was well after midnight at least.

‘I know, right?’ he said. ‘I’m really awake, you know? I could go all night.’

I smiled at him. The game was fun, but I wanted to get to the ending. I was impatient. I hadn’t seen him for months.

‘Maybe we could go exploring?’ I said.

‘It’s a big house,’ Chris said. ‘You could easily, uh, get lost here.’

I got what he meant. He got what I meant. We were on the same level. I smiled. Drained my cup. Put it on the counter.

I took Chris’s hand and started leading him through the crowd of people. I didn’t know where we were heading. I just wanted to find somewhere a little quieter, a little more private. There were no plans for what we’d do once we were there. I enjoyed improvising. It was fun.

There was a jostle in the crowd and Sammi stormed through the house, eyes full of tears. She shouldered me as she went, her eyes fixed forwards, not paying attention to where she was walking. I looked around, saw Simon looking down at the floor, shuffling his feet. He looked exhausted. For a moment I thought about going after Sammi, or asking Simon what happened. But Sammi was out in the back yard, and I could see Amy nervously laying a hand on Simon’s shoulder. Chris squeezed my ass again and I made my decision. It was selfish and maybe I should have felt bad about it, but this was going to happen.

We peeled away from the main pack of people. Found a set of stairs at the back of the house. Walked up them quickly, glancing over our shoulders to make sure nobody had seen us.

‘This way,’ Chris said. ‘There’s a room at the back.’

He took my hand and lead me down a corridor. There looked to be other bedrooms here, their doors slightly open. None of the beds looked made. This was not the part of the house where the homeowners slept. That was good – for us.

Chris went to the bedroom at the very back of the house. The furthest away from all the people. The sounds of the party were distant here. Muffled by the walls and the distance. We would be totally alone here.

I pushed the door carefully and peered in. This forgotten bedroom at the far end of the house was twice the size of my own. There were a few pieces of furniture. A couple of empty shelves. But my eyes spied the bed in the centre of the room. A huge bed, soft mattress. A blank canvas for us to create a piece of art together.

Chris moved in front of me. He took my face in his hands and kissed me tenderly, slowly. My tongue responded to his. I wondered if he could taste the alcohol I’d been drinking. He pulled away. I giggled, tipsy. Leaned in and kissed him again.

And then I heard the door close behind us.

****


Chapter Twenty

I pulled away from Chris in surprise, spun around. Dylan stood in the doorway, watching us. He turned the key in the lock.

‘Dylan?’ I said. ‘What are you-’

I looked back at Chris. There was a look on his face. He wasn’t surprised to see Dylan. He was looking at me with something like satisfaction. Like he’d managed to get me exactly where he wanted me. I looked from one to the other, suddenly feeling like a rat in a trap.

The difference was, unlike the rat, part of me was excited. I couldn’t explain the sensation. I had these two boys – well, men, I guess – looking me over, studying me, in my party outfit, their eyes sweeping me like searchlights, checking me out, and I was in this little back bedroom with him. Far away on the other side of the house, music blared, thumping against the walls like an angry fist. Nobody would hear anything that happened in this room.

‘What are you doing?’ I said, looking from one to the other.

‘We’ve been talking,’ Chris said.

‘And we feel like you’re playing us off,’ Dylan said. ‘You want him, then you want me.’

‘That’s not how we work,’ Chris said.

‘I’m not doing that!’ I protested weakly. I kinda had been doing exactly that.

‘So here’s what’s going to happen,’ Dylan said, stepping closer to me. I didn’t back away. I felt like I should have, but I wasn’t going to act frightened in front of them. Besides, that little flutter inside me had grown larger, more confident. That little flutter wanted to see where this went. ‘What’s going to happen is, we’re going to fuck you.’

‘Together,’ Chris said.

‘And you’re going to like it,’ Dylan said.

I pouted, trying to act like I was still in control.

‘What makes you think I’ll let you do something like that?’ I said.

They looked at each other and grinned.

Quick as a snake, Dylan stepped in, grabbed me, one hand clutching my waist, the other grasping, cupping, stroking my sex through my party dress.

‘Well,’ he said, ‘what do you know? She’s red hot.’

It was true. I had to stifle a little moan inside me that threatened to escape. I didn’t want either of them to know how turned I was right then. But I had a feeling Dylan already knew. He could feel the heat of my arousal. Maybe it the tequila. Maybe it the fantasies that had been running through my head, the idea of two guys at the same time. It was daunting. It was a little scary. But I as just drunk enough to see it as a challenge. Maybe if I was sober, I would have thought about this more. Been more careful. Slower to make my decision. But I was just drunk enough to think this was a good idea. And I was more than horny enough to give it a try.

‘I’m not surprised,’ Chris said. ‘You’re very fucking dirty, aren’t you?’

Dylan’s hand began to move back and forth, stroking me, stoking the fire. I bit my lip to keep quiet. I put my hands on Dylan’s chest, tried to push him away. Chris took up position behind me and grabbed my arms, pulling my hands away, holding me tight. His prisoner. Their prisoner.

‘I think she likes that, too,’ Dylan murmured. ‘She feels even hotter.’

It was true, though I wasn’t about to go admitting that.

‘Let’s see what else she likes,’ Chris said.

Dylan’s grin split into a wide smile. A smile that said, You’re in for a long night
.

I didn’t know what to do. What to say. What to think. Every time I’d had sex with a guy so far in my life, it had been entirely on my terms. I was the seductress. I was the dominant. I was the boss. This was something wholly new to me. Not only was a man going to take charge of my body, he was going to do it with his friend along for the ride. The flutter inside me exploded like a firework, setting fire to every nerve ending. My body absolutely wanted this.

And my heart did, too. But I wasn’t about to tell them that.

‘I’ll scream,’ I said.

‘You probably will,’ Dylan said. ‘Chris says you’re a moaner.’

I held up my middle finger so Chris could see it behind me. I heard him laugh.

‘Don’t act like you’re embarrassed,’ Chris said. ‘You didn’t seem to care who saw you on Prom night.’

He had a point.

‘Oh fuck, man,’ Dylan said, gently running his hand back and forth over my burning mound. ‘I think she really likes it.’

‘We’re missing the party,’ I protested feebly.

‘I don’t think anyone is going to miss us,’ Dylan said.

‘If we… do this,’ I said, voice quaking slightly at the thought of what I was about to say, ‘then we can go back to the party?’

Dylan looked at Chris behind me. His smile widened even further.

‘Absolutely,’ said Dylan.

‘Promise,’ said Chris.

‘One condition,’ I said. Dylan raised an eyebrow. ‘I am not some fucking slut, you understand me? No going around telling all your stupid fucking buddies and high-fiving each other about what a slut I am. I hear one word about me – about this – to anyone
…’

I think I slurred most of my little speech. But it had an effect on the boys. Dylan’s face became serious. He leaned in, body to body, pressing against me.

‘What kind of men do you take us for?’ he said.

Then he kissed me.

Hard, passionate, desperate. My hands were still trapped by Chris, so I couldn’t move, much as I wanted to. I wanted to run my hands through his hair, feel his arms, pull him in close against me and grab his ass. But I couldn’t. Somehow that turned me on even more, the knowledge that I couldn’t do something as simple as touch the man who was kissing me.

Chris shifted behind me. I felt his lips touch my neck. I moaned into Dylan’s mouth with the sensation, the feel of them both against me. Dylan’s hand still caressed my mound. I wanted to beg him to stop tormenting me and tear my panties off, but I didn’t want to rush it.

Besides, I reasoned, they were in charge here. I was just along for the ride, so to speak.

Chris let go of my arms so he could let his hands roam across my body. The sensation was exquisite. His lips on my neck, softly kissing, his hands on my body, deftly exploring. Dylan’s tongue continued its relentless, energetic assault on my own. I could feel his excitement pressing up against me. I knew he could feel my own pleasure on his hand. I could feel Chris’s length stiffening through his pants, pressing into my butt. The very thought of having two men at my command at one time sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. I was in heaven.

Well, not yet, anyway…

Dylan’s firm hand continued its relentless teasing, rubbing my burning sex through my dress, through my panties. His other hand stroked my body, cupped my breast, gave it a firm squeeze. Chris’s lips gently kissed my soft neck, gently teased the sensitive skin. His hands roamed my body, fingers running through my hair one moment, then cupping my other breast, squeezing my ass the next. I moaned into Dylan’s mouth at the incredible variety of sensations washing over me all at the same time. Four hands roaming my body. Two sets of lips on me at once. The feel of two separate members straining to be free, pressing into my front and back simultaneously. It was delicious.

Dylan finally pulled away from me, looked at me as Chris worked his way around my neck and shoulders. I damn near purred.

‘Give the lady some room,’ he said.

Chris looked up. Some invisible message passed between them, something I couldn’t pick up on. They both stood back. Moved behind me. Sat on the edge of the bed, watching me. If I wanted to, I could run to the door. Unlock it. Run out and be away from them.

But the urge to stay was overwhelming. I wanted to see this through. I wanted this.

Badly.

‘That’s a lovely dress,’ Dylan said, that sly grin on his face.

‘It would be a shame to damage it,’ Chris agreed.

‘Perhaps you should take it off?’ Dylan said.

‘Slowly,’ Chris said.

Their eyes were fixed on me. I could see their bulges, straining to be free, the excitement, the tension, thick and heavy in the room. They were young and relatively inexperienced, but they weren’t rushing. They wanted to take their time. To make this right. I appreciated that. It would make the pleasure more rewarding, more satisfying.

I gave them my most defiant look as I reached for the zip on the side of the dress. I wasn’t doing this for them. I was doing it for me.

Slowly, I pulled the zip down. My eyes on them. Watching their eager faces. My body screaming at me to hurry up, to tear my clothes off and let them have their way with me. I just about controlled myself, fingers shaking with anticipation as the zipper finally came to a rest at the end of the track. Then I gingerly slip one strap off my shoulder, looking Dylan square in the eye. He wasn’t smiling anymore. His face was set. Serious. Hungry. He wanted me as badly as I wanted him. But I was going to make him wait just a little longer.

The second strap slipped from my other shoulder. Chris’s eyes blazed with desire as he watched me. He’d never seen my body before. After everything we did last time, he didn’t even see my breasts. His knuckles turned white as he gripped the mattress, trying to control himself. That was good. For me, anyway.

I took a breath to prepare myself. I’d never stripped in front of my lovers before. Had never done it in front of two men, either. My partners had always offered me a hand, or I’d been lying in wait in some way. This took nerves of steel.

In that last moment before I revealed my body to them, I thought how strange it was that they were in control of me, yet I was the one with all the power here. Strange, yet intoxicating.

I slipped my arms free of the dress. Then let it fall down me.

They both took a sharp breath as the dress hit the floor. I stood before them in just my underwear, the special set I’d picked out to make myself feel as sexy and glamorous as possible. From the looks on their faces, I’d chosen well. My breasts heaved, straining against the fabric leashing them. I could feel my nipples, firm and tender, touching the cups. My burning cleft felt hot enough to set fire to my panties.

Dylan let out a long, low sigh.

‘You like?’ I said, smiling coyly.

They both nodded.

I ran my hands down my body, over the curve of my breasts, across the flat plain of my stomach, to the fragile cloth that covered my sex.

‘I sure hope you boys are going to be gentle with me,’ I said, pouting as sexy as I could. ‘I’m not sure how much I can take.’

Dylan’s eyes flashed. He stood up, strode over to me, slipped his arm around my waist and kissed me hard.

When he finally let go, Chris had taken off his shirt. He watched us, eyes gleaming.

‘She can take a lot,’ he said, looking between me and Dylan. ‘Trust me.’

Dylan grinned wolfishly at me. He took hold of my hand, brought it to his groin, pressed it against the hardness there. A silent command. No words needed.

Chris took up position on the other side of me. He took my other hand, put it to his manhood. One for each hand…

I squeezed, stroked, caressed them. Enjoyed the little sighs, glints in their eyes, the burning desire etched into their faces. I’d never felt so aroused before.

My fingers moved on their own. I wasn’t thinking anymore. I was doing. I popped the buttons on their pants, deftly tugged the zippers down. Dylan’s hands were on me again, caressing my breasts and ass. Chris stroked my panties. I felt like a goddess.

I gently eased them both free, their rigid members, hard and proud, standing to attention on either side of me. I gently ran my fingers along Dylan’s shaft, hearing him sigh deep in his throat. A guttural, primal sound.

I gripped Chris’s firm length, greeting an old friend. I remembered the pleasure he had given me weeks before, on Prom night. A shiver of delicious anticipation ran through me.

I waited for them to make the first move. I was theirs to command. Chris eyed me, apparently unsure what to do next. Dylan took the initiative. He ran his thumb across my lips.

‘Such a pretty mouth…’ he said.

‘Use it,’ Chris said.

Music to my ears. I sank to my knees between them, trying not to look as eager as I felt. I wanted them to control me. My eyes flicked from one stiff, firm member to the other. Individually, they were both fine specimens. A comfortable size. Not the largest I’d ever enjoyed, but I could happily work with them. Together? That was another matter entirely.

Dylan’s hand went to my hair. He gently guided me towards him. I took a deep breath. Opened my mouth.

Erotic ecstasy shot through me as his shaft slipped over my lips, filling my mouth, all the way to the edge of my throat. My lips came to rest at the base of his shaft. Holy fuck. Chris was a decent size, but I’d say that Dylan had the edge here.

My other hand still gripped Chris’s length. Now it began to stroke, slowly running up and down his member, while my mouth began to work on Dylan’s delicious cock. Amy might have tasted sweeter, but the feel of a man’s hot, thick length in my mouth turned me on like nothing else.

And there were two to enjoy.

I took Dylan all the way inside a couple of times, let my tongue lap over his sensitive head, and touched his soft balls with my free hand. All while looking up at his face, watching his expression change from delight to absolute lust.

Then I switched. I took Chris in my mouth, while I ran my hands over Dylan’s firm length, now slippery from my saliva. They both groaned in pleasure as I slowly began to work them. First teasing Chris with my tongue while I stroked Dylan. Then taking Chris all the way down to the back of my throat while I squeezed and teased Dylan. Then swapping over and hearing the intensity of their moaning change each time. Trying to make them come with just my mouth. Wanting to taste them both, yet not wanting the night to be over so soon. A tough balancing act.

‘Holy fucking shit,’ Dylan said, ever the poet in his pleasure. ‘You’re fucking incredible.’

I murmured a response while his head touched the back of my throat, sending vibrations all the way along his length. He moaned, grinning down at me. Then he glanced up at Chris as I swapped my attention again.

‘Perhaps we should make the lady more comfortable?’ he said.

Chris mumbled a response as I ran my tongue along his trembling shaft. Then they both stepped back, offered me a hand each. I stood up. Dylan indicated towards the bed. I stepped out of the forgotten remains of my dress. I was nervous about this, but not nearly enough to want to stop.

Chris sat down on the bed. He pulled off his pants, sat there in all his glory. His member stood up tall and proud, shining from my tongue. Just looking at him sitting there sent more waves of anticipation through me.

Dylan moved behind me, putting me in the middle. His warm hands brushed against my back, unclipped my bra. My firm, pert breasts sprang free, the nipples hard, eager to be touched, crying out for attention. Dylan didn’t disappoint. He cupped them gently in his firm hands, gave them a squeeze. At the same time, he kissed my neck. I arched my back, leaned into him, giving my whole body over to him. I was totally his. Then I felt Chris’s lips on my stomach. Tingles of sheer delight sparked through me. I was totally theirs
.

Dylan let go of me. I heard him taking his clothes off, felt the air move as he tossed his shirt aside, kicked his pants off. Chris continued to kiss and caress my stomach, gentle little pecks, each one making me want to shiver with delight.

Dylan’s warm hands returned to my body, grabbing me by the waist. He hooked his thumbs into my panties. I was the only one still wearing a shred of clothing. I took a breath. Moment of truth.

Slowly, with agonising care and patience, Dylan pulled my panties down, sliding the soft material over my hips, down my thighs, across my knees. He bent down as he did, moving at the same speed he tugged my underwear, all in one fluid motion, until I was naked, and he was on his knees behind me.

Chris’s lips immediately made a trail south, across my stomach, to the soft mound I had so recently trimmed. I had an idea he wanted to return the favour. The last time we were together, I’d given him a very intense, very pleasurable blowjob.

Even as his lips brushed my delicate outer lips, I felt something wholly new and unexpected behind me. Dylan kissed my ass cheeks, gently, tenderly, gradually snaking his way across to a place no man had ever touched before. I gasped, nearly squealing with the absolute bliss of their tongues on my most private, delicate places.

‘Oh my god!’ I moaned, ‘that feels amazing!’

Chris’s tongue lapped at my firm little nub, making me want to shudder with glee. Dylan’s tongue teased, poked, prodded and stroked the ring of flesh between my ass cheeks. Nobody had so much as touched there before. It felt sensational. Having both their tongues lap away at me – Chris’s furious, desperate strokes, Dylan’s considered, slower pace – was enough to set me on the familiar road to climax. I could have stayed like that all night. I could have stayed like that forever. But I wanted them to take control of me.

‘What do you want to do to me?’ I said.

Dylan took the initiative.

‘Bend over and suck his cock,’ he said.

I purred. Chris finally detached himself from between my thighs, letting his tongue slide away from me. He leaned back on the bed, face glowing as he studied me. I did as I was asked and bent over. I seized Chris’s stiff totem with one hand, leaning on the other, and took him greedily in my mouth. I remembered how good he tasted last time, how excited I was when he came in my mouth. I wanted to feel that good again.

Behind me, Dylan tapped my legs. I understood the message and widened my stance, opening myself up to him. His hot tongue dived into my soaking entrance, tasting my sweet honey. I moaned, my lips wrapped around Chris’s sensitive head, working him in and out of my mouth like I was born to do it.

Dylan’s tongue slid further back and I gasped in surprise as he began teasing my aching folds with a gentle thumb, his tongue returning to my sensitive ass. I moaned long and loud, with Chris deep in my throat. I had an idea what Dylan was thinking. And I liked it.

Chris’s hands ran through my hair as I slid his shaft back and forth across my tongue, lapping at him, licking him, tasting him. He push pushed my head back down, until his soft balls touched my bottom lip and his head almost made me gag. I loved it.

Dylan’s careful thumb and teasing tongue worked wonders. With every little stroke, every little circling motion, every time his tongue flicked across my other entrance, I gasped. I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.

Finally I felt Dylan stand up and take position behind me. His thick penis brushed my wet lips as he prepared to enter me. I was wild, crazy with desire, wanting more, more, more. I sucked Chris’s member with wild abandon, desperate to please him, wanting them to do anything they wanted with me, desperate for them both to have their way with me.

A long, low, loud groan of sheer bliss escaped me as Dylan’s hard length entered me, filling me all the way, until he was resting against me, in one long, slow, stroke. It was wonderful. I couldn’t believe I’d passed this up once before. Now he started to gently slide back, before filling me up again. Long, slow strokes.

‘Fuck…’ he groaned. ‘Lizzie, you’re so tight!’

I moaned my response and worked on Chris’s throbbing member like my life depended on it. He pulled my hair harder, showing more dominance, more force, than he’d ever done before. It drove me crazy.

Dylan kept sliding his shaft inside me with agonising slowness. I could hear him groaning with pleasure, with the effort of controlling his pace. He didn’t want this to be over quickly. Neither did I.

I started to move my entire body now, forward and back, like a piston, taking Chris all the way to the back of my throat, to the base of his shaft. Then I moved backwards, Chris sliding out of my mouth, while I sank back onto Dylan’s hard length, feeling him fill me up. It was incredible. I kept it going like that for as long as I could, forward and back, forward and back, taking each of them deep inside me in turn. I wanted to please them. Every groan of pleasure made me more determined that they would never forget this night.

Then I felt Dylan’s thumb gently slip between my ass cheeks and softly probe the tight entrance there, the entrance that was already slick from his deft tongue. I moaned, partly in surprise, partly from the feeling. I stopped moving to allow him access to my most intimate entrance. It felt good. Really good. And I felt naughty for liking it, which made it feel even better. Mark had sometimes teased my ass, but he’d never gone that close to it. And now Dylan was running his thumb over the tight, puckered hole, even as he slowly thrust his thick shaft deep inside me, even as I sucked and slurped at his best friend’s cock. I thought I couldn’t possibly be more satisfied that at that precise moment in time.

I was wrong.

Dylan gently pushed his thumb inside me. Slowly. Carefully. I had to let Chris out of my mouth, the cry of sheer, blissful delight was so long and so intense. It was like a kettle boiling, when the pressure inside builds and builds and builds until it can’t be contained anymore and explodes
 out in a long, shrill scream. That was me.

‘I think she likes it,’ Dylan said.

‘Ohmygodyes,’ I said, gulping down air.

‘You ever had anyone do this before?’ Dylan said.

I shook my head. My knees were going weak. It was too much. Far too much. I took Chris in my mouth again. Much slower this time. I caught him smiling at me. Enjoying the look on my face. I probably looked like someone who’s stoned out of their mind.

‘Maybe she should lay down?’ Chris said to the man behind me.

‘Get on the bed,’ Dylan said. He was getting it.

I let Chris out of my mouth. Admired my handiwork – his slick, shining member, glinting in the light of the room. Chris manoeuvred himself on the bed, making room for me to climb up. He held out his hand and I took it, crawling onto the bed like a new-born, my limbs shaking and weak. Chris lay back and I moved on instinct, throwing my leg over him. I was pure animal now. I wanted to come, long, loud and hard. I eased myself down on him, a long guttural moan escaping my lips as his length filled me up, all the way, deep inside, until I came to rest on him.

That was about the time I realized neither of them was wearing protection. I almost panicked. Then I decided that I didn’t care. I was too far gone to care. Besides, the feeling of their shafts touching the inner walls of my vagina was so much more pleasurable than I had realized. If this was what I was missing out on, I would never have bothered with condoms in the first place.

I glanced behind me and saw Dylan watching us. I hadn’t seen him naked before. Holy shit, the time on the farm had done wonders on his body. Last time I saw him shirtless, he’d been a boy. He stood there now, naked, tall, proud, with hard muscles on his arms, his chest firm, small dimples of a six pack forming on his torso. He looked good. Real good.

I slowly began moving my hips, rising and falling, his penis stroking my outer lips, my inner walls, sending me slowly closer the edge. I wanted Dylan to hurry up. I wanted to take him in my mouth while I rode Chris.

But Dylan had other plans. He climbed onto the bed behind me and whispered in my ear, ‘I was supposed to be your first. Seems only right.’

I was too far gone to really understand what he meant at the time. I didn’t get what he meant until he positioned himself behind me and I felt the thick head of his penis touch my wet asshole. He was going to claim my ass for himself.

‘Oh my god!’ I said. I couldn’t believe he was trying to do it. I couldn’t believe I was going to let him.

The door handle rattled suddenly, startling us all. We heard muffled voices on the other side, then footsteps walking away.

I burst out laughing at how funny it would be if everyone in the party had walked in at that moment. Chris laughed too. I heard Dylan chuckling behind me. It was good. It relaxed us. Took some of the tension out.

Then it was back to business. I stopped riding Chris, sank down on his shaft, biting my lip at the incredible pressure inside me. I didn’t want to come yet. I wanted them both first.

Dylan held onto me and pressed forward. I gasped. There was no way he was going to fit inside me. He was too big. My ass was too tight. There was too much of him to fit. I clenched my fists and ground my teeth together. I had tears in my eyes. But I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted this. Wanted both of them. Wanted to feel it. I’d been fantasising about having two men to myself for weeks now. I wasn’t going to turn it down because of a little pain.

Maybe a little pain is an understatement. It wasn’t a small, uncomfortable pain like the first time my vagina opened up. It was more intense. More difficult. But my ass was plenty wet from Dylan’s skilled tongue, and his thick member was covered in my juices. This lubrication was enough to allow him access.

My ass stretched to fit him inside. I didn’t know if it would ever stop. His cock seemed impossibly thick, much too big. Then suddenly I gasped again. His head was inside me. The worst part was over.

My hand drifted south and gently touched my slit. I teased myself, taking my mind off the discomfort behind me. I focussed on what was important: they were both inside me. Together. I could feel every inch of them, pulsing away inside me, burning hot with life and love.

Dylan finally came to rest against my ass. He was all the way in. He was breathing hard from the intensity of fitting inside me. We all were. Chris was watching us, holding my hips, a big smile on his face. Dylan snaked his arm around me, cupped my breast, he kissed my neck.

‘That wasn’t so bad, was it?’ he said.

I moaned a response. I couldn’t think in full sentences. All I could do was breathe, but every gasp of oxygen escaped again in a moan.

Dylan kissed my neck again. Then he began to move. Gently sliding back out of me. Then thrusting deep inside all the way again. He was fucking my ass. All the pain and discomfort I’d experienced seemed to vanish in an instant. I leaned forward, pressing my breasts down on Chris, letting Dylan have as much access as he could. I wanted him to fuck me deep and hard, all night long.

Then Chris started to thrust as well. He pushed inside me on Dylan’s down stroke, so they were deepest inside me alternatively. I was gasping and moaning and crying out and telling them in my incomprehensible speech how good it felt, how much I loved it, how I wanted them to fuck me, fuck me, fuck me
…

They obliged.

It was unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. To be so full, so fulfilled, so completely adored – it was almost indescribable. I could feel each of them moving inside me, filling me up in turn, Chris pressuring the inner walls of my vagina, Dylan sinking deliciously deep into my ass. The friction was almost unbearable, the feeling so intense I thought maybe I would pass out before I even came. But that pressure built up again inside me, the kettle boiling over once more. My moans got louder, my breathing became shallower, my hands gripped the bed as if I might suddenly fly off. My body clenched, tensed up, and I forced my muscles to relax.

And then I felt it once again.

The Feeling.

Only this was different. This wasn’t The Feeling. This was The Feeling’s older brother. This was The Feeling on steroids. It tore through me with the power of a runaway train. I tossed my head back and cried up to the ceiling, cried up to God Himself, loud enough to wake the dead, a single incoherent wail of sheer, orgasmic ecstasy.

But it didn’t stop. The Feeling rolled on, growing in power and intensity. They continued to fuck me, getting faster and faster, their breathing changing as they, too, neared climax. I was lost in another world, my body sandwiched between them, my soul a thousand miles away. I was still in the grip of the most powerful orgasm of my entire life. My whole body seemed to shake and convulse and tremble and clench and spasm of its own accord.

And still I kept screaming, lost in absolute, unstoppable bliss.

Chris grabbed at my hips, pulled my tight pussy down onto him harder and harder, driving himself deeper and deeper into me. His face was screwed up with concentration. Behind me, Dylan’s breath came faster against my neck. His hands gripped my buttocks so hard they would surely leave a mark. I might have told him to ease up if I’d had breath left to do so.

And then, when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Chris erupted inside me.

‘Oh!’ he said, as boiling hot jets of his spend crashed around inside me. I rode him harder, moaning louder, clenching his cock as hard as I could, desperate to take all of his juices, not wanting to waste a drop. It was intoxicating. It felt incredible.

Dylan’s breathing grew ragged and he whispered in my ear, ‘You are perfect
.’

Then he thrust deep into my tight ass and loosed his own spray of hot, thick semen. Their cocks twitched and pulsed as I bucked wildly between them, more animal than woman, wanting it all, needing it, knowing that I was a goddess. I was their goddess. I was divine.

We all came slowly down together as one. I lay on Chris’s chest, utterly spent. Dylan carefully pulled out of my ass. I could feel a warm, sticky trickle of his come running of me. Chris slowly wilted and slipped out of my pussy. Dylan lay down next to us on the bed. I moved off of Chris and lay between them, my arms draped across them. My two men. My trophies. My disciples. They kissed me softly. Somewhere on the other side of the house a hundred miles from us, the party raged on.

As we slowly drifted off in that blissful serenity, each glowing from our passionate encounter, I thought about how far I had come. Just a few short months before, I had been a shy virgin. I had never seen a man naked before, not in real life. The closest I had come was that picture Jodie had of her and he man she met on vacation. Now I was here, lying naked between two men I didn’t know all that well, their sticky spend filling my – very satisfied – holes. It was funny how life worked out sometimes.

I finally knew what I wanted to do with my life. I wanted pleasure. I wanted this feeling – not just The Feeling – every single moment of every single day. No matter what, no matter who, no matter how. I wanted to be loved like this, all my life.

My awakening was complete.

****


Epilogue

I awoke a little before dawn. Carefully slipped out of bed. Dressed in my discarded clothes. Crept out of the room, leaving Dylan and Chris together in bed, naked. The thought of them waking up like that gave me a wicked smile. I wondered if they would embrace in their sleep.

I stood in the corridor outside, adjusting myself. I felt a little sore, but not in the bad way. More like the soreness you get after a good workout, when you ache for the right reasons. The knowledge that both of them had come inside me was indescribably erotic. It was a shame we were all heading off on different paths after this, but I supposed that a repeat performance would only cheapen the fun we’d had this time.

The house was quiet. I couldn’t hear anyone stirring, or any music still playing. Everything was still. There were a few discarded beer cans here and there in the corridor. I wondered how long the party had raged on last night. It was a shame that we hadn’t gone back afterwards, but I wasn’t in much of a state to move. And if I had the choice between partying with drunk teenagers and being locked in a room with two horny men, I know which one I’d choose.

I paused at the far end of the corridor, listening. Everything was silent. I tried to remember which way we had come through the house, retracing my steps in my foggy mind. I was quite drunk when we came up here though, so most of my memories before Dylan locked the door behind us were a blur.

A door opened quietly up the corridor behind me. I spun around. Was surprised to see Amy carefully tip-toe out of a room. She saw me. Gave a sheepish smile and a wave. I crept over to her, gave her a hug.

‘What are you still doing here?’ I said.

‘I got tired,’ she said, not looking at me.

I glanced through the crack in the door. Saw a figure sprawled out on the bed beyond. Simon. Sammi’s now ex-boyfriend.

‘What?’ Amy said. ‘He told me that he and Sammi had never actually had sex. She kept making him wait. She was scared.’

Amy looked panicked, like I might judge her, or go running to Sammi. I merely smiled, kissed her on the lips. Then I pointed to the bedroom I had stayed in. Amy opened it a crack and peered in. Her mouth dropped open in surprise.

She took my arm in hers and we walked through the house.

‘Tell me everything
,’ she whispered.

So I did.

****

We crept downstairs and carefully picked our way through the carnage and debris of the previous night. It looked like it had been wild. Bottles, cans, cups, wrappers, food packets – everything was strewn about. It looked like an invading army had pitched up and moved on. Amy listened to my story in rapt attention, cheeks glowing.

‘Didn’t it hurt?’ she asked when I told her about Dylan entering my ass.

‘A little,’ I said. It hurt a little more than that, and I felt quite sore this morning, but the good kind of sore, like the sensation you get after a long run. ‘But, god
, it felt so good.’ She looked as if she’d never considered the possibility of anal.

The bedroom doors were all shut. Maybe some other people had decided to stay for the night as well. We could see figures on the couches. People we knew from school. Our old friends. We slipped by in silence, not wanting to wake them.

Finally we found the front door. We unlocked it and slipped outside. The air was cool, but not unbearable. The chill of a pre-dawn morning.

Amy and I softly shut the door behind us. I asked her what had happened. If I’d missed anything after Chris took me to the back bedroom.

‘Lisa and that jock guy started making out,’ she said. ‘I think his name was Brad. I dunno. He looked like a Brad. They went off together. I saw her later. She held up her little finger at me. I didn’t get it.’

I laughed.

‘It means he was tiny,’ I said. ‘Downstairs.’

‘Oh,’ she said. ‘Oh
. That explains why she drank so much. Jodie ended up taking her home later on. I’m not sure what time Sammi left. Think it was before us. She left with some guy.’

‘Really?’ I said.

‘Yeah,’ Amy replied. ‘Simon said she was just trying to make him jealous. He laughed about it though. Sammi wants to wait until she’s married, he said. Can you believe that? All the crap she gave us…’

I could believe it, actually.

‘So,’ I said. ‘What happened with Simon?’

Amy smiled. Blushed. Looked away from me.

‘We had a good night,’ she said. ‘Couple of drinks, then we kind of… ended up together.’

‘And?’ I was desperate for details. The man who claimed Amy for his own was a lucky man indeed.

She blushed again.

‘He was very sweet,’ she said. ‘He was gentle. I liked it. We stayed up talking afterwards. Tried again later. It was much better the second time. I felt better about it. I was kinda surprised. We never really spoke before, me and Simon. Turns out we have a lot in common.’

‘You gonna see him again?’

‘Maybe, I dunno. If I’m around.’

I slung an arm around her shoulders.

‘Was it as bad as you thought?’ I said.

‘I didn’t think it would be bad!’ she protested. ‘There was just as lot of, you know, pressure on it. I didn’t like the pressure. But there wasn’t any last night. We weren’t even expecting it to happen.’

‘That’s what makes it so good,’ I said, ‘when it just happens. The best sex just happens.’

‘It was nice,’ she said. ‘Not what I expected. He was really into my feet. I thought it was kinda weird, but I didn’t want to say no.’

I laughed. Pulled her close. Kissed her head.

‘You are so wonderful,’ I said.

‘Thanks, I guess,’ she said.

We held hands together, walking home as the sun rose. The world heated up slowly, came to life around us like a flower opening. I got that feeling again. The one that said, no matter what happens from here on…


Everything is going to work out
.

###


One for the Team


‘You know guys like him only go for the cheerleaders, right?’ Dana says, snapping me out of my daydream. I blink in confusion, and look away from the football field below us, away from Carl and the team, and turn my gaze to Dana.

‘Hello?’ she says. ‘Earth to Ava? Are you there?’

I feign a laugh and wave a hand as though brushing her off. I brush a strand of my long brown hair behind my ear.

‘Yeah, I’m here,’ I say. ‘I just zoned out for a second. What were we talking about, again?’

‘I
 was talking about finals next month,’ Dana says. ‘You
 were making goo-goo eyes at the captain of the football team. Like he can even see us all the way up here.’

I resist the urge to glance down at the field again. Instead I straighten up and adjust my body. The football stands aren’t the most comfortable places to sit for extended periods. I guess Dana knew exactly why I wanted to sit up here while we talked.

‘Finals,’ I say. ‘Yeah, finals. Looking forward to it.’

Dana laughs and shakes her head.

‘You’re not even pretending to listen,’ she says, still laughing. ‘The whole time we’ve been here, you’ve been making puppy dog eyes at them. If you want him so bad, it really isn’t so hard to get his attention, you know.’

I glance down at the field. The football team continue their practice, running across the field in their wine-red jerseys. I can’t see Carl, but I can see his number, the large white number nine on his back, as he sprints along the length of the field, far ahead of the others. I wonder what his tight ass looks like in those shorts. I wonder what his tight ass looks like out of his shorts too…

‘What are you talking about?’ I say, trying to play innocent and coy. I turn my attention back to Dana. Her curly brown hair catches the mid-afternoon sunlight, making her hair shine. She looks at me with her deep green eyes, her face set with that knowing, disapproving expression she has. She can read me like a book and we both know it.

‘Either show him your tits, or offer him a blowjob,’ Dana says, giggling.

‘Ew,’ I say, wrinkling my nose in what I hope she takes to be disgust.

‘I’m serious,’ she says. ‘Carl’s the star player, right? All the cheerleaders wanna bang him. Hell, half the female teachers in the school wouldn’t turn him down, either. A guy like that can sleep around with any girl he wants, so what chance do you have?’

I glance away from her face. I can never look her in the eyes when I know she’s right like this. Dana adjusts her glasses and raises one eyebrow, the very picture of intellectual superiority.

‘I don’t like
 Carl,’ I say, aware that I wound like a whining teenager.

‘No, you don’t,’ Dana says in agreement. ‘You love him.’ She bursts into delighted laughter as I blush and sweep a lock of hair behind my eye. I look down at the field again, worried that the team might hear her laughing. But they don’t. The guys carry on with practice, oblivious to the two of us.

‘I don’t love him,’ I say.

‘You want to fuck him!’ Dana says, raising her voice and raising her arms.

I lean toward Dana and grab her, trying to silence her. She bursts into shrill, childlike laughter, delighted by my reaction. Nobody down on the field hears the two of us.

Finally, Dana quietens down and collects herself.

‘I just think he’s pretty hot,’ I say. ‘That’s all.’

‘Sure,’ Dana says, with that knowing smile. ‘But you’re not sure if he even knows you exist and you don’t know how to get his attention without making it weird. This brings me back to my first point – either show him your tits or suck that dick!’

I shake my head. My hair falls out from behind my ears, covering my face. Sometimes I don’t know why I ever told Dana how I felt about Carl.

‘I’m not that kind of girl,’ I say, pushing my hair out of my face.

‘Bullshit!’ Dana says, smiling at me. ‘I remember finding you and Jason Wilder in the bathroom together at Aimee’s house party!’

‘I wasn’t doing anything!’ I say. That’s partly true. Jason and I weren’t doing anything… yet. In fact, just before Dana opened the door and caught us, Jason and I were making out. It was hot and heavy. His hands were sliding down my back and I could feel his stiffness pressing against my thigh. I’d had a couple of homemade cocktails and was comfortably buzzing. I liked the feel of his body against mine, the touch of his warm hands on my bare shoulders. It was exciting, intense, erotic, and, yes, I was totally up for sleeping with him. Hell, I was thinking about all the ways we could get busy in the bathroom right there and then. My hand slid into the waistband of his pants, my fingers almost in reach of the firm, stiff prize within. That was when the door burst open and Dana stood there, shocked and confused. Then a gleeful smile spread across her face and she ran back through the house, a shrill peel of laughter fading away behind her. After that, I couldn’t go through with it.

I blush and try to hide my face with my hands. Dana grabs my wrists and pulls my hands away, a devilish, gleeful smile on her face.

‘Are you,’ she says, ‘seriously telling me that if you saw Carl totally butt naked, you wouldn’t beg him to fuck you?’

‘Oh, my god!’ I say. ‘I’m not having this conversation with you!’

Dana laughs again and releases my hands.

Below us, the whistle blows and the football team’s practice comes to an end. Carl slaps a couple of the other players on the shoulder and the team walks off the field.

****

She’s right. It kills me to admit it, but she’s right. She sees the way I look at Carl, the way I bite my lip when he passes by, the way I giggle shyly whenever he speaks to me. She knows how I feel about this guy. It’s not just some teenager’s crush. I don’t find him dreamy
, or cute
, and I sure as hell don’t fantasize about going for long moonlit walks on the beach together. I’m old enough to understand my emotions and the reaction my body has in his presence. It’s simple chemistry.

I want him.

My body wants him.

I understand the signs. I’ve read about it in books from the school library. When Carl gets close to me, heat rises to my cheeks. I unconsciously tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. I bite my lip. My heart beats faster. I feel warmer all over my body. But the most obvious sign – the one I will never admit to Dana or anyone else – is the warm tingle I feel between my legs. I recognize that feeling. I know what it means. People look at me and they see a shy, bookish schoolgirl, but I’m really mature in a lot of ways. I understand the changes my body is going through and the new, exciting desires I feel. I know what it means to be a woman and the experiences my body craves.

You would probably look at me and assume I was your standard nerdy schoolgirl. I wear glasses with thick black frames. My shoulder-length hair is always tied back in a ponytail. I always have my bag slung over one shoulder and a text book in my hands. Maybe I am kind of a nerd, I don’t know. I prefer to think of myself as educated. I take care of my body, too. I’m not stick-thin like those girls you see on fashion magazines, or covered in inches of makeup like the girls on the cheer squad, but I like to go for a long run every day after school. Nothing like a bit of adrenaline pumping through the veins to make you feel alive.

So, yeah, this is me in a nutshell, I guess. I’m the shy bookworm with a major girl-boner for the star football player. I spend my school days trying to work up the courage to talk to him. I spend my nights fantasising about him in my bed.

****

Dana’s delighted laughter is still ringing in my ears later that day when I finish my afternoon run. I’m breathing hard as I push open the kitchen door and step into my mom’s house. The late afternoon sun is still warm and the air is refreshing. Sweat glistens on my skin. Music blares through my headphones. I walk through the kitchen, stepping around the breakfast bar my mom insists we use every morning, and refill my empty water bottle at the sink. My running shirt and tight yoga pants cling to my skin. I’m breathing hard, my chest heaving. My legs ache in that good, exhausted way. I feel drained and empty. It’s a good feeling. I like that feeling.

‘Mom?’ I say, taking off my headphones and listening hard. ‘Mom? You in?’

No answer. She’s probably not back from work yet. That means I have the place to myself for a couple hours.

I take a long gulp from my water bottle and tip the rest out in the sink. I quickly walk through the house and head upstairs, carefully peeling off my sweating running clothes. I toss my shirt and pants in the laundry and turn the shower tap on. I remove my sweaty sports bra and underwear and add them to the laundry basket.

There’s nothing like a long run to get the heart pounding, and there’s nothing like a cold shower afterwards to cleanse the skin. I climb into the tub and stand under the flow of chilly water, biting my teeth from the sudden blast. I shiver for a few long seconds, raise my arms, and let the water pour across my naked body. It flows over my skin, bringing out tony pinpricks of gooseflesh over my body. My nipples become hard and erect. I shiver.

After a few long, borderline-painful seconds, I can’t take it anymore. I adjust the temperature on the tap. The water begins to gently heat up and I relax. I massage shampoo into my scalp and rinse away the suds. I feel better already. I pick up the shower gel and pour a generous amount into my palm. I pause and poke my head through the shower curtain.

‘Mom?’ I say, calling out into the quiet of the house.

No answer.

I smile and leaned back into the water. I start rubbing the gel into my skin, feeling a familiar warm tingle in my cleft. A shy, excited smile spreads over my lips, despite my being completely alone in the house. My hands slip and slide across my skin in the foamy suds. I squeeze my breasts together, trying to weigh them in my hands. They aren’t as big as some of the other girls at school, and they don’t strain against my shirts, begging boys to check them out, but they are a good B-cup size. They fit comfortably in my hands and feel warm and firm to the touch. My nipples aren’t too big – or so I think. I mean, I’ve only been with one guy and he didn’t have a problem with my body.

I smile as I remember that night. It was a house party. Evan took me by the hand and brought me to a quiet bedroom at the far end of the house. I was so nervous. I kept blushing and giggling as our passionate kissing slowly developed into something more. Evan kissed my lips and explored my mouth with his ager tongue and gently fumbled over my clothes. He slipped his hand under my shirt and squeezed my bra. I remember gasping in delight at how good it felt.

I squeeze my breasts again in the shower and close my eyes. I pretend that my hands are Evan’s, that I’m back in that quiet bedroom, sighing into his mouth as his body slowly explores mine. I remember the moment my nerves disappeared, when my blushes and giggles stopped. It was when his lips wrapped round my hard nipple and teased my breast. My bra had lifted to expose my breasts, my pants had slipped halfway down my butt, and my heart was racing. He broke off our kiss and placed his lips on my nipple and suddenly everything changed. We were no longer two kids fumbling around together. We were two lovers about to be joined as one. I’m still grateful that Dana was grounded by her mother and missed the party. If she had been there, I would never have slipped away from the party with Evan. I would never have experienced the emotions that coursed through my veins as he explored my body and slowly entered me for the first time.

I turn off the shower and step out onto the fluffy red bathmat, feeling refreshed. My body aches with a dull throb from my run, but my skin feels clear and clean. I wipe a hand over the steamed-up mirror and open the window. Cool afternoon air rushes in, making the steam waft and wave above my head. I wrap a towel around my wet hair and another around my dripping body and open the bathroom door.

‘Mom?’ I say.

Still nothing.

I smile and walk to my room, leaving a trail of damp footprints on the hallway carpet. I close my bedroom door and lay on the bed, looking up at the ceiling, feeling that curious tingling in my cleft again. Every time I think about that night with Evan, that tingle returns. I enjoy the sensation. It is warm and new and exciting.

Before Evan claimed my virginity, I had tried masturbating a few times, but never really understood the appeal. It wasn’t I felt the power and intensity of an orgasm – a real, uncontrolled, scream-his-name orgasm – that I discovered what I was missing. Since Evan claimed my virginity, I always make time to pleasure myself. Every woman should take time out of the day to explore herself and her fantasies.

The towel around my body has slipped, exposing a long slit of pale skin that reaches up my thigh, almost to the small patch of hair atop my cleft. I open the towel and expose my entire body. Little droplets of water adorn my skin like glistening jewels. I reach under my pillow and remove the book I keep hidden there – a well-thumbed, wrinkled, and creased romance novel. It’s the story of a young maiden who is chosen by a king to become his new wife. Initially, the maiden refuses him, which angers the king. Over the course of the story, the king becomes less aggressive and hostile to his young concubine, and she slowly comes to love and understand him.

It’s not the best book in the world, but the romance is quite sweet and some of the barbed exchanges between the king and the maiden are quite funny. But that’s not why I keep this book under my pillow. The real reason the book stays hidden, close at hand, is because there are a handful of erotic encounters littered through the story that really
 turn me on. Some women prefer to watch porn, but I’ll always choose the power of my imagination.

I pick up my glasses from the nightstand and open the book to the exact page of my favorite scene and begin reading. The king has summoned the maiden to his bedchamber for the first time. She is reluctant, unwilling, and a little frightened of him. My pulse quickens. My cleft grows hotter. I feel the tingle spread throughout my body as I read.

The maiden refuses the king. He is enraged. I bite my lip, holding the book open with one hand. My other hand gently squeezes my breasts, one after the other, and carefully pinches my nipples. I part my legs. The king grabs the maiden and tears her gown. She is shocked. Her breast is exposed. The king grabs her and forces a kiss on her pure, untouched lips. His hands grope her body. My hand slowly trails south, across my stomach, my fingers sliding across the damp skin. I start to let out long, slow breaths of excitement.

The king likes the taste of the girl. She is appalled at his aggressiveness and tries to escape, but he has locked the door. She is trapped in his bedchamber with him. My fingers brush through the small patch of hair between my legs. A thrill of anticipation causes me to shudder. The king grabs the maiden again. She struggles. The king tears her gown again, exposing more of her supple, pure body to his hungry eyes. She tries to cover herself, but it is too late. Excited with lust, the king advances on the young maiden and pins her to the bed.

I’m breathing softly and biting my lip as I read. I lift my knees up to open my sex wider. I keep reading, my fingers close to my prize.

The king seizes the young maiden’s trashing arms and holds her down. She is terrified of what he has become – less a man, more a monster driven by a primal need for sexual conquest. The king unbuckles his pants and tear the maiden’s undergarments open. She begs him not to do it. He ignores her.

My nimble fingers enter my wet and ready sex at the same moment the king deflowers the maiden. I let out a low sigh of pleasure. The king pins the maiden to the bed and conquers her body. I close the book and let it fall to the bed. My other hand finds my firm breast and gently massages the flesh. I close my eyes and let my imagination take over.

Suddenly, I am the maiden in the story. I am pinned to the bed in the king’s bedchamber. He climbs on top of me and holds my wrists down, making me helpless to resist. But the man who bears down on me and takes my virginity is not the king from the story. It’s Carl from the football team. He looks into my eyes as he conquers my body. My fingers carefully touch and probe my sex, moving in time with Carl’s passionate thrusts. Within a few moments, I am much more willing and accepting than the maiden in the story. I open my legs wider for both myself and the man in my fantasy. I beg him to be gentle with me, knowing that he will not. I stop fighting back and allow him to dominate my body.

My low breaths become soft gasps and gentle moans. I feel my body heating up, my skin almost hot to the touch. My sex is slick and hot as the pressure builds inside me. In my fantasy, Carl takes me hard and fast and desperately. I beg him not to come inside me, knowing that he will do as he wants with me.

It’s not long before I reach my climax. I feel it building across my body, slowly gathering like the clouds before a storm. I return to my fantasy for one final moment and Carl kisses me passionately as he comes inside my helpless body. A moment later the storm breaks and I am brought back to reality in a passionate frenzy. It is delicious and intense and intoxicating.

I ride the storm out until it finally fades, leaving me feeling fresh and alive in its wake. I hide the book under the pillow again and wrap myself up in the towel once more, a smile on my face. Memories of my fantasy swim across my vision. The king – my Carl – claiming me for his own. If only it wasn’t just a fantasy.

Evan had claimed me for his own, but in a very different way. He and I had been equal partners in that engagement. He had always made sure I was comfortable and willing and ready along every step of the way. The man I pictured in my fantasies was rough and hard and controlled me in ways I could only imagine. That was what I imagined a real man to be.

I thought back to earlier that day, when Dana and I had been sitting on the bleachers, watching the football team practice on the field below us. Dana’s words echo again in my mind.

You know guys like him only go for the cheerleaders, right?

I gaze up at the ceiling, deep in thought. How hard would it be to become a cheerleader?

****

‘You wanna do what
?’ Dana says, eyes almost popping out of her head.

We’re standing in front of the school notice board the next day, looking at the various flyers and advertisements posted up by the clubs. I’m still pointing at the flyer advertising for additional cheerleaders.

‘I want to try out,’ I say again. ‘You don’t think I could do it?’

Dana’s mouth opens and closes a couple times.

‘No,’ she says. ‘I don’t think you’ll be allowed
 to do it. You know the girls who run the cheer squad, right? Lexi, Brandi, and Chelsi? They don’t like girls like us. Why the hell would they let you in the squad?’

‘Maybe I’ll be good enough,’ I say. I turn from the notice board and start walking along the hallway. Lockers line the walls and the air is filled with the sound of schoolkids talking, laughing, and slamming locker doors. We push our way through the throngs of students standing around, waiting for the bell to ring, heading towards our first class for the day.

‘I’m not saying you couldn’t do it,’ Dana says from behind my shoulder. ‘Hell, I’ve seen you do backflips in your backyard. All I’m saying is that I don’t think the cheer squad will let you join.’

‘Why not?’ I said.

‘Well, for one, you’re not a stick-thin blond with rich parents,’ Dana says. We round a corner and break away from the main row of lockers. This hallway is much quieter and emptier. Dana lowers her voice. ‘And, two, they don’t like us.’

‘There’s no harm in trying, though, right?’ I say.

‘I guess…’ Dana says. ‘But you’re not really going to go through with it, are you?’

I nod. I made up my mind last night. If I want a guy like Carl to notice a girl like me, I should put myself in the same social circles as him. If that social circle rejects me… well, I still have my fantasies. But I want to try. I can’t sit around wondering what might have been.

All I have to do is give it a shot after school.

****

‘All right, bitches, listen up!’

I stand in a row of girls under the fluorescent lights of the indoor sports hall. Head cheerleader Lexi paces slowly back and forth in front of the line, glaring at each of us in turn. Behind her, Brandi and Chelsi stand silently with folded arms. They look like Lexi’s enforcers. Behind them
, the rest of the cheer squad stand to attention. All of them wear the cheerleader uniform. It has long white sleeves with a purple triangle pointing down across the torso and a purple skirt.

I’ve spent all day looking forward to this moment. Every time I zoned out or my eyes glazed over in class, I was thinking about being here. As soon as the final bell rang, I grabbed my bag and dashed over here. I changed into my running gear and raced into the hall. The cheer squad was already waiting.

Outside the hall, the noise of the school fades away. The mass of noisy students slowly fades from earshot. We must be the only students left in school now.

‘You think you’re good enough to join our cheerleading team?’ Lexi says, bellowing like a drill instructor. I glance down the line. I’m standing roughly in the middle of a line of girls from across the high school. Some of them look happy to be here. Some look nervous. I try to keep my face neutral.

‘Make no mistake,’ Lexi says. ‘This is not for the weak. This is not for cowards or quitters.’ She pauses in front of me, eyes blazing. Her eyes bore into my skull for a long moment. She starts walking again, pacing slowly along the line.

‘If you are good enough to be considered for a place on our team,’ she says, ‘it does not mean you will have it easy! The girls behind me work harder, train harder, and get hurt more often than anybody on the entire football team. You will be expected to keep yourself in perfect physical condition.’

Lexi pauses at the end of the line, in front of a girl I recognized from around school. Lexi presses her finger into the girl’s stomach. Lexi’s finger sinks up to the first knuckle in soft flesh.

‘You will be placed on a strict diet and you will obey every instruction I give you.’

She removes her finger from the girl’s stomach and starts walking back down the line, towards me.

‘When I say jump
, you do it. Understand?’

We stay silent.

‘I asked you bitches a question,’ Lexi says. ‘When I ask you a question, you say yes
. Understand?’

‘Yes!’ we say.

‘Good!’ Lexi says. ‘This tryout today will put you through your paces. If you pass out or ask me to stop or slow down in any way, you are automatically off the team, understand?’

‘Yes!’

Lexi pauses in front of me again.

‘You will want to lose the glasses,’ she says. ‘This is not reading club, this is the cheer squad!’

‘Yes,’ I say. I take off my glasses. The world is a little blurrier, but I can manage. They’re mostly for reading, anyway.

Lexi starts walking again.

‘And if any of you bitches survive to the end of this tryout, that does not mean you’re automatically part of the team. There will be further tryouts to sort the weak from the strong.’

I glance at Brandi. She whispers something to Chelsi. A cruel smile spreads over their faces.

‘Break into teams of two,’ Lexi says. ‘Begin!’

****

One gruelling hour later, Lexi calls the session to a halt. I’m panting. My body aches even worse than after a run. Sweat trickles down my body. I wipe a hand over my face.

Some of the other girls are in far worse shape than me. Lexi dismissed two of them part way through the session when they asked to stop for some water. One girl is sitting on the floor, gulping down air like she’s never had it before.

Lexi stands in front of us, arms folded. Brandi and Chelsi stand at either side. They look at us in turn, eyes narrowed. Brandi and Chelsi whisper into Lexi’s ears. Lexi points at a girl next to me.

‘You,’ she says. ‘Go home.’

The girl gasps in shock. She opens her mouth to respond, but thinks better of it. She turns and walks across the hall, her sneakers squeaking with every step.

Lexi dismisses the girl sitting on the floor. The girl nods but doesn’t move. She probably can’t walk right now. The only reason I’m standing is because of all the running I do at home.

Lexi’s eyes sweep over me. Brandi and Chelsi whisper urgently in her ears. Lexi wrinkles her nose in disgust. She points at two other girls and waves them away. There’s only a handful of us left now.

‘Congratulations,’ Lexi says, surveying the few remaining wannabe cheerleaders. ‘You bitches sucked the least
. Consider yourselves through to round two.’

I let out a sigh of relief. My body aches, but it’s all worth it.

‘First,’ Lexi says. ‘We need to get you bitches something to wear.’

Lexi snaps her fingers. Brandi and Chelsi break away from their places at her side to a large cardboard box tucked behind some gym equipment. They reach into the box and pull something out. Something purple. I squint. Without my glasses, I can’t make out the shapes properly.

‘These are your cheerleader uniforms for round two,’ Lexi says. ‘Treat these like your life depends on it.’

Brandi and Chelsi carry several sets of jerseys and skirts over to us. As they near the line, I can see the uniforms more clearly. They look awesome.

‘Go to the changing rooms and put these on,’ Lexi says. ‘Then meet in the squad room.’

Brandi and Chelsi hand out the uniforms, making their way down the line. They reach me. I lift a jersey and a skirt, my fingers trembling with excitement. I catch a glimpse of their disapproving expressions before they move on.

Once the uniforms are given out, Lexi dismisses us. I almost skip across the hall to the changing room, clutching my uniform tight in my hands. What will my mom say when I show her? What will Dana say?

What will Carl
 say?

I race into the changing room and sit down on the bench to take my sneakers off. I can picture it now… Ava, the cheerleader. Carl, the football player.


King Carl
.

I smile to myself as I kick my sneakers off.


King Carl, pinning me to the bed
…

I ease out of my running gear and toss it in my gym bag. The other girls come into the changing room, exchanging nervous, excited conversation. I lift my jersey and pull it over my head. It’s a tight fit, even for me. Maybe the people who make cheerleader outfits charge per inch of material, so cheerleaders must be super skinny to keep the costs down?

I pull the jersey down over my body. It grips my breasts and clings to my wet skin. It’s not quite long enough to cover my stomach, leaving a couple of inches of flesh exposed.


King Carl, taking me roughly
…

Next, I pull the skirt up my legs and cinch it in place. It looks good. My legs look great. I feel amazing right now. There’s no way Carl will be able to miss me now.


King Carl, having his way with me
…

I stretch my arms and lift my legs, testing the outfit. It’s tight in places. Maybe I could get a smaller size once I pass the tryouts.

The other girls are still getting dressed. I decide to leave them behind and get back to the squad first. I leave the changing room through the door opposite the one I entered and step into the corridor that runs parallel to the sports hall. Brandi and Chelsi in the corridor, leaning nonchalantly against the walls, staring at me.

‘Hi,’ I say, trying to be friendly. ‘The squad room is this way, right?’

Brandi rolls her eyes.

‘Why are you even here?’ Chelsi says.

‘Huh?’ I say.

‘You don’t belong on the team,’ Chelsi says. ‘You’ve never cared about us or sports or anything we do. So why now?’

‘I… uh…’ I say, trying to think of a convincing reason. I can’t tell them that I want to get close to a guy on the football team.

‘You think this is funny?’ Brandi says. ‘You’re doing this for a joke? You wanna make fun of us?’

‘No,’ I say, ‘I want to do this. I want to take it seriously.’

Brandi glares at me, venom in her eyes.

‘You better not be fucking with us,’ Chelsi says. ‘We’ll fucking destroy you.’

‘I want this,’ I say again.

They both stare at me for a long moment. Then they glance at each other. An unspoken message seems to pass through the air between them.

‘Squad room’s there,’ Brandi says, nodding with her head. I look where she indicates. One of the doors leading off the hallway has a crude paper sign taped the door. It reads, CHEER SQUAD.


‘Okay, thanks,’ I say. I pause for a second, trying to think of something to say, some witty final remark to smooth over this awkwardness. But nothing comes. I nod at Brandi and Chelsi in turn and walk towards the door.

‘Good luck,’ Brandi says behind me, sounding anything but friendly.

I stand before the door to the cheer squad and take a breath. I build myself up mentally. Smile. Push the door open.

The room is filled with steam. That takes me by surprise. I wave a hand in front of my face. I’m not wearing my glasses. I can make out vague shapes through the steam, shapes of people moving back and forth. I walk further into the room. The door swings shut behind me.

I feel a strange sensation on the back of my neck. My hairs stand up. Something feels wrong. A shiver runs through me. I put it down to nerves and ignore it.

The steam breaks and clears. I wave a hand in front of my face again and finally see where I am.

I am not in the Cheer Squad room.

I am someplace very, very different.

It’s a changing room. But not just any changing room. This is the boy’s changing room. And it’s not empty. Despite how late after school it is, the football team are still in here with me. Steam fills the air because the showers are running. I can hear water and laughter and guys talking. I glance around. More details take shape before my eyes. I see benches. Lockers. Piles of clothes. Jerseys hanging on hooks. Football shoes. Helmets and pads.

I am in the football team’s changing room.

My heart skips a beat. I shouldn’t be here! How did I end up in this room? Did I open the wrong door?

I turn around, trying to find the way out, but the steam is too thick. It’s like standing in fog. I can’t see through it.

I stumble blindly forwards, trying to find the way out. Steam billows around me. I reach forward, trying to feel my way out.

My hands touch something. Not a door. Not a wall. It is warm and solid and fleshy. It is a dark-haired football player, emerging from the shower, a towel around his waist, water glistening on his bare, muscular torso. He stops walking and turns towards me. I withdraw my hands, embarrassed.

‘Hey there,’ he says, grinning down at me.

‘I think I’m in the wrong room,’ I say.

‘Really?’ he says. ‘I think you’re in the right place.’

I take a step backwards and bump into something. I whirl around. There’s another massive football player behind me. This one is blond and completely naked, water dripping down his body. I glimpse his soft manhood emerging from a thatch of blond hair and turn my face away, my cheeks reddening.

‘I’m so sorry!’ I say. ‘Can you tell me where the cheer squad room is?’

‘Hey guys!’ says the second football player, calling into the shower. ‘The cheerleaders gave us a present!’

My heart skips a beat. The water stops as the showers are all turned off at once. I see shapes emerging through the steam. Guys. Lots of guys. The entire football team.

I turn and try to push away, but the first guy blocks my path. He grabs my shoulders with his huge, powerful hands.

‘Where’re ya goin?’ he says. ‘You’re in the right place!’

‘No,’ I say, ‘I shouldn’t be in here!’

‘You’re on the cheer squad,’ he says. ‘This is something we do together.’

I struggle and try to get free, but he’s way too strong for me. I feel the others closing in around me, the circle of bodies drawing tight, like a noose around an unsuspecting throat.

‘I need to leave!’ I say, my voice high with fear and embarrassment. My mind is flooded with images of what might happen next. I picture being humiliated and shamed by the football team, my photo taken and uploaded onto all my social media accounts for the entire school to laugh at.

‘Naw,’ says a voice from behind me.

‘You gonna stay here,’ says another.

‘Guys,’ I say, ‘please…’ I look around at them, begging them with my eyes not to embarrass me for accidentally walking in here. One time a couple years back, a guy got busted sneaking into the girls’ changing room. He got humiliated so badly he had to move schools. I don’t want that to happen to me, too!

But the faces of the guys surrounding me are not cruel, or mocking, or taunting. Exactly the opposite. They look excited. They look as if Christmas has come early… and I’m the present they found under the tree.

Every one of the guys is naked and wet from the shower. They’re all different shapes and sizes. Some are tall, some are short. Some are thick and wide, some are tall and lean. Some are dark-haired, some are fair-haired. Some are black, some are white. None of them seem to care that they’re naked. Nobody is in a hurry to dry off and get dressed. Nobody is in a hurry to go home. They’re all watching me with interest.

‘I’m so sorry,’ I say, ‘please…’

‘Please what?’ says the big guy holding me.

‘Please can I go?’ I say.

‘Not yet,’ he says.

My heart races. I try and break free, but he holds me firm. I feel the others pressing in around me, drawing closer. I glance at them. They’re all looking at me in this strange, peculiar way I can’t quite understand. Then it dawns on me. These boys are all looking at me like the king looks at the maiden. With hunger, desire, lust.

And I’m surrounded by them.

I should be frightened. I should be terrified. And I am… a little. But there’s something else in my brain, some other sensation, a strange feeling that I can’t quite place for a few moments.

I feel excited
 by this, in the same way that I feel excited when I read about the king forcing himself on the maiden. The atmosphere is charged. Electric. Erotic. Every single guy is looking at me with hunger in his eyes. Like a predator studying its prey.

And I am helpless before them.

Suddenly, they move. Other hands reach out and grab me. They grip my arms. My legs. Some grab a firm handful of my hair. A hand grips my throat with controlled power. My arms are quickly pulled behind my back.

I cry out and squirm and kick and buck and fight with all my might, but it’s useless. I might as well try and fight the ocean. Each one of these guys could overpower me by himself. In a group like this, I don’t stand a chance.

Round hands grab me, pawing at my body. They grope my breasts, squeezing the swell of my chest through the tight cheerleader shirt. Other hands grab my ass, cupping my cheeks under the tiny skirt. I squirm again, telling myself repeatedly that this is wrong, this is wrong, this is wrong
…

But if it’s wrong, why does it feel so right? Why is my body responding like this? Why can I feel that warm, familiar tingle spreading throughout my cleft, heating my inner thighs?

I open my mouth to say something, to object, to scream. A strong hand clamps over my lips, silencing me.

‘Don’t worry,’ says one of the guys somewhere behind me. ‘You ‘ll get plenty of use out of that mouth.’

The guys laugh. They’re enjoying themselves. They like this.

They grab me harder now, pulling at my clothes, tearing at my outfit. The skirt is lifted above my waist. My panties are pulled down by rough hands. My objection is muffled by the hand over my mouth. The guys tear at the shirt, pulling in a dozen different directions at once. I hear the fabric ripping in several places and feel the shirt leaving my skin as they tear it apart. They pull my bra off and I am as naked as they are. I struggle again. They don’t even notice. Their voices are a strange, confused cacophony of sounds – some of them compliment me, others tell each other what they’re going to do with me, a few guys laugh good-humored chuckles.

I feel a strange mixture of emotions. Fear. Excitement. Arousal. I am afraid because I don’t know what’s about to happen. I am excited because I know exactly
 what’s about to happen. I am aroused by the idea of what they’re going to do with me, and the knowledge that they’re in complete control of my helpless body.

‘What shall we do with her?’ says a voice.

‘Pin her down!’ says another.

They lift me up into the air, utterly helpless, holding me in place, and lower me to the floor. The tiles are wet from the water trickling down their bodies. I struggle again, but they hold me in place. I am on my back, looking up at them. My mouth is free and I’m breathing hard. Some guys kneel next to me, on each side, holding down. My arms are pinned to the wet floor. My legs are grabbed and opened, exposing my cleft. They cheer at the sight of it.

‘Lookit that!’

‘Dayum
, slut’s fucking wet!’

One of the guys reaches between my legs and touches my slick lips. He spreads my sex open with his fingers. I gasp.

‘She likes!’

‘This gonna be fun!’

I struggle to get free one more time, but it doesn’t work.

‘Please!’ I say, looking around at them. The guys kneeling next to me are concentrating on keeping me pinned. The guys standing over me are busy watching my body. Some of them gently stroke their cocks. Others are already hard, their firm, veiny shafts standing tall and proud, completely unashamed.

‘Guys,’ says a voice. The voice cuts through the rabble and everyone turns to look. A path clears around me and I see someone standing in the middle of the changing room, rubbing his wet hair with a towel, fresh from the shower.

Carl.

My savior.

King Carl.

‘Come on now, guys,’ Carl says. ‘This ain’t right and you know it.’

Some of the guys share looks between themselves. Is Carl breaking this up? Is he stepping in to save me?

‘You know that I’m the team captain, right?’ Carl says.

The guys nod.

‘So, that means you listen to me,’ Carl says. ‘And you do as I say, right?’

The guys nod again.

‘That means,’ Carl says, ‘I get to fuck her first!’

The guys laugh as Carl steps in closer, his stiff erection bobbing with every step. His body is good – solid, well-built. Not muscular or over stacked, but nice. I don’t know why I’m noticing that at a time like this.

Carl kneels on the floor between my trapped legs.

‘What’s your name?’ he says.

‘Ava,’ I say, my voice quiet.

‘Welcome to the cheer squad, Ava,’ he says.

I feel his thick, wet head brush against my yearning lips. My eyes meet his. He leans forward and King Carl claims me for his own.

As I fantasized he would.

I gasp, a short, shocked intake of breath as his length slides inside me. He feels different to Evan. Carl feels thicker, wider. I feel my sex opening to receive him. It feels a little uncomfortable for a few seconds, but no painful. After a long moment, I feel him come to a rest against my body. Carl is buried deep inside me. My body reacts and I tremble.

‘Don’t be scared,’ Carl says. ‘This is gonna be fun.’

I look him in the eyes.

‘Please,’ I say. ‘Please, Carl…’

‘Please what?’ he says.

‘Please fuck me.’

The guys cheer all around me. The mood changes. It was tense and electric. Now it becomes jovial, light. Having fun with a cheerleader is just something the guys do from time to time.

Carl grins at me and starts to fuck me harder. After the first couple of thrusts, my body becomes used to his size. My wet pussy accepts him eagerly. I gasp at every thrust, his head reaching deep inside me. When I had sex with Evan for the first time, he was shy and gentle and kept asking me if I was okay. It was sweet at first, but got irritating after a few minutes. Carl pounds me hard. He doesn’t care how I feel.

‘Oh, fuck, Carl!’ I say, moaning his name.

‘I think she likes it, boys!’ Carl says.

The guys laugh again. They encourage Carl. They congratulate me. I smile despite the situation. This isn’t how I wanted Carl to get to know me. This is way hotter and more unexpected than that. I should be fighting and screaming and trying to escape, but I don’t want to. I want this.

The guys kneeling to my right leans in closer to my face. His hard cock brushes my cheek. I turn to him. He grabs my head and pushes his stiff length towards my lips. I open my mouth without thinking and take him inside. I hear delighted laughter around me. The guys holding my arms down let go and guide my hands to their own stiff cocks. I grasp one in each hand, gently squeezing, and stroke.

‘Damn, she’s good at this!’ says a voice somewhere around me.

Hands grab my head and guide me back and forth, my lips and tongue stroking the hard cock in my mouth. I’ve never given a blowjob before. I’ve seen it in porn and I’ve read about it in my dirty books, but I’ve never actually done it before. I hope I’m doing it right.

‘She’s got a good mouth!’

I guess I’m doing it right.

I moan and gasp on the thick shaft in my mouth as Carl pounds my wet sex. His thick length fills me completely. My body trembles with the force and power of his thrusts.

‘Hey man, can I get in on that?’ someone says.

I feel Carl slowly pull out, his length leaving me. There’s a hollowness, an emptiness, inside me now. I glance in his direction and see Carl standing up, moving away from me. Another guy takes his place. I recognize his face, but don’t know who he is. The stranger rubs the head of his cock up and down my wet slit. I groan, the sound muffled by the length in my mouth.

The stranger enters me for the first time and I marvel at how different he feels to Carl. This new guy feels a little shorter than Carl, but about as thick. The head of his cock is wider and touches more places inside me than Carl did.

The stranger starts to pound me, hard and fast, slamming his body against mine, pushing me down on the wet tile floor. The mass of bodies around me starts to move and change places. My hands are grabbed and placed on different erect shafts. The cock in my mouth slides out, wet and shiny from my tongue, and a new length is brought before me. I devour it hungrily, moaning as the stranger fucks my wet pussy.

‘Man, I want to fuck her ass!’ says a voice.

‘Let’s move her around!’ says another.

The cock in my mouth is slowly taken out as the guy pulls back and stands up. My mouth opens and closes in confusion. The stranger between my legs thrusts another couple times, then he pulls out as well. I lay on the floor, naked, wet, unashamed, with all these guys looking down at me.

‘Get her over here!’

The guys lean down and carefully slide their arms under me. They lift me like I’m a divine priestess and carry me to one of the benches. A guy is sitting in the bench, waiting for me, stroking his hard cock in preparation. The guys gently lower me into this new man’s lap, facing him. He slowly inserts his length inside me and I feel a new, different sensation. A different position, a different cock – he touches other parts of me I hadn’t felt before. I moan and wrap my arms around his neck and my body takes over, my hips rocking back and forth, grinding against him. Hands reach around me and squeeze my breasts, pinch my nipples. It feels sensational. I am the centre of the world. All eyes are on me. All hands are on me.

A guy stands behind me and I feel his hard shaft against my ass cheeks. I shiver, knowing what he wants. I feel unsure. I’ve never done anything like that
 before.

‘Can I fuck your ass?’ he says, whispering into my ear.

I take a moment. I could refuse. I could say no. I’m not ready. I don’t want it. But if I do that, I won’t get to experience this moment to its fullest. This will never happen to me again. I might regret it forever.

‘Gently,’ I say. ‘Go slow.’

He kisses the back of my neck, a surprisingly tender move that sends warm ripples through my body. I lean forward, pushing my ass back as far as I can with this other guy inside me. I feel hands gently grab my ass cheeks and spread them wide open. The thick head of a cock brushes against my tight asshole. I let out a short gasp as I feel the guy behind me push forward and my asshole opens just wide enough and his head starts to slide into my tightest, most intimate hole.

‘Holy fuck!’ I say, gasping and moaning.

As my ass is slowly, carefully filled, my pussy tightens, gripping the cock buried inside my sex. I moan long and loud and shrill, gasping and breathing hard. The guys around me start complimenting me, telling me how good I am, encouraging me to take more. I let out final gasp and push back. I feel a sudden soft pop
 and the worst is over. The guy’s head is inside my ass. I feel it pushing deeper inside me, his firm shaft easing into my asshole.

‘Oh, God!’ I say, gripping the guy in front of me like I might fall off. ‘It feels fucking amazing!’

The guys around me laugh with delight and yell out encouragement. The guys fucking me start gently moving, in and out, in a steady rhythm. As the guy in my ass gently slides backwards, the guy in my pussy pushes up. One, then the other. In and out. Over and over. My head rocks back and my eyes half-close and a long groan of total erotic satisfaction escapes my lips.

‘Harder,’ I say, without thinking. I need more. I can feel myself building to a climax, the thunderous seas of orgasm swirling about in the pit of my stomach, hungry for release.

The guys start to fuck me harder and faster. The guy in front of me grips my hips and pulls my body down into his. The guy behind me grabs my shoulders and forces his length up into my ass deeper and deeper.

‘Oh, fuck!’ I say. ‘I think I’m-’

My sentence is cut short but the sudden release of a violent, explosive, full-body orgasm. My toes curl. I gasp for air. My eyes screw shut. I cry out in pleasure. My fingers grip the guy in front of me. They keep pumping me. Filling me up. Pussy and ass. Ass and pussy. Over and over. Harder and faster. My entire body clenches like a fist. Then it explodes outwards and my body shakes and convulses involuntarily. The guys all cheer and clap and encourage me to go faster and harder and take more…

One the guys watching stands on the bench next to me. I take a few long, desperate gasps of air and open my mouth for him. He pushes his length into my mouth and I greedily taste him.

‘Taste good?’ he says.

I nod.

‘That’s your pussy you’re tasting,’ he says, with a smile.

I suck him harder.

The room begins to blur. I start to lose track of everything around me. The guy in my ass gently pulls out and someone else steps in. Another guy stands on the bench, presenting his hard cock for me to suck. The guy in my pussy is accused of being greedy and told to let someone else have a turn. I am lifted and moved again and new cocks fill my desperate holes.

One in my pussy. One in my ass. One in my mouth. My hands are grabbed, placed on firm, thick shafts. I grasp and stroke without thinking. I don’t fight back. I don’t even think about fighting back. I have become someone else entirely. I let them do what they want with me. Strong, firm hands grab my legs and open my body wider. I let them. Strong, firm hands grab my head and turn my face this way and that, forcing my willing mouth around one hard cock, then another, and another. I let them. Strong, firm hands lift me up and put me down somewhere else in that locker room. I let them. One moment I’m on the bench, my ass in the air. The next moment, I’m placed one a football player’s lap and his thick cock is pushing deep into my aching pussy. Then suddenly I’m moved again, laying down on the wet tiled floor on top of a guy and he’s grabbing my throat and kissing me hard while I fight to draw breath enough to moan and beg them for more.


More
.

Yes, I want more. I need more. I can’t explain it. I feel like I’m lost in the woods and all I can do is keep stumbling forwards. I feel like I’m on the edge of understanding something incredible about the universe, if only I can dig a little deeper. I feel like I’m swimming desperately towards the surface, my lungs burning, feet kicking, fingers clawing desperately for the light.


More
.

I have become someone else entirely. Someone new, someone hungry, someone who will never, ever know pleasure like this again. I know it’s wrong. I know it’s bad. I know I should be screaming and crying and begging them to stop, but I don’t want to. I want this. I need
 this. Like the maiden in my story, I have come to love my captor. Only this captor isn’t the king, it’s the school’s football team. And this football team isn’t finished with me yet.

All around me, the guys whoop and cheer and yell encouragement. They’re enjoying this as much as I am. I try my hardest to put on a good show for the guys stood around watching me fuck. I’m still kinda new to this, but nobody seems to mind. They guide me this way and that as we fuck. My body is grabbed and pulled and twisted into positions I didn’t even know were possible. They find ways to enter me that I don’t think anybody else has ever discovered before.

As soon as one hard cock is pulled out of my ass, or my pussy, or my mouth, it is immediately replaced by another one. Each one feels different, tastes different, hits me in new, impossible ways. Everywhere I look, all I can see are naked guys with stiff erections and wide smiles. They look at me with excitement and hunger in their eyes. Some of them stroke their cocks in anticipation. Some of them study my body with detached interest. Some of them talk to each other. I can’t hear their voices over my own cries of pleasure and the wet smacking of the men fucking my eager body.


More
.

I am passed around from one guy to the next. I catch glimpses of Carl from time to time and see his smile as he watches me fuck the football team. I hope he likes the show. I hope it makes him want me. Everyone has a turn with me. Everyone gets to fuck my pussy. Everyone gets to fuck my ass. Everyone gets to fuck my mouth. I let them. Once or twice, a guy isn’t quick enough to shove his cock down my throat and I moan long and loud and beg these guys to fuck me harder. They laugh. They fuck me harder.

I lose count of my orgasms. Everything starts to blur. I feel like I’m on a rollercoaster that doesn’t end. The pressure inside me gets too intense. I can hardly breathe. Every time I take a deep breath, one of the guys forces their hard, wet cock in my mouth. It’s too much. Far too much. Before today, I had only ever been with one guy. Now I’ve been fucked by – how many? – Ten? Fifteen? More?

At some point – it could be hours or it could be minutes since I entered the room – I am kneeling on the floor with one guy in front of me and another behind me, slamming into my butt as his length thrusts into my pussy. My hands and knees are red and raw. My body aches. My pussy can’t take much more.

‘Oh man!’ says the guy in front of me. ‘I’m gonna come, boys!’

I hear a burst of laughter and delight. The guy’s hands are behind my head, pushing my mouth down over his length. My tongue is too exhausted to move now. He’s fucking my open, willing mouth.

Suddenly a blast of hot, sticky fluid splashes against the back of my throat. I fight the urge to gag as the hands behind my head push my mouth further down his shaft. He keeps me there for a long moment, until I feel his cock stop twitching. He slowly pulls back, leaving me with a mouth full of his hot come.

‘Fuck
, he says, stepping back and admiring me. I stick out my tongue, feeling his thick fluid trickle down my lips, dripping to the floor.

‘Come on her, boys!’ a voice shouts.

The guys close in around me again, stroking their cocks, looking at me with an intense desire I’ve never seen before. I open my mouth obediently and the nearest guy pushes his cock between my lips, all the way to the back of my throat. I reach out and take hold of two other cocks, one in each hand. Before today, I had only every touched one cock. Now I’m on my knees, getting fucked in both ends, while I stroke two other guys.

‘Come!’

A chant begins among the guys watching, starting slow, but pick up in speed.

‘Come!’

The guy behind me thrusts deep into my pussy a couple more times, slow and hard. He pauses and spanks my ass. I squeal with surprise and delight, the sound muffled by the thick member in my mouth. Then I feel him pull out and a hot stream of come splatters across my ass and back. I gasp – again, the sound muffled – and suck harder. I’ve never had a guy come on me before. I like it.

‘Come!’

Another man gets to his knees behind me and fills my aching sex. He fucks me hard and fast, his body slamming into my butt, back and forth in quick, rapid movements, like he’s trying to break a record. After a few long moments, I feel him pull out. Then another jet of hot, sticky fluid splatters across my damp skin, trickling down my ass.

‘Come!’

I can’t do this anymore. I’ve got nothing left. Nothing at all. I’m exhausted. My knees ache. My body is like a car running on fumes. I open my mouth and let the cock slide out. I let go of the other two. Then I lay on the floor on my back, looking up at the guys all around me.

‘Come on me,’ I say. ‘Come all fucking over me!’

They don’t waste time. They stand over me and stroke their cocks and, one by one, they come. I lay there and squeeze my breasts and gently touch my burning, aching sex as splashes of hot white fluid splatter my skin. I feel it rolling across my breasts and thighs and stomach and neck and cheeks. They cover me in their come. The guys all smile at me, pleased with my performance. I gasp and moan at the feeling as guy after guy after guy releases his sticky come across my body. One by one… until finally there is only one guy left.

Carl.

King Carl.

He stands over me, stroking his beautiful cock. I look him in the eye and part my legs, without thinking about it.

‘Come in me,’ I say.

He kneels between my legs again, just like before, when he entered me for the first time. But now I’m not being held down. This isn’t part of the game. This is what I want.

Carl enters me again and I moan. My pussy can’t take anymore. But my pussy needs
 this.

He fills me gently now. Slow and steady. Not pounding me or fucking me. This time he makes love to me. Like the king makes love to the maiden after she submits to him. I offer myself to him freely, looking him in the eyes, ignoring everything around us.

Oh, fuck,’ Carl says, ‘Ava… I’m going to come…’


He remembers my name
! I almost burst into tears of happiness.

Then I feel his cock twitch and jerk inside me. He comes hard, deep in my pussy. His hot come fills me almost as completely as his cock. I moan his name.

He stays inside me for a long, beautiful moment afterwards. I feel his length twitch a couple more times, until his climax finally ends. He smiles at me.

‘That was fucking amazing!’ Carl says. He raises a hand and high-fives one of his bros as he eases out of my slit. A trickle of come leaks out of my sex. I don’t care about the consequences right now. I’m breathing hard, my chest heaving. My legs ache in that good, exhausted way. I feel drained and empty. It’s a good feeling. I like that feeling. I feel like I’ve just run a thousand miles. My body is exhausted, but fulfilled. Happy and satisfied. I feel like I’m glowing. I never thought I would ever be the type of girl to do something like this.

The guys cheer me and congratulate me. They lift me to my feet. I stand on weak knees, come slowly trickling down my skin. My pussy and ass ache in ways I never knew were possible. It’s not a bad feeling. Maybe I’ll need to sit on a cushion tonight.

The locker room door opens and my heart stops for a second. I turn to see Lexi, Brandi, and Chelsi, the cheerleader trio, standing by the door, hands on their hips, a smug expression on each of their faces.

‘Guess you liked that, huh?’ Lexi says.

I nod.

‘Good,’ Lexi says. ‘We sent all those other bitches home because they can’t cut it on the cheer squad. But you – you got some potential, you hear?’

I nod again, not sure where this is going.

‘You’re on the cheer squad,’ Lexi says. ‘You passed the test.’

I blink and look around at the football team. They smile at me warmly.

‘This was a test?’ I say.

‘Hell yeah, bitch,’ Lexi says. ‘Knowing the routine and doing the dance is only half of what we do. The other half is partying with these guys. We had to make sure you were up to it.’

I laugh, a short, sharp, exhausted cackle.

‘You ready to become a cheerleader?’ Lexi says.

‘Yes, I am,’ I say.

‘Good.’ Lexi snaps a finger. Brandi opens the locker room door. Chelsi picks up my soaking, discarded cheerleader uniform and hands it to me. ‘First practice is this Saturday. Clean your uniform. And don’t fuck this up!’

The cheer trio disappear into the corridor and the door swings shut behind them. Silence falls in the locker room.

‘Let’s get you cleaned up,’ Carl says, throwing an arm over my shoulder.

****

I walk out of school on unsteady legs, feeling completely different. Born again, almost. I feel new. I feel… like a woman. After I had sex with Evan, I felt the same. Now I feel completely changed, like my world has been altered.

The football team delighted in helping me get cleaned up. They took turns washing my body down, making sure I was fresh and sparkly. Then they all kissed my hand before I left. It was a strange way to part with them, buy it made me feel like we were equals. Sure, they might have fucked me anyway they wanted and come all over me, but I could have stopped them. I could have walked away. Only I didn’t want to. I’m glad I didn’t.

Dana is waiting on a bench outside the school, reading a book. She looks up when I approach and checks her watch.

‘Jesus, Ava,’ she says. ‘You’ve been in there, like, three hours! What the hell took so long?’

I smile at her. I throw my arm around her shoulders and we start walking home together.

‘Did you get in?’ Dana says, eyes wild, bursting with the need to know. ‘Are you on the team?’

‘I’m on the team,’ I say.

‘Holy shit!’ she says. ‘Does this mean you’re finally gonna make a move on Carl?’

‘I don’t think I need to,’ I say. ‘I think Carl will come to me.’

I smile and hold her tight. Lovely Dana. My best friend. She would never understand what just happened to me.

‘What does that mean?’ she says. ‘He’ll come to you?’

I laugh, a loud, happy sound and talk about something else entirely.

###


Who’s the Boss?


Jessica sat at her desk, looking at the ever-increasing pile of paperwork in front of her and thought to herself, What I wouldn’t give for a good hard fuck right now
. Maybe that would help her get through the day.

Her boss, Michael, had recently gone through a bad divorce. It was common knowledge that his wife had left him for another man, taking the home and the children with her, leaving Michael little more than the shirt on his back. In turn, Michael had started taking out his frustrations on the staff in the small office, making everyone work longer hours and piling the workload up to an insane level. While Michael might have been okay with sleeping in the office, Jessica was certainly not
. She was young, she had a good body, she had a life to lead. How long had it been since she’d gone out and partied? Too long. How long had it been since she had enjoyed herself? Too long. How long had it been since she’d had anything inside her apart from the little vibrator she kept in the bedside drawer? Too damn long.

‘I need these done before you go home,’ Michael said, dumping another stack of files on Jessica’s desk as he walked past. She sighed as she studied the numerous folders of crisp office paper, trying to decide if she needed the job quite that badly. Accountancy was dull work at the best of times, but overdosing on files, forms and numbers was likely to send anyone into a coma of boredom.

It was a shame that Michael had gotten so hurt. Before the divorce, he’d been one of the nicest, sweetest men she had ever known. His smile seemed to light up every room he passed through. He was always kind, always polite. When Jessica had split up with her last boyfriend, the man she had gone to about it was Michael, and he’d listened and nodded and hugged her when she finally stopped crying. He was the kind of man Jessica could easily have fallen for, with his good looks, dark hair and blue eyes, and she had occasionally thought about him in those long nights when she found herself alone with naught but a battery-operated friend for company.


What a difference a divorce makes
, Jessica thought. If only there was some way I could make him the man he used to be
.

The afternoon passed by, the sun’s colours painting the outside sky a beautiful pastel orange as it began to set. Jessica looked longingly at the sunset, trying to remember when she had last seen the sun with her own eyes and not through the office windows. Another thing that Michael’s divorce had taken from her, she supposed.

One by one, the others began to leave the office. Jessica bid them goodnight as they left. Every one of them looked exhausted, beaten. And I probably look even worse
, she thought. God, what I wouldn’t give for a good, hard fuck right now.
 Beneath the table, her wet slit throbbed, the heat almost unbearable.

She tried to focus on the work, to concentrate on something other than her pussy’s aching needs. She pulled out a small compact mirror and examined herself, making sure she still looked presentable. Her hazelnut eyes looked tired and her light brown hair had lost some of its shine, but her full red lips and creamy white skin still had their allure.

Sighing, Jessica closed the mirror and put it away. She was still young, still had a lot to give. Was it really such a clever idea to waste herself in this small office?

She pushed the thoughts aside and got down to work, focussing all her energy on the workload in front of her.

The sun sank below the horizon, bathing the buildings in the financial district in a final orange glow. The streetlights flicked on below her, and Jessica could see the shadows move, bend and grow as night rolled in and everyone else went home, back to their lives. Everyone except her.

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. Jessica slammed down the latest folder, unable to bear the incredible heat between her thighs any longer. This is ridiculous. I can’t even think straight.


She stood and glanced around the office. The only other person in here was Michael, and his door was shut tight. Did she dare? While her boss was sat behind his desk just a few feet long the office?

Yes.

Jessica sat in her chair and hitched up her tight black office skirt, feeling the coarse material graze her thighs. Even the feel of that made Jessica’s sensitive slit scream out for release. If only it weren’t my hands sliding up this skirt
…

She was wearing plain black panties. Simple enough for the workplace, she supposed. Jessica ran a finger down the front of them, right over her intimate area. She could feel the heat from within, feel how damp her underwear already was. Is it because I need a good hard fuck, or something else?
 The sensation of her finger sent new ripples of pleasure surging through her and finally she could wait no longer.

With expert ease, she slipped a finger underneath the fabric and hooked the panties to one side, allowing her access to the cleft between her thighs. The cool office air reached her hot, wet lips and sent a new tingle of anticipation through Jessica’s body. The thought of doing it right here, in the office, with her boss so close… it made her shiver.

She was already breathing hard as she gently traced a finger along her slit, enjoying the sensation, the anticipation, the tease. She could feel her tight entrance reacting to the stimulation, growing wetter, slowly opening like a blooming flower. Sorry that it’s not the hard cock you crave
, she thought, running her finger up and down her wet lips again, feeling the heat spreading throughout her lower body.

Jessica’s fingers found their way to the hard nub of flesh that was crying out for stimulation. She bit her lip to suppress a groan of pleasure as her fingers gently circled her clit, teasing and caressing it, slowly giving in to the sensation.

She closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair, allowing her fingers to roam, tease and gently stroke her pussy, massaging her clit with one hand, while the other made its way down to her yearning entrance. She suppressed a moan as one finger gently probed inside, slipping easily into her aching hole as her other hand continued its slow dance across her throbbing clit.


God, I need this
, she thought, slipping another finger inside, feeling her tight hole start to clench and squeeze, pulling at the fingers, trying to get them deep inside herself. She bit her lip harder now, knowing that it wouldn’t take long to come, hoping that she wouldn’t cry out and alert Michael.

Her fingers moved faster across her clit, slipping easily in the wetness there, dancing side to side, sending jolts of pleasure across her body. Her other fingers slipped in and out of her pussy win increasing ease, the digits now slick with her juice. She felt her nipples stiffen on her firm breasts and wished that she could squeeze them, pinch the hard skin, but didn’t want to stop pleasing her pussy. Again, she wished that her fingers belonged to someone else, so she could please her body. Her sweet tits were crying out for attention.

Then she felt the pressure building down below, the tightness growing in her pussy, the heat growing in intensity. She knew she was on the verge of coming.

There was a buzz on her desk. The intercom!

‘Jessica, have you finished those reports yet?’

She sat bolt upright, removed her fingers, eyes wide. Did he know? Had she made some sound? Her fingers were wet and shiny as she tapped the button to respond.

‘No Michael, about halfway through,’ she said, hoping she didn’t sound out of breath or exhausted.

‘For goodness’ sake, what are you playing at? Do you want to be here all night? Just get them done.’

He rang off.

Jessica sat there, breathless, her pussy still throbbing from how goddamn close she’d been, her heart pounding. She couldn’t focus on work, she was too far gone for that. Oh god, she needed to come! But clearly Michael wasn’t going to let her have a few moments to enjoy herself.


If he’s going to try riding me
…

The thought came to her, like a sudden clarity. He hadn’t been with a woman since the divorce. He’d barely been home since the divorce. How frustrated must he be?
 she wondered.

It was time to find out.


If he fires me for trying, then he fires me
, she thought, trying to reason to herself what she was about to do. At least I’ll be free of this office
.

She stood up, straightened her skirt, and strode to Michael’s office door. Without knocking, she opened it and walked straight in, confident, sexy, horny.

Michael looked up from his computer. A few folders covered his spacious desk, but nowhere near the amount that littered Jessica’s workspace.

‘Don’t you knock?’ he said.

‘Shut up Michael,’ she said, her voice made husky by arousal.

He seemed shocked by her sudden change in attitude. ‘Excuse me?’ he said, ‘you can’t-’

‘Stop talking,’ she said, walking across his office. She stepped around his desk, right up to his chair. She placed her hands on her hips, looking right down at him. ‘This has gone too far,’ she said.

‘What has?’ Michael’s eyes were wide, uncertain. He probably thought that she had gone crazy, or was about to quit, or something.

She steeled herself, ready to gamble. All or nothing
.

Then she pushed some paperwork aside on his desk and sat down, spreading her legs so her could see right up between her thighs.

Michael’s mouth gaped open as he stared up her skirt, but he didn’t say anything or move away.

‘My turn,’ she said, her voice still husky, still yearning for the orgasm she’d been denied. ‘I’m in charge now.’

Michael’s eyes were still fixed on her pussy, still staring up her skirt, but his expression had changed. He didn’t look so shocked now. His features were softening as she watched, as though his defences were crumbling.

He only nodded, slowly, as though he hadn’t really heard her. She watched as his tongue flicked out, touched his lip, darted back into his mouth. It was the unconscious action of a hungry man looking at an all-you-can-eat buffet.

Satisfied that she had his attention, Jessica let her hands fall to her exposed thighs. She traced her fingers along the soft skin there, heading toward her soaking cleft. She hitched the skirt, transforming the fabric into more of a belt than an item of clothing, then she tugged her wet panties to one side again, exposing her soft curls and damp lips to her boss.

Michael’s mouth had come open slightly at the sight of his employee’s pussy. Jessica tried to imagine what he was thinking, but couldn’t. His eyes were fixed exactly where she wanted them and his hands were gripping the armrests on his office chair.


Got your attention?
 she thought. Good
.

Now firmly in control of the situation, Jessica traced a finger along her wet slit. She held it out so Michael could see the juice shining on the digit, then placed it in front of his mouth. His lips went out, touched it. His tongue flicked out, tasted it. The feel of his tongue, the feel of the power she commanded, the thrill of being so outrageously daring, all combined and mixed together to form a heady cocktail of sexual arousal. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so powerful, so desirable. She had complete control over her boss.

‘Good,’ she said. ‘You’re going to do exactly as I tell you, understand?’

He nodded again, slowly, never taking his eyes off her pussy.

Jessica climbed off the table. She turned her back on him and bent over the desk, pushing her sweet cheeks out towards her employer.

‘Take my panties off,’ she commanded.

Michael’s fingers trembled against her skin and for a moment she feared he was about to back out. But he took hold of her panties and tugged them off, letting them fall to the floor. Jessica stepped out of them, kicking them to one side. She spread her feet wider, opening her most intimate places up for her boss’s inspection, reaching around with her hands to pull those perfect ass cheeks wider, opening herself up like a blooming flower. God, I’m so fucking wet
.

‘Lick,’ she commanded.

And he obliged with no hesitation, his tongue delving into her silky folds almost immediately, his hands clutching her thighs, pulling her against him, his face buried in her ass, hot breath steaming on the delicate skin there, while she sagged against the table, moaning, lost to the feel of him. Michael’s tongue lapped at her wetness with such needful intensity that Jessica was forced to wonder how long it had been since he’d eaten a pussy. Judging from the savagery of his movements, a long time indeed.

Michael’s hands moved up her thighs to her ass cheeks, grabbing and kneading them, sending rockets of pleasure through her body. Jessica grabbed at the desk, clutching the sturdy wood for fear her knees would give out from the intensity of her pleasure. Michael’s tongue thrust in and out of her sopping hole, eagerly tasting her juices, then flicked up, along her velvety folds to her throbbing clit.

Jessica cried out in pleasure as tongue found her most sensitive area and began slowly circling the little nub of flesh. A tidal wave of sheer joy seemed to cascade through Jessica’s body, rending her incapable of thought. The only sounds she made were cries of pleasure, slowly getting louder, slowly building in pitch. Soon she was screaming with complete bliss.

‘Yes!’ she cried. ‘Yes! Right there! Oh god, yes! Make me come, make me fucking come!’

He obeyed, squeezing and groping her ass, his face buried in her crack, tongue playing out over her clit, teasing her, caressing her, tasting her, driving her onward toward realms of ever-greater pleasure until finally she couldn’t take it anymore and the orgasm that had been building seemed to punch through her entire body in one huge release.

Jessica let out the longest, loudest moan of delight in her entire life, coming harder than she had ever come before. Her knees buckled, hands gripping the desk to stay upright, chest heaving with the need to cry out again and again, unable to draw enough breath to scream all in one go. Michael didn’t stop his onslaught against her pussy either, continuing to trace and circle her clit with his tongue before delving back inside her tight hole to sample her sweet juices once more.

Finally, she couldn’t take anymore and Jessica reached behind her, pushing his face away from her ass. He sat back in his chair, watching her with attentive eyes as she let go of the desk and sank down to the floor, exhausted but more aroused than she’d ever been in her life.

She sat there for a moment, taking deep breaths, regaining control of her body, allowing the sensitivity to come back to her limbs. She looked up at Michael. He was sitting in his office chair, hard member pushing against his smart office pants, face eager, lips and chin shining with her click juices. She wondered what he was waiting for, then remembered the game they were playing.

‘Cock out,’ she commanded, trying to make her trembling voice sound as firm as it had before the orgasm. ‘Now.’

He wasted no time obeying her instructions. In seconds, he had unzipped himself and extracted his hard member from the confines of his underwear. Jessica stifled a little gasp looking at it. Whatever the reason for Michael’s divorce had been, his cock wasn’t it. His shaft was thick, hard, and probably the biggest she’d seen for a very long time. The throbbing purple head of his member was shiny with excitement.

The sight of it sent shivers of anticipation down Jessica’s spine and she felt fresh waves of desire surging down to her soaking hole. How many times was it possible to come in one night? She had a feeling she’d know soon enough.

Jessica got to her knees, staring at Michael’s huge cock. Now it was her turn to tremble slightly as her hands reached out towards it and gently stroked it Michael closed his eyes and sighed, reaching out to touch her.

‘No,’ she commanded. ‘Hands to yourself.’

He looked at her with wounded puppy dog eyes, but obeyed, gripping the armrests again.

Jessica felt him shiver with anticipation as she gently ran her nails down his shaft, taking in the impressive sight of him. How deep would she be able to take him inside her? Only one way to find out
…

Jessica raised herself above his thick member and opened her mouth. Then she sank down onto him. She felt his hot shaft as it filled her mouth, all the way to the back of her throat. She let it stay there for a moment, listening to his groans of delight, then slowly moved her head up again, now stroking his cock with her tongue.


God, he tastes so good
.

She started to bob her head, feeling the burning desire to satisfy him, to enjoy him, to please him. She was firmly in control and the knowledge that she held all the power gave her an even bigger thrill than any other blowjob she’d ever given.

‘Oh, my god, yes, that’s it, that’s fucking fantastic,’ Michael said from somewhere above her. She started moving her head faster, trying to taste his entire length at once, lashing the smooth, hard skin of his shaft with her tongue, tasting the salty tang of his head, desperate to do everything she possibly could to him. Jessica heard the armrests of the chair creaking under Michael’s grip, the change in his breathing as he really started getting into it. She took hold of his shaft with one hand, started to stroke it while she sucked on the head, playing her tongue across the sensitive skin there. Without realising it, her other hand found its way into her dripping folds and began probing again, sending intense waves of pleasure throughout her body. She sucked him harder as her fingers teased and fucked her tight, wet hole.

‘Christ, Jess… I’m… fuck
,’ Michael breathed and she knew he was getting close. But she didn’t want him to come in her mouth. She wanted this thick, hard cock stuffed deep inside her.

Jessica let him out of her mouth with a wet smack
, a trail of spittle running down her chin, her lips wet, eyes shining for more.

Michael looked at her, almost hurt, wondering if she was going to leave him hanging, deny him the right to come. No, she wasn’t going to do that to him. She needed it just as much as he did.

She stood up, unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor, letting him see her sex in all its glory, the soft curls above and the wet lips below. Jessica positioned herself above him, then she sat down on his lap, easing herself down over him.

Slowly, she felt his pulsing hardness fill her up, taking every inch inside her, bit by bit. She cried out in pleasure as she felt her tight pussy stretch and give, moulding to the size and thickness of his hard cock. It felt so good, so primal, so perfect.

‘Fucking hell,’ Michael said, gritting his teeth, look up into her eyes with an expression of total, perfect torment as the last few inches slid inside her and she sat down on his lap.

Jessica smiled wickedly down at him, at the man she held between her thighs. His hands still clutched the armrests of his office chair, the knuckles turning white with the effort of restraining himself.

‘You can touch me now,’ she said to him, unable to make him suffer any longer.

His hands sprang up faster than she would have believed possible, grabbing her, squeezing her perfect ass, pawing at her clothes, touching her thighs. Finally, his hands came around the front, to where her breasts were crying out for attention beneath the stiff material of her office shirt. Michael pulled, tearing the buttons off. She gasped as he tore the shirt open, his hands pawing at her firm tits, tugging at her bra. He reached around to the clasp and tugged it and Jessica felt the bra fall away from her. Michael buried his face in her tits, grabbing her breasts, sucking her nipples, running his tongue over the skin in a frenzy of heated delight. She had never experienced such need
 before. He attacked her breasts as though it might be his last time to enjoy a pair. She gasped with delight as the feel of his tongue, at the passion of his desire.

Then she began to fuck him. Slowly at first, gently moving her hips, rising up and down, feeling the intense pleasure as he filled her wholly, then slid out of her. Michael moaned into her chest, a hard, pink nipple in his mouth. Jessica started to moan herself, feeling another orgasm starting to build in her belly and she began to move faster, bouncing up and down on his hard member, groaning every time it slid deeper inside her.

Michael stopped his attack on her tits now, clutching her against him, looking up at her, eyes wide with excitement. His need made hers so much more pleasurable and she felt herself getting ever closer to coming.

Christ, he felt good. His hard length filled her all the way up, sliding perfectly inside her with every thrust. Jessica’s aching clit throbbed and pulsed with each delicious collision of their bodies, the feeling of their pounding shooting all throughout her, lighting every nerve ending on fire. She knew he wouldn’t last much longer. But she needed more of him. She deserved
 more of him.

‘That’s it, Michael,’ she said, ‘right there. Fuck me hard.’

There was a knock on the office door. Jessica’s heart skipped a beat. Michael’s eyes widened in surprise.

‘Hello?’ came a woman’s voice through the door. ‘Are you still here?’ It’s the cleaner.’

‘Fuck!’ Michael hissed. ‘She’s supposed to come later.’

‘Can you send her away?’ Jessica asked.

‘No,’ he said. ‘She’ll just keep coming back.’

Jessica climbed off his lap, sighing at the feel of his length sliding out of her.

‘Shit,’ she said.

‘Under the desk,’ said Michael. ‘Quickly!’

Jessica nodded and bent down, hiding under his desk. Michael buttoned his shirt up and pull his chair forward, hiding his erection.

‘Come in,’ he said.

Jessica heard the door open and the sound of footsteps as the cleaner walked around the room, gathering the trash and wiping down the surfaces. But her eyes were fixed on Michael’s erection, glistening with her juices, not two inches away from her face.

‘Do you have any more trash?’ the cleaner asked, totally oblivious to the woman hiding under the desk.

Jessica leaned forward and licked Michael’s hard length, trailing her tongue from the base to the tip in one long, slow movement. She saw his hand grip his leg.

‘No, no,’ Michael said. ‘Not tonight.’

Jessica flicked her tongue across Michael’s sensitive head, teasing him. He reached under the desk and grabbed the back of her head, preventing her from moving away. She took the hint and took him in her mouth once more, tasting herself on his shaft. The thrill of how naughty she was being sent shivers throughout her body. Her sex ached with desire. She wished the cleaner would hurry up and leave, she needed to fuck Michael so badly!

‘You want me to vacuum in here tonight?’ the cleaner said.

‘No,’ Michael said, through gritted teeth. ‘That… that will be all, thank you.’

Jessica took him in her mouth, right down to the base, as deep as she could manage. She sucked him hard, sliding his length in and out of her mouth, flicking her tongue across his shaft the whole time. She heard the footsteps retreat across the room and the door closed again. She counted to three and let him out of her mouth. He pushed his chair back and she emerged from her hiding place.

‘That,’ he said, ‘that was…’

‘Yeah,’ she said. They smiled at one another, bound by a naughty secret. ‘So, where were we?’

‘You were telling me how you wanted to be fucked,’ he said.

Jessica spun and bent over the table, hands splayed, offering her ass up to him, knowing that her pussy was glistening with their juices right now.

‘Bend me over the desk,’ she breathed through delirious moans of pleasure. ‘Fucking take me now.’

Michael stood up. She felt him move into position behind her, his hard member sliding down the cleft of her ass, seeking its target.

‘Yes, Michael,’ she said. ‘I order you to fuck me. Make me fucking come. I order
 you.’

Michael’s hands gripped her hips, again surprising Jessica with hidden strength, and his thick, burning head found her yearning entrance. Her moans came louder, more ecstatic than before as he eased inside, gliding all the way until finally he came to rest against her. Christ
, she thought, is he even bigger like this
?

His pounding was ferocious, unrestrained, fierce. Her cries came louder and louder, echoing in the small office, drowning out all reasonable thought. All she could do was grip the desk with her hands and grip his cock with her pussy. She felt as though she was holding on for dear life. His hard, throbbing cock slid into her effortlessly now, driving her crazy with the pressure that built up from within. Every single stroke seemed to be making her chest tighter, to make her pussy clench harder, to make her knees weaker. She knew she couldn’t hold out much longer, and neither could he.

‘I want you to come with me,’ she commanded.

‘Yes miss,’ he said, obedient to the last.

Jessica began pushing herself against him now, meeting his thrusts with a little one of her own, loving how much he filled her up. Michael thrust forwards to meet her, trying to push himself inside her more and more with every stroke. They fucked frantically for a few sweet seconds, in perfect harmony, in blissful synchronicity over the desk, their cries and moans of pleasure steadily increasing, Michael’s balls slowly tightening, Jessica’s pussy gradually gripping, their orgasms so close to fruition now.

Finally, Jessica gave one long, loud cry of delight, screaming out Michael’s name as waves of pleasure washed over her and her pussy clamped down on his hard cock. Michael responded likewise, calling out Jessica’s name and gripping her with his hands as his balls emptied and he came inside her, hot, thick come shooting deep inside Jessica’s ravaged pussy.

She lay on the desk for a long while, letting her breath slowly return, feeling his hardness slowly wither, the hot spend slowly trickle down inside her. It felt incredible.

‘Good boy, Michael,’ she said once her breath had come back and she could speak again.

‘I’m glad I could please you,’ he said, withdrawing from her and slumping back into his chair. He looked about twenty years younger, like a huge weight had been lifted from his shoulders.

She lifted herself up onto unsteady feet, enjoying the arousing sensation of his juices moving around inside her. She pulled her skirt back on, looking out the window at the city as the nightlife burst into existence all around them.

‘I think half the city just watched us fuck,’ she said with a sly smile, pulling her skirt back on. Buttons from her shirt were scattered all over the office floor.

Michael smiled at her, the old smile, the one she had thought was lost forever. ‘Hope they enjoyed the show,’ he said. ‘You know I could have you fired for what just happened, right?’

‘You could,’ she said. ‘but you won’t.’

‘Won’t I?’

‘No.’

She stepped over to him, gave him a long kiss, tasting herself on his tongue. Then she stepped away and walked towards the door.

‘You’ve been riding me pretty hard lately,’ she said. ‘It was my turn to ride you.’

She blew him a kiss and went home. For the first time in a long time, she left work with a smile, looking forward to the next day.

Maybe she’d offer to work late, too.

###


Confessions:

Thank You for Cheating


Liv,

I know it’s probably a shock to get a letter like this – and one this long, too! – out of the blue from me, but I wanted to tell you how I’ve been feeling since our marriage ended. It’s been about seven months since you stopped being my wife and I’ll be honest, I’ve been kind of a wreck in that time. It hasn’t been easy for me to carry on without you in my life. Our home is empty and everywhere I go, I feel people watching me, silently judging. There goes Harvey, the man who couldn’t keep his wife satisfied
.

No, before you toss this letter out – or burn it, or throw it into the garbage disposal – I’m not writing because I want you to come home. I writing because I want to thank you.

Thank you for cheating on me, Liv.

That probably sounds totally crazy, right? I can almost imagine your face reading that sentence over and over, your eyebrows scrunched together like you’re trying to solve a crossword puzzle or helping Kayla with her increasingly absurd math homework. I bet you’re running a hand through your soft auburn hair, or clicking your tongue on the inside of your cheek, or tapping your hip with the other hand. Am I right? Of course I’m right. After fifteen years of marriage, I like to think I know you pretty well.

But I guess you can still surprise me.

I’m hoping that enough time has passed since that night
 for us to talk about it as adults. That’s kinda the reason I’m writing this letter to you. I want to put all my thoughts and feelings down on paper in black and white, so there can be no misunderstandings or mix-ups. If you read this and you want to talk to me – either by letter, email, or face-to-face, at our old coffee joint – then that’s great. If you read this and still don’t want anything to do with your former husband… well, I understand that, too. I had my chance with you and I blew it. Big time.

If I could go back in time and undo all my mistakes, believe me, I would, Liv. Hindsight is such a strange beast. Looking back on our marriage – especially the last two or three years – I can really see where I went wrong. It’s taken me a lot of time and introspection to reach this point, where I can look back on my past and recognize mistakes and things I should have done differently. I know that it was my fault you ended up finding someone else.

Liv, catching you cheating on me – walking in on you riding another man like that, bouncing up and down on his cock, screaming his name in pleasure – it was the worst moment of my life. But now that I’ve had the luxury of time and space to reflect, I can honestly say that it was the single most erotic thing that has ever happened to me.

Again, you must think I’m crazy. How can a husband find it erotic to catch his wife having sex with another man? It probably didn’t seem like that initially. Hell, it sure didn’t feel
 like it at the time, either. I know I said some horrific things to you (and to him, too), but that was all heat of the moment. It doesn’t excuse me calling you a slut or a whore or any of those other things. To be honest, I don’t even remember much of what I said. Everything came through a red filter. I damn near lost my mind. I’m sure you would feel the same way if you walked in on me and some other woman in the same position, right?

Okay, so I can apologize to hell and back for everything I did and said between catching you and him and the divorce. Nothing I say is ever gonna change that. What’s done is done. You hurt me, so I hurt you. Finito.

But since you left, I’ve been going over our time together and putting all the pieces in place. Forgive me if I’m getting things wrong, or opening old wounds, or dredging up ancient history. I promise, I’m not doing it to be an asshole, but to illustrate a point. Hopefully this will all make sense by the end.

I’ve been trying to figure out when you first started having an affair. I say ‘an’ affair because I’m pretty damn sure after all my digging and researching that you had at least one, maybe two, before that night
. You were always so good at keeping secrets and hiding your true motives. Remember when you arranged that surprise party for my fortieth birthday? That should have been a warning of how clever and crafty and sneaky you could be. You managed to book a restaurant and fill it with everyone in my life and I had no idea whatsoever. As usual, I was only focused on me. Never on you. I gotta know, Liv – were you already having an affair when you arranged that party? Were you having secret, intense, passionate sex with one of the guests? I have a strange memory of going looking for you at one point and not being able to find you. Later, you gave me some story about not being able to find the bathroom, but I believed you at face value. Now that I’m looking back on that moment, I can see other details my younger, stupider self didn’t notice. The flush in your cheeks. The gleam in your eyes. The slight mess of your hair and the creases in your dress and the way you were adjusting yourself. Maybe I almost caught you with another man right there in that moment. Maybe I didn’t – maybe all the details are being placed there by my overactive mind and it never happened. It’s totally possible that you were still my wife
 at this point in our marriage. But if you were seeing someone else behind my back – please, you gotta tell me. I’ll crazy imagining the possibilities.

We never really got much of a chance to talk about our failed marriage in a calm, one-on-one setting – and that’s totally my fault, not yours. You wanted to talk, but I only wanted to yell and stamp my feet and hurl insults like a wounded kid on the playground. How could I blame you for not wanting to be anywhere near me when I was acting like such a dick instead of embracing my wife’s inner slut?

(To clarify, I don’t call you a slut
 in the bad way, like I did in the days and weeks between my discovery and our separation. I say it with nothing less than full, unending, passionate respect and love. You’re probably super confused right now. I’ll try to make sense of this as I unpick the strands of my crazy, confusing thoughts. It’s been a pretty difficult few months for me.)

Maybe the signs were always there, but I never noticed any of them. Typical me, lost in my own world. It was always about me and my problems and my goals and my desires. Never yours. When was the last time I came home from work and asked about your day? About your problems? Your goals and desires? Now that I think about it, have I ever
 asked you those questions? God, I was such a selfish jerk, wasn’t I? Always wrapped up in my own bullshit, only ever seeing what I wanted to see. I can’t believe you stayed faithful to me for as long as you did.

Assuming, of course, that you were faithful to me at all in our relationship. Not trying to be an asshole, Liv, I just want to understand. I need to know. Not because I want to somehow use it against you or because I’m saying it to hurt you. But once an infidelity has been committed, well – it kinda makes you wonder.

****

For the record, I know you have plenty of chances to cheat on me. Those times I drove away to visit my family for the weekend while you stayed behind for work. The many, many days you went to the gym. The ‘girl’s nights out’ you enjoyed, that steadily became more and more frequent as the months flew by. I always saw how guys looked at you – your long legs, tight ass and amazing breasts that somehow didn’t shrink again after you gave birth to our daughter. Your body always made my jaw drop. I used to insist on keeping you company when you showered just so I could admire your figure for a few extra minutes. You enjoyed my company, but always declined letting me join and help you soap those hard-to-reach spots. Even now, I can close my eyes and picture your naked body gleaming under the steady flow of water, droplets cascading from your pink nipples, your always neatly-shaved mound looking more and more delicious every time I saw it. I used to love those moments, the little intimate things that only happen to couples. Nobody else got to see you in the shower, your mascara leaving black streaks down your cheeks, hair in a wet mess, legs spread in a gangly squat as you attempted to shave some forgotten patch of hair.

I still love to picture you like that – naked, wet, smiling at me through the frosted glass. Except nowadays I imagine someone else’s hands roaming your wet skin. Another man’s hands rubbing soap into your beautiful breasts. I imagine someone else spreading your legs and entering you from behind, while I sit outside and wait for you to look at me and smile. God, that looks so pathetic when I write it all down like this! But it’s true. Absolutely one hundred percent true.

****

I never really thought you were having an affair. I might have suspected that something was wrong, but I never truly believed it. One time, the thought crossed my mind that maybe there was something bad going on that I didn’t know about it, but I never entertained the idea for more than a second. Once Kayla was old enough to go to daycare, you went back to work. You were so excited to finally have something to do with your days besides being a mom and endlessly cleaning up the house. I was happy for you. It had been so long since you went on maternity leave that we were both a little worried you would struggle work nine to five again, even if it was only a few days every week.

But you embraced the working life and you thrived.

I should have told you this at the time, Liv, but I was so goddamn proud of you. The way you seemed to glow every time you told me about your day. The little smile on your face as you narrated each little twist and turn. But this stupid jackass was too self-involved in his own bullshit to pay any attention to your stories. All I remember thinking when you talked about your day was, Yeah? That’s not special. I do it all the time
. Never said it out loud, but I think you could tell from the look on my face.

****

You can probably tell me to go to hell or that I’m wrong, but I think you had at least one affair before that night
. It probably wasn’t too serious, more like a fling than an affair, but it definitely excited you. It showed you how easy it was to fool around behind my back and little attention I paid to pick up the obvious signs. I don’t know who it was with and I honestly don’t care. But what I know for certain – what I’ve learned since our separation – is that your real affair started in the first six months after you went back to work.

Naturally, I missed all the signs until it was far, far too late and you were way too deep into the affair to stop. I should have noticed all the times you didn’t come home early, or your sudden desire to join the gym, or the way you held your phone so close all of a sudden. In my defence, I did notice the phone thing, but only after it was already too late. And you always had a good excuse – Playing games
, you would say. It was harmless. Just me being an idiot. What did I have to worry about? I had a wife, a daughter, and a home. You had everything you ever wanted.

Or so I thought.

When I was a kid, my dad once told me that relationships are like flowers – they need regular attention, maintenance, and care. I didn’t get what he meant until it was far too late for us. See, I thought
 I gave you everything that a wife might need. A house. A baby. A steady income. But that’s the same as buying a nice plant pot and shoving the flower in front of a window. You still need that attention, maintenance, and care, otherwise the flower will wither and die and find other guys to fuck.

Maybe I stretched that analogy too far.

My point still stands. I neglected you. I should have been excited about your return to part time work. I should have showed more interested in your activities. I should have proved that I cared. Sure, I was proud of you for the ease and effortlessness of your working life, but I never told you. And I never showed it, either.

Over time, I began to notice you slowly pulling away from me. Not talking to me so much. Locking the bathroom door so I couldn’t gaze on your gorgeous body. Spending more and more time playing with Kayla instead of me. Pulling away when we embraced in bed at night. And, of course, spending more and more time ‘playing games’ on your phone. It took months for me to recognize that we weren’t acting like a couple anymore. If anything, we were more like co-habiting parents, except you were so much better at being a mom than I was at being a dad. Kayla always seemed to prefer you to me. Guess it makes sense that you got custody. Especially given how I acted during our separation. (Have I said sorry for that in the last couple pages? I’ll say it again – sorry).

I neglected you, Liv. Yeah, I can see it now. I didn’t give our marriage the attention, care, or maintenance it sorely needed. With a baby in our lives, everything became a fine balancing act to take care of her instead of us. We stopped going on our monthly dates. We fell asleep on the couch instead of in each other’s arms. And our sex life went down the tubes.

God, Liv, you were always so good in bed. I’m not just saying that because I married you (although it was part of the deal – you move like nobody I’ve ever known before). It was always hard for me to keep up with you. I came too easily, too quickly – and I still do – but you could go for hours
 without stopping. The sexiest experiences in my entire adult life were making love to you for as long as I could – using my fingers, tongue, cock, toys, clamps, vibrators, dildos, and anything else we had to hand – until you were a trembling, shuddering, drooling, dripping, gaping mess. And you would always look up at me with gazed, misty eyes and say a single word, a word that always made my stomach clench in excitement.

‘More
.’

Those days were a long time ago. Before we had Kayla to worry about. Before I started to neglect our marriage and our passion. Maybe if I smarter, I would have realized the danger of not satisfying my highly sexual, deeply passionate wife’s needs. If I wasn’t prepared to keep you happy, someone else was willing to do it for you.

I know that I should have given you more. It seems so easy to say now – I should have come home from work, rubbed your shoulders, helped you unwind, then slowly and lovingly made all your desires come true. But I was short-sighted and selfish. Every day I’d come home and dream about having a beer and a blowjob. How stupid is that? I expected you to spend your days taking care of our young daughter or working your part-time gig, then get on your knees to pleasure me, without having to lift a finger of my own. No fucking wonder you cheated on me.

I really, truly hope that your lovers gave you everything that I couldn’t, Liv.

****

Do you remember the night I took one of those little blue pills and stayed hard for hours? I do. It’s one of my most treasured sexual memories. I think it was one of our early wedding anniversaries. We booked a room in a crappy motel somewhere out of town – the kind of place where dirty people do dirty things – and spent the entire time having raw, passionate sex. It was fantastic. That was the first – and probably the only
 time – I totalled satisfied and outlasted your insatiable hunger for erotic pleasure. You sucked my cock in as many positions as we could think – kneeling on the floor; locked in a tender sixty-nine; lying on the bed and letting me fuck your greedy throat while you played with yourself – until your jaw ached. I threw you around that motel room, fucking you on the bed, the floor, up against the wall, over the chair, in the chair, in shower, even against the door while people walked past, the rapturous sounds of your pleasure perfectly audible through the thin wood. I felt like a sex god, like a porn star, like a stallion. When I finally stroked myself to climax and erupted over your full, beautiful breasts as you moaned and begged for it, I felt like I was finally your sexual equal and could keep you satisfied for the rest of my life.

I was a fucking idiot. Less than a year later, we were on our way to becoming parents and I gained a decent promotion to help support our new family. That meant I was working longer hours and traveling a lot further. It was only a matter of time before our separate lives began to pull us apart.

****

I want to tell you about that night
. We’ve spoken briefly about what happened, but I’ve never told you the full, honest, uncut story from my perspective. So here goes, as complete as I can remember.

Something was going wrong between us. We had a daughter. You were finally going back to work part-time and loving it, but didn’t talk much about how your days anymore – either because it seemed like I didn’t care or because there was something you didn’t want me to know. I suspect it was probably both in equal measure.

Even me, clueless and ignorant and stuck up my own ass as I was, could recognize that something was really, badly wrong with our marriage. And the worst part was that I had seen these signs before in scattered intervals throughout our married life. That’s the reason I’m pretty sure you’ve had one or two affairs previously – I can recall other times when you’ve been more interested in your phone and staying out ‘with your friends’ than you have in being around me. At this point, it really doesn’t matter to me if you have or haven’t cheated before that night
. Hell, maybe that night
 was the single, solitary time you ever did anything even remotely wrong in our entire relationship and I just happened to catch you in the middle of it.

But I doubt that. And you can’t blame me for thinking that way, can you? The ease and skill with which you manipulated me into believing your every word – my God, Liv, it was stunning. I’m still impressed by both your ruthlessness and callousness. Impressed and turned on.

Eventually I became desperate to fix our marriage. Something was wrong, but I couldn’t figure out what. Even at that time, I didn’t believe there could be someone else. I was convinced the fault was mine, but couldn’t see a way to fix us. Your excuses for not spending time with me had reached a boiling point – we were barely in the same room together anymore. You were ‘working extra’, or ‘at the gym’, or ‘hanging with the girls’. Your income ended up exclusively hiring babysitters for Kayla, or getting spent on daycare arrangements. I have never felt as alone as I did in those few months, coming home to an empty house, wondering where my wife and daughter were that day.

That was when I finally started snooping. I couldn’t take it anymore. We always trusted each other, but now it was like we only communicated through a brick wall. Even when we were in bed together, your answers were monosyllabic at best, and the warmth you displayed toward me was sub-zero in temperature.

It took me a couple of evenings to break into your email accounts on our computer. It took another week to access your phone (once you had fallen asleep, of course). You know what I found?


Nothing
.

Absolutely nothing. No explicit messages. No naked selfies. No plans to meet up with other guys. Nothing that a husband would not expect to find on his wife’s phone.

I have to admit, the relief that flooded through me in that moment was enormous. There was no evidence that you were doing anything other than what you told me. I almost stopped my frantic search for answers right then, but that was when I noticed one tiny little problem with your phone – there weren’t any games installed.

No evidence that you were doing anything wrong. No evidence you were doing what you said, either.

That was all I needed to start seriously worrying. I didn’t have proof of your wrongdoings, but I did have proof that you had lied to me. If you lied to me about something as inconsequential as what you’re doing on your phone every single day, what else were you prepared to lie about?

So, I finally snapped. I bought a crappy second phone – a burner phone – and installed a GPS tracker on it. I hid that phone in the trunk of your car, where you would never find it. I loaded up the tracker on my own phone and then I waited.

Two days passed before anything happened. They were the longest, most nerve-wracking two days of my life. I glanced at my phone every few seconds, either trying to convince myself there was nothing wrong, or determined that some kind of evidence would suddenly appear on the screen.

But you gave me nothing. For two days, your routine was exactly as you said. Work, home. Work, gym, home.

It wasn’t until the third day that my world changed forever.

You called me from work and told me that you were going to the gym. I said sure, I would pick up Kayla from daycare. I told you to have a good workout.

You had a very different kind of workout in mind that night.

I watched the tracker show the location of your car. You drove from work to the gym – then right past. I watched you drive to a quiet suburb and park up.

That was the longest evening of my life. I rushed through traffic and picked up our daughter from daycare. I called the babysitter and offered her double the usual rate to come over right then and there. I paced the living room over and over, my heart racing so fast I thought a heart attack was coming. When the babysitter finally arrived (after the longest twenty minutes of my life!), I ran to my car and floored the gas.

I followed the GPS tracker hidden in your trunk. It took me about thirty minutes to reach my destination. Even then, with all the signs telling me something seriously bad was going on, my heart did not want to accept it. I convinced myself that you had changed your mind and gone to see one of your friends instead of hitting the gym. Maybe there was a misunderstanding. Maybe there was something else, something I was missing…

But when I pulled up and saw your car parked in the driveway of an unfamiliar house, I knew that it was over between us. Everything made sense now, in the most awful way possible. I should have turned around and gone back home right then and there, but I couldn’t. After all that had happened between us, I had to know for certain. I had to be sure.

I parked my car and crept to the front of the house, keeping to the shadows. There was light coming the windows, but the drapes were drawn. I had to know what was happening inside. I had to know what was so important that it had damaged our marriage. I found a tiny gap in the edge of the drapes, near the far edge of the front window, and peered through.

That was how I discovered your affair, Liv. I saw it.

You were lying on a couch. On your back. Your breasts, your full, firm, wonderful breasts, were exposed, nipples pink and hard. But you weren’t alone. There was a man. He was naked, kneeling over you, fucking your face. I saw your fingers gripping his ass, your wedding ring – the ring I put there as a token of my love and commitment – gleaming dully against his skin. I almost fell over backwards, but my hand clutched the edge of the window and held me upright. I forced myself to watch you let this guy, this total stranger, fuck your cheating mouth on his couch. How long did I stand there? I don’t remember. My body was frozen in place. Nothing could have pulled me away from that spot.

The scene unfolded while I stood outside, watching through that crack in the drapes. I cannot describe the gut-wrenching agony I felt while you eagerly sucked your lover’s cock, letting him fuck your face like a dirty slut. It hurt, Liv. It hurt like nothing I’ve ever felt before. You haven’t let me do that in over a year, yet this fucking guy has the privilege of fucking your mouth on a random Thursday night. How many other nights did you let him do that to you? Did you prefer his cock to mine? You looked like you did in that moment. The way your eyes rolled with pleasure as he shoved his cock down your throat. I could almost hear the noises you made – those throaty purrs of appreciation; the deep, rasping gasps for air; the lusty moans of delight. Noises you used to make for me. Noises I hadn’t heard in forever.

He enjoyed unfettered access to your mouth for a few minutes, but it felt like forever. I watched him slowly drive himself to climax using your throat. I saw your fingers tighten on his ass as he came. I watched your left hand jerk him off into your willing mouth, wedding ring sliding up and down his shaft. I witnessed you swallow and open your mouth to prove that you did it. I saw you kiss his cock head afterward, thanking him from that delicious gift.

I watched it all and the world seemed to collapse at my feet. I couldn’t breathe. It was the worst betrayal I could ever imagine. My heart shattered in my chest.

You and lover boy sat together on the couch. He was naked and I got a good look at his cock. He was bigger than me by maybe an inch. Is that why you wanted him, because he had a bigger dick? Or because he was a better lover than me?

At some point, I tried to call your phone. Some voice in my head told me to. Maybe I could snap you out of this, convince you to come home with me. I watched you check the screen to see who was calling and ignore it. You rolled your eyes. The guy said something and you laughed. You laughed at me
, Liv. You and your lover were making fun of me together.

After that, you reached between his legs and massaged him back to full hardness. It was like thinking of me made you want
 this other guy even more. I couldn’t believe how quickly he got hard for you again. Maybe banging other men’s wives makes it more exciting for him. You got off the couch and run into the room, out of sight, and he followed, his hard cock bobbing as he pursued the love of my life deeper into the house.

For the next five minutes, I couldn’t see either of you. I was beside myself with rage and worry and stomach-churning dread. What else were you going to do? Your lover looked to be younger than both of us by maybe ten years, he could probably fuck you all night long without any problems. Hell, for all I knew, he already had
.

After a long, long, delay, a light flicked on upstairs. I saw a frosted bathroom window and vague silhouettes beyond. You were getting into the shower with him. What was happening? Was he going to fuck you (again)? Were you washing his scent off your body to come home to me? What were you doing here? How long had this been going on for? I had to know.

That was when I walked into his house. The front door was unlocked. I knew you wouldn’t hear me entering the house over the noise of shower, but my heart hammered louder than a jet engine. I crept through toward the stairs, seeing your clothes scattered on the floor. Bra. Blouse. Shoes. Panties. All of it lay forgotten and discarded, like our marriage vows.

I paused at the bottom of the stairs, listening. I heard running water. Giggles. Moans. Enough to convince me that nobody would hear if one of these stairs creaked. I started walking, dragging my heavy feet behind me, wondering what fresh horrors waited for me. I don’t know why I needed to see more, only that I had to know
. I had to see for myself what was so good about this man that you would toss our marriage aside for him.

A voice in my head told me to record it. I knew it would help in the divorce. So I held my phone ready and continued to creep upstairs. Before I reached the top, the bathroom door flew open and you ran out into the hallway, totally naked and dripping wet, laughing your ass off. Lover boy followed you, laughing in delight, slapping your bare ass as you leapt into his bed. Neither of you saw me, crouched on the stairs, phone in hand and heart in mouth.

Your lover crawled in the bed. You pushed him onto his back. You climbed on top, unrolled a condom over his generous length – making with that naughty, sexy giggle of yours – threw your leg out, and took him inside. I could see how wet you were for him by how easily his slipped inside. I knew you’d fucked him at least once already that night. I heard you groan with primal satisfaction as you started to ride his cock. I heard the sound of your body slapping against his as you enthusiastically fucked him.

But the thing that hurt me the most – like a dagger to my heart – was watching you lean forward and kiss him. You kissed him with the kind of passion and tenderness that you hadn’t shown me in over a year. And then you sat upright and started to fuck him, moaning long and loud, your ass shaking and jiggling with every bounce. He squeezed your breasts and smacked your ass and called you all sorts of names – dirty slut
, filthy whore
, cheating bitch
 – and you moaned louder every time.

That was when I came to my senses and started recording. I filmed you riding your lover for about thirty seconds before I had enough. I couldn’t take it anymore. Watching you fuck that guy broke me. I wanted you to feel everything I felt.

You probably remember what happened next. I walked to the bedroom door and yelled, ‘What the fuck are you doing
?’

I still recall the look on your face when you looked back at me. After the first few seconds of initial shock, your expression changed. I expected to see horror, or sadness, or embarrassment, or shame. But instead you looked angry. As if you were mad at me for interrupting before you got to finish. He pushed you off and started waving his hands, apparently terrified that I was about to shoot him. Honestly, if I had a gun on that moment, I would have shot you both.

After that, everything went to hell. Shouting. Tears. Accusations. How long were we arguing? It was the most passionate discussion we had shared in about two years, and it was the last one we ever had. I stopped filming at some point and told you not to come home. You told me to fuck off. It was intense. I’m glad I don’t remember much about it now.

I drove home alone, crying my eyes out. I pulled over twice to vomit on the side of the road, but nothing came out. I got home, paid the babysitter, and spent the rest of the night hugging Kayla.

****

The rest of the story came out as we separated and our marriage dissolved. He was a co-worker. He made you feel good. Wanted. Attractive. He showed interest in you that I hadn’t done in years. He made you feel like a woman, not just a mother. He listened to your stories, laughed at your jokes, fucked you like you needed. You gave in to his charms.

The affair lasted seven months, six of those as a physical, sexual relationship. You had no desire to leave me, but he gave you what I couldn’t. Attention. Intimacy. And he fulfilled your voracious sexual appetite gladly. You were smart in meeting him, only going to his place or his car, never taking anything with you and always being careful. You covered your tracks like a pro.

But it was all over for me. I couldn’t stand the thought of being emasculated like that. Of being second best. Of being scorned and mocked and humiliated by a younger man with a bigger cock who made you feel better than I ever could. The wound you inflicted on me was too deep and too severe. Or so I thought.

We barely spent an hour in the same room after that. I initiated divorce proceedings the next day. With the video on my phone, you gave in. I wanted you out of my life, but I was in no fit state to be a father. I drank too much. I became a monster. I was a horrible human being during that entire period. I convinced myself that Kayla wasn’t my daughter – even though she is, I know it in my gut – and seeing so much of you in her damn near killed me. I let you have full custody because I didn’t want anything else to do with you. I wanted to get on with my life and never look back. That much you know.

This brings me to the reason I’m writing this letter to you. Something really fucked up has happened to me lately. You’re either gonna find it hilarious, or disgusting. I’m betting on hilarious – remember, I know you. Better than you know yourself.

Liv, I’ve started fantasizing about you fucking that other guy. It started a few months back. I was bored and frustrated and needed to jerk off. I started beating off to porn and noticed that the chick in the video looked kinda like you. That was all it took. Suddenly I was back in that stairwell, crouching in the shadows, watching you ride that other guy. I could hear the smack of your bodies and your loud, passionate moans as you rode him, taking his big cock deeper inside you than I’ve ever been. That was when I pulled out my phone and rewatched that video for the first time in months.

When I watched it, I felt a pang of old, familiar pain again. But I also felt something else – intense, jealous arousal. I watched my short video of you and your lover fucking like wild animals, remembering the way he fucked your face on the couch, and I jerked off. I have to be completely honest with you… it was the most incredible, intense, powerful, toe-curling orgasm of my life. I came watching you fuck another man and even when I was spent, my hand kept stroking. I’ve never experienced anything like it.

Afterward, I denied it ever happened. Pretended that I didn’t do it. The idea of being turned on by the worst night of my life was too shameful to bear. The only thing worse than having an adulteress for an ex-wife is getting pleasure from reliving that night
, or so I thought.

But then it happened again a week later.

And again a few days after that.

Before long, I stopped watching internet porn and started jerking off only
 to that video. My favorite part is when you sink down onto his cock and your swollen, greedy pussy accepts it so easily. I know how that feels. I know how good it must have felt for him, too. Only it must have been even sweeter for him, with that thicker, longer cock. I love turning up the volume loud enough to hear the bed squeaking under his body. That makes it even more intense for me.

I never removed the tracking phone from your car, you know. It ran out of battery eventually, but I would look at it from time to time, back when it still worked. I saw you in several locations. Work. The gym. Lover boy’s place. Other people’s houses. I used to imagine you whoring yourself out over town – offering every guy you liked a piece of your ass. Those thoughts used to be bitter. Now they turn me on. I love to imagine you getting face-fucked on other guy’s couches. I jerk off to thoughts of you riding other guys in their beds – white guys, black guys, big guys, little guys… anyone but me.

I wish I could explain why
 I feel this way now. It’s so hard to put into words. I spent so long stewing in my anger and my hurt and my humiliation that maybe my body just couldn’t take it anymore. The only way for me to cope with it and move along was to accept it. To accept and embraced and glamorize your betrayal. Maybe it was inevitable. I’ve talked to lots of guys in internet forums who feel the same way. Their wives also cheated, but instead of being angry, they were turned on. Like me, they’ve embraced being a cuckolded husband. They adore their wives’ infidelities. And so do I now.

****

If I could go back in time knowing what I know now, that night
 would have played out so differently. I wouldn’t have interrupted you. I would have filmed and watched as you fucked his cock to orgasm. I would have gone back home and pretended that everything was fine. I would have let you keep your secret affairs and treated you like the goddess you truly are. I would have licked your cheating pussy and showed you how much I loved being your cuckold. God, to be able to satisfy you with my tongue after he’s been there… why does that excite me so much? I’d give anything to be able to go back to that night
 and not barge in in you both. Whenever I try and imagine how things could be between us if I hadn’t acted like such an asshole, I picture you fucking as many other guys as you can and coming home to me. You’re unaware that I know and that makes it so much hotter for me. The only thing more exciting than being your cuckold is that you keep fucking other men and you don’t care about my feelings.

When I think about all the times you must have fucked him – or someone else – and come home to me, I get so turned on. I’ve jerked off more since our divorce than I did in all the years before. Every time I come, the only image in my mind is you fucking someone else. How many times have I tried to cuddled you in bed after another man has made love to you? How many times have I kissed you after you sucked another man’s hard cock? How many times has your wedding ring touched someone else’s dick? These questions turn me on as much as they humiliate me. In fact, it’s the humiliation that excites me more than anything.

I don’t expect you to understand any of this. I’m not sure I understand it myself. But I wanted you to know. You had to know. You’re probably laughing to yourself right now, maybe shaking your head, at how pathetic your former husband is. It’s true. I am pathetic. I couldn’t keep you faithful and I sure couldn’t satisfy you. I deserve to be a cuckold. I hope that you think of me every time you make love to someone else – me, standing to the side, unable to do anything but watch. I’d give anything to be humiliated by you again. To go through the pain of watching my soulmate give herself to another man and enjoy him so much more than me. Words can’t describe the exquisite pain of knowing that I’m not good enough. And I know
 I was never good enough. I saw it with my own eyes. I heard it in your voice.

Liv, this is the hardest thing I’ve ever had to say, but here it goes:

I’m sorry for everything. Sorry I divorced you. Sorry I became such a hateful, bitter man. If I could undo all the damage and start fresh, I would, believe me. I would so gladly be your willing cuckold husband. You could take any man you wanted to bed – even our own bed – and I wouldn’t stop you. I’d be honored to prepare you for someone else and take you in my arms when he’s finished. The past few months have been the most humiliating and exciting and arousing of my life and I needed to tell you that.

You’re still beautiful and sexy. I’m sure you have your pick of guys – a hot divorced mom is one hell of a catch – and you probably rarely spend a night alone. I lay awake at night wishing I was still in your life, wishing I could massage your feet while a bigger, better man makes love to you in front of me. God, just writing that makes me so hard!

I guess what I’m trying to say – as crazy and messed up and laughable as it seems – is thank you for cheating on me
. Really. Truly. I’m happier now than I have been in years. You made me a cuckold, and now I am finally able to truly embrace it.

Thank you.

Your cuckolded ex-husband,

Harvey

###


Room Service


‘Oh, shit!’

The plate slips out of my hand and falls to the floor. Chicken and vegetables and gravy overturn on the way down, splattering everywhere like the aftermath of a grim crime scene. The plate shatters, scattering ceramic shards across the anti-slip flooring in every direction. I stare down at the disaster, my eyes wide, a hand over my mouth. I drag my gaze away from the carnage at my feet and look around the busy kitchen in horror. A couple of the chefs nearest me have noticed. One of them sighs and rolls his eyes and slams a fresh plate down on the counter and starts filling fresh vegetables on it.

Luckily, most of the staff haven’t heard the noise. The kitchen is a vast space filled with chefs cooking food and steaming pans and bubbling pots and clanging cutlery. The kitchen is too large and too busy for anyone else to have heard me.

My cheeks flush with embarrassment as I kneel on the floor and start trying to clear the mess I’ve made. I’ve gotta get rid of this before anyone finds out. I haven’t even been in this job a week and already I’ve fucked up several times. I gotta get my head in the game. I need this job. I need it!

I grab a brush and sweep the mess into a neat pile, making sure to gather any loose fragments of plate. The last I want is for someone else to slip or cut themselves because of my stupid mistake. I have to hide the evidence before anyone else finds out.

I lift the lid of the trash can and pour the ruined meal and the broken shards of plate inside.

‘I’m so sorry!’ I say to the nearest chef. He waves a dismissive hand, clearly irritated but not taking it out on me. I appreciate that. I already feel like the biggest idiot in the world, the last thing I need is to get chewed out for dropping the guy’s order all over the floor.

I glance around to make sure I cleaned up all the evidence. It looks good. No pieces of plate on the floor. No chicken or vegetables stuck between the white tiles. Good to go.

I turn and almost run smack into Dillon, my boss. He looks down at me, irritation in his eyes, lips pursed.

‘Jenna,’ he says, ‘the gentleman on table seven is asking for his food – again. You told him you were just bringing it out to him. I don’t see it in your hands. I don’t see it on the counter. This man is about ready to lodge a complaint. Where is his meal?’

‘I, uh,’ I say, stammering, trying to think up an excuse, ‘it’s not quite…’

‘It’s almost ready,’ says a voice behind me. I turn. The chef is raising a hand, looking at Dillon. ‘I told her it was ready, it was my mistake.’

‘Is it now?’ Dillon says. His eyes flick between me and the chef. He flicks his tongue over his lips. He seems satisfied. ‘If this guy complains… it’s going in your file.’

Dillon turns to walk away. He pauses, looks at me, adjusts the name badge on my right breast, straightens it up. The badge reads, Jenna, Colleague in Training
, with the logo of the Halfway Hotel to one side.

Dillon turns and walks away, heading to the swing door that separates the hotel kitchen from the restaurant. I glance at the chef and mouth, Thank you
. He shakes his head and carries on cooking a fresh chicken. It sizzles and flames shoot up from the grill.

‘Oh, and Jenna?’ Dillon says.

I turn back to him. He’s paused at the doorway.

‘When you go and apologize to the gentleman at your table,’ Dillon says, ‘you might want to clean up the remains of the meal you dropped.’ He points to my feet and pushes through the door. I glance down. Chicken, juice, and vegetables are splattered over my feet and the bottoms of my pants.

‘Fuck!’ I say.

I run my hands over my face, fighting back tears. I gotta get my head in the game. I need this job. I can’t lose this job. I gotta stop fucking up.

‘Don’t worry about it,’ the chef says from behind me. ‘Dillon loves to break people down in the first week. That way, he can take credit for everything they do right after that.’

‘Thank you,’ I say.

‘Don’t mention it,’ he says. ‘This is gonna take ten minutes. You might want to warn the guy before he explodes.’

I grab a kitchen towel from the counter and wipe the bottoms of my pants and clean the tops of my shoes. In a few seconds, the evidence is gone. I throw the towel in the laundry pile and head to the door. I take a breath and push through, stepping out into the restaurant.

The hotel is busy tonight. It’s been busy every day since I first started, four days ago. Tonight, the room is about three-quarters full. Other members of the hotel staff bustle back and forth, carrying plates filled with food, taking away empty glasses, wiping down tables, checking on the people in their sections. I wonder how long it’s going to take me to get that good at this job. I feel like I’m running on a treadmill that’s set way too fast for my feet to keep up. I feel like I’m constantly trying to keep up. Everyone I’ve worked with has been super nice and friendly and everyone says I’ll get used to it
, and I’ll pick it up as I go
, but I’m not feeling it. Right now, I want to find a janitor’s closet and shut myself inside for the rest of my shift. But I can’t do that right now.

The guy at table seven is a large, well-built black guy. He looks older than me, by a few years. He has a pencil-thin beard and goatee, and a closed-cropped haircut. He wears a suit that looks like it costs more than my annual salary and black sunglasses. He has an aura of importance, like he’s a rapper, or so foreign prince on delegation.

‘Sir?’ I say, trying to sound confident. I force a smile on my face.

He looks up at me. I can’t see his eyes under those dark glasses, but I feel his gaze sweeping me up and down. His lips twitch downward.

‘Well?’ he says. ‘I’m waiting for my meal.’

‘I know,’ I say, ‘and I apologize. The chef mistakenly called it early.’ I feel bad about throwing the chef under the bus right after he saved my hide from Dillon, but he did volunteer himself. ‘I told him it wasn’t ready yet. Would you like a drink for the inconvenience? On the house, of course.’

‘I had better get a lot more than just one drink,’ he says. ‘I have been waiting twenty minutes already.’

‘Again, I really am sorry,’ I say. ‘It’s quite busy tonight, but, I promise, we’re all looking after you.’

‘I’ll have whatever drink is the most expensive on the menu,’ he says.

I nod and walk away, toward the bar. My heart beats against my chest like a prisoner on steel bars. Did I just promise him a free drink? Am I even allowed to do that? Fuck!

I slip behind the bar. There are a few regulars seated on the stools. Some engage in idle banter with each other. Some watch the baseball on TV. One of the older guys eyes me hungrily. I hear him let out a breath as I walk by. I can’t tell if I’m flattered or creeped out.

‘Marcus?’ I say, stepping close to the bartender.

He glances at me as he finishes mixing a drink in a cocktail glass.

‘Which drink is the most expensive?’ I say, talking quietly.

‘Champagne,’ he says, pointing towards the bottom refrigerator. ‘Thirty bucks a glass.’

‘Great,’ I say. I lean down and open the door. Chilled air wafts out. I spy three large bottles of champagne in the fridge. Two are corked and sealed. The other has the hotel’s temporary stopper in place of a cork. I lift the bottle out and set a champagne flute down and fill the glass with liquid. Marcus watches me replace the stopper and put the bottle back in the fridge.

‘What tab’s that going on?’ he says, swiping his card in the register, ready to punch the details into the system.

‘Oh,’ I say. ‘It’s not. This guy… he’s been waiting for his food for a while, so we’re trying to keep him sweet, you know? This one’s on us.’

‘Dillon say you could do that?’ Marcus says, eyebrows raised. ‘Usually we knock a little off the room.’

My mouth opens and closes. I can’t think of anything to say.

‘Don’t get caught,’ Marcus says. ‘I won’t say anything, but… please don’t offer drinks.’

‘I’m sorry,’ I say.

‘It’s fine,’ he says. ‘You’ll pick it up.’

I carry the flute across the restaurant floor, over to table seven. The guy looks down at it, then up to me.

‘What is this?’ he says.

‘It’s your free drink,’ I say. ‘As requested, the most expensive one on the menu.’

He lifts the glass. Sniffs the contents. Tilts his head back. Drains it in one.

‘I was expecting something a little bigger,’ he says.

‘I brought you what you asked for…’ I say. My fingers tremble. I clasp my hands together. He sighs in irritation.

‘Just bring my meal,’ he says dismissing me with his hands.

I step away from his table, breathing hard. Again, I feel the urge to retreat to a janitor’s closet. I focus on walking across the restaurant without falling on my face, or knocking over a table, or accidentally kicking a child in the face.

As I step into the kitchen, the chef holds a dish aloft.

‘Ready!’ he says.

‘Oh, thank fuck!’ I say. I take the plate from the chef, relief flooding my body. ‘Thank you so, so much. I owe you big time!’

‘Hell, yeah you do,’ he says.

I push open the door to the restaurant and carefully carry the plate across to table seven. I place it down in front of the guy like I’m presenting a king with a trophy from a conquered nation. I stand back and wait for a second.

‘Sorry it took so long,’ I say.

He grunts. Picks up his fork. Stabs at the chicken. Pulls it apart.

‘It’ll do,’ he says.

I wait anxiously to one side for a second, biting my lip, ready to spring into action if he has any comments or complaints. He doesn’t say anything. He carves the chicken and puts a piece in his mouth, chewing slowly.

‘Is everything okay?’ I say, stepping closer.

He thumps a fist on the table. The sound is like a small explosion.

‘For God’s sake!’ he says, turning to me, ‘can’t you leave me in peace for five minutes?’

My mouth opens and closes.

Out of nowhere, Dillon appears at my shoulder.

‘Is everything to your satisfaction, sir?’ Dillon says.

‘No,’ the guy says. ‘First, I had to wait half the night for my meal. Then this woman keeps bugging me every few minutes. I just to want to eat and go up to my room.’

‘Of course, sir,’ Dillon says. ‘We apologise for everything. We will leave you in peace.’

Dillon takes me by the elbow and escorts me away from the table. We walk across the restaurant. Inquisitive faces glance up at us from the other tables as we pass. My cheeks are burning with humiliation and anger. Anger at the way the guy spoke to me. Humiliation that the whole restaurant saw and heard it.

Dillon leads me into the back office, on the far side of the bar. He lets me walk through the door first and closes it behind us. The office is a small, square room, with a desk covered in paperwork arranged in loose piles, and a worn and battered chair. Dillon sits in the chair. It creaks under his weight. I stand, holding my right arm with my left hand near the elbow, biting my lip, trying not to burst into tears, looking at anywhere else in the room but Dillon.

‘Jenna,’ Dillon says, in a surprisingly soft voice. ‘Are you okay?’

I start nodding. Pause. Shake my head.

‘I understand,’ Dillon says. ‘It’s been a tough first week, I know. I should have worked more closely with you. I like to train my colleagues personally, and I haven’t. I’ve let you down and I’m sorry.’

His words are strangely touching. He’s not good at comforting people, but he’s trying and I appreciate that. A sob escapes me. I clamp my lips shut.

‘I remember the first time I let the company down,’ Dillon says. ‘I felt terrible as well. I offered to quit on the spot.’

I frown. What the hell is he talking about?

‘My manager called me into the office – this office, actually – and told me that I hadn’t let the company down. I was a pillar of the hotel. A necessary pillar. So, I’m going to tell you the same thing now. You are a pillar of this hotel. A necessary pillar. You might feel bad for letting the company down, but you haven’t. You can use this as a learning experience and bounce back.’

‘What?’ I say, confused as all hell.

‘I’m saying I understand how you feel right now,’ Dillon says.

‘I’m upset about the way the guy spoke to me,’ I say. ‘I’m pretty angry and upset about it, actually.’ My voice breaks with emotion.

‘Oh,’ Dillon says. ‘So, not because you dropped that gentleman’s meal?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘I’m mad at myself about that, but…’ My voice breaks again. Tears roll down my burning cheeks. I put a hand over my mouth to muffle the sobs.

‘Oh,’ Dillon says again. He stops talking and looks down at the floor in awkward silence.

My shoulders shake and I fight to get myself back under control. Anger rises inside me. Did this stupid asshole seriously think I was upset because I let the hotel
 down?

‘Well,’ Dillon says, clearly lost for words, ‘sometimes you get people who are upset. Sometimes they take it out on us. Don’t let it get to you, it’s nothing personal.’

‘It felt pretty damn personal.’

‘It probably wasn’t.’ He pauses for a moment, looks up at me. I must look horrific right now. He shifts uncomfortably in his chair. I wonder how many women burst into tears in front of him. No many, probably. ‘Look, why don’t you head up to the other floors. Stay out of the restaurant for tonight. Avoid the gentleman at table seven for tonight. He’s a regular guest, he’ll check out in the morning and he won’t be back again for a month. By then, he won’t remember you. I guarantee it.’

I wipe a hand over my cheeks, feeling dampness spread across my skin from the tears.

‘Go and sort yourself out,’ he says. He probably means to sound soft and sympathetic, but it comes off as deeply uncomfortable, like he wants to get me out of the room as fast as possible. Nobody wants to be stuck in a tiny office with a crying woman. ‘Take ten minutes. Take thirty if you need it. Then stick to the rooms upstairs. What time do you get off shift tonight?’

‘Midnight,’ I say, taking a deep breath. I feel a little more under control now.

‘Okay,’ Dillon says. ‘Starting tomorrow, you and I will work more closely together.’ His eyes sweep me over once more. ‘Oh, and Jenna?’

‘Yes.’

‘You, uh…’

He glances down at my chest and tugs on his shirt.

I look down. My top button has come undone, exposing the edge of my simple white bra and the swell of my breast. I push the button back into position and stand for a second, collecting myself. Dillon’s cheeks redden and he glances away from me.

‘Thanks,’ I say, not feeling better at all for this little pep-talk.

I wipe my face again and push open the door, back out into the bar. I ignore the faces at the bar and walk by, turning away and heading toward the lobby. I can feel eyes on my back. People looking at me over the drinks, over their meals, wondering if I just got chewed out. I think I would have preferred it if Dillon chewed me out. Whatever inspiring speech he was hoping to give me, it didn’t work. I feel worse now than I did a few minutes ago, when that asshole was giving me a hard time.

I reach the lobby, a beautiful, wide space with an oak panelled front desk, marble tiles on the floor, elevators up to the rooms above, and huge bay windows that look out over the surrounding hills. It’s a quiet, soothing space, despite the number of guests that pass through it every day. There are a couple of pristine-looking leather couches positioned in front of the windows. A guy is sitting there now, reading a magazine, as the sky slowly turns a deep, inky blue. Stars twinkle overhead and I think I can see the moon, peeping out from behind a distant cloud.

The Halfway Hotel is so named because it sits on a hill almost exactly halfway between two large metropolitan cities. It’s the perfect place for tourists to stop for the night, as well as offering great access to the airport a few miles away. In fact, sometimes the staff sneak up to the roof on their breaks and watch the planes take off and land. It’s a hell of a view up there.

I’m only four days into this job. I have zero hotel experience, zero restaurant experience, and very little customer service experience. I pretty much begged my way into this job and I seriously need to hold onto it. A few months ago, I had everything worked out. I lived with my boyfriend, worked in a local bakery, and I was planning to go to college next year.

That all changed the day I came home on my lunch break and found my ex
-boyfriend fucking my ex
-best friend in our
 bed. My world collapsed. Everything stopped. I’ve been in a punch-drunk daze ever since, unaware of where I am or what’s happening to me. I live in a crappy apartment in a crappy part of town. I can’t afford to get a car to drive to the hotel, so I rely on the airport bus and walk the rest of the way. I can’t afford to lose this job. I need to keep my mind busy, to keep myself sane and focussed and earning money. Maybe I can still go to college next year. Maybe I can find a nice apartment and get a car and get out of this hotel.

I cross the lobby and push open the door marked, Employees Only
. Beyond this door is a general break room area. There are lockers and vending machines and coffee pots and microwaves and refrigerators and couches, plus a covered smoking area through a side door. Nobody else is in here right now. During restaurant hours, nobody can take a break.

I open my locker and grab my bag. I walk to the female bathroom and head inside. I look at myself in the mirror.

‘Jesus, Jenna,’ I say to the woman in the mirror. ‘You look like a hell of a mess.’

The woman in the mirror looks like me, but her hair is a mess and her makeup is smudged. Mascara runs down her cheeks. Her lipstick has been rubbed across her chin.

I laugh at the reflection. Laugh at myself. I look hideous. And hilarious. No wonder people stared at me when I came out of the office.

I take a couple of wipes from my bag and slowly clean my face in the mirror, softly and gently, until all the makeup is gone. I check my watch. Five minutes have gone by since Dillon told me to take half an hour. I think I’ll be okay to rest up for twenty-five minutes, and get my head back in the game.

My phone buzzes once in my bag. I take it out and check the screen. A Facebook notification. From my ex-best friend. Do I really want to check it? Why haven’t I blocked her yet?

I take a breath and touch the notification. My Facebook page loads. The screen is white, paused for a second while it retrieves the message wants me to see.

Then the picture loads and all the breath is sucked out of my body.

It’s a picture of my ex
-best friend, cuddling up to my ex
-boyfriend, holding up her left hand to show a sparkling ring on her finger.

I feel like I’ve been punched in the stomach. I heave. Nothing comes up. I gasp and suck in air and drop my phone on the counter. It lands screen side up. I grab my stomach and squeeze my eyes shut, but it doesn’t help. All I can see in my head is the imagine of the two people who ruined my life, smiling happily into the camera, blissfully ignorant of the pain they caused me. I shake my head and the image fades away, but it’s replaced by something worse. Now all I can see is the sight that greeted me when I pushed open the bedroom door and caught them together. I can see it all so clearly. The way her ankles locked together behind his back. The expression of deepest pleasure on her face. The way they kissed, so passionately, so lovingly. The way he pumped her with his dick. I remember the sounds they made, the groans of pleasure, the guttural noises of delight. Most of all, I remember the look of their faces when they realized I was standing in the doorway. No guilt. A little shock. Mostly just annoyance. My ex
-boyfriend said, Oops
. My ex
-best friend said, Guess the secret’s out now, huh?
 They didn’t even stop.

I clutch my stomach and let out a long, low sob. Fresh tears rolled down my cheeks. Could this fucking day get any worse? I’m made to feel like an idiot at a job I can barely perform, while my asshole former friends move on with their lives like nothing happened. Why is the world so fucking unfair?

After a few, long moments of wallowing in pity, I feel anger flood into me. I could let those assholes control my life, or I could move on. She wasn’t that good a friend, even before she fucked my boyfriend. He was crap in bed and he had a pathetic dick. I made myself come more times than he did. No, no, I will not them beat me. I will not allow them to have any hold over me.

I look at myself in the mirror. I won’t let them beat me. I will beat them
. Somehow, some way, I will be better than they ever could be.

I splash water over my face. Clean my skin. Then I apply a fresh layer of makeup. A little foundation. Fresh lipstick. New mascara. I run my fingers through my hair and decide to put it up in a bun.

According to my watch, I have three minutes before I need to get back to work. I check myself over in the mirror. I look good. Fresh, clean, ready to take on the world. You’d never know I had been crying. I flatten down the crisp, white shirt of the uniform, making sure it’s still tucked into the black pants. I look good. Professional. Mostly. The top button of my shirt has come open again. I quickly put it back into place. I’m sure most of the guests wouldn’t mind seeing a flash of my bra, but I think Dillon would probably have something to say about it. Maybe that’s how I could get a few more tips?

I laugh at the idea of flashing strangers at the breakfast table, the sound of my amusement echoing in the small bathroom. It feels good to laugh.

One minute to go. I pick up my phone. Pause. Open my Facebook page. Block my ex
-best friend. Delete her from my life. Toss my phone back in my bag.

Maybe when I finish work I can have a few drinks at the bar until I need to walk down to the airport. Hell, maybe I’ll get completely shitfaced and they’ll let me sleep here tonight.

I put my bag back in my locker and head out of the break room. The lobby is still quiet. The guy on couch continues to read the magazine. The sky outside is darker. Miles away, streetlights glisten like fireflies.

I step through a side door in the lobby and walk upstairs to the second floor. I don’t feel like taking the elevator right now. I don’t want to stand around and wait. I am full of fire and energy and I need to use it all up before my shift ends.

The upper floors are quiet. That’s no surprise. There isn’t much to do when the guests are in the restaurant. In a hotel, most of the work takes place in the morning. Everyone checks out at ten AM. The rooms need to be cleaned and freshened up, ready for one PM, when the next lot of check-ins begin. After that, most of the job is either general cleaning, problem solving, or serving food in the restaurant.

I walk along the carpeted hallway, listening to my muffled footsteps in the silence. I catch a glimpse of myself in the reflection of a window and smile. I look good. I am
 good, dammit.

There isn’t much for me to do right now. I pick up the occasional piece of litter. Tidy up here and there. Retrieve ‘do not disturb’ signs from the floor. I hear something from behind a door and pause, ears straining. Then I hear the sound again. A soft, passionate female moan. Somebody’s getting lucky tonight.

I shake my head and walk away, feeling a little ashamed for listening. A few months ago, I would have found it hilarious to overhear someone having sex. Now, when I hear a woman enjoying herself, I can only think about catching them
 in the act.

I push the memories away and get back to work.

****

An hour later, the evening dinner rush is over. I make myself scarce while the guests head back up to their rooms. The last thing I want right now is to run into someone who saw what happened down there, or, even worse, the black guy in the expensive suit.

I stand outside in the smoking area, counting the minutes in my head. I give it five to be sure that most people have left. There might be a couple of clingers still sitting at the bar, but I can’t help that. Maybe they’ll stare at me as I come back to the restaurant, maybe they won’t. What matters is that the restaurant is closed and the table will be empty of people.

I pause by the door to the lobby and listen. I hear footsteps on the marble floor, the sound of guests walking up the stairs, the soft ping
 of the elevators opening and closing. I count to ten and open the door. The lobby is mostly empty. I walk out and stride across the floor like I’ve done this my whole life. There is a man and a woman waiting at the elevator, arms linked together. The woman glances at me as I walk by. Her eyes widen in recognition and she whispers something to the man. I ignore them and walk to the restaurant, my heart pounding.

As I hoped, the restaurant is mostly empty. The tables have all been vacated. My colleagues work quickly and quietly to clean the area. A few patrons still sit on the bar stools. Maybe they don’t have to catch an early flight in the morning. Maybe they have nothing better to do right now. Marcus nods at me as I pass, concern in his face. I return the nod and walk over to my area, the tables I was responsible for overseeing tonight. Three of them have already been cleaned and emptied, the chairs stacked on the table, ready for vacuuming later. Table seven, I notice, has not been cleaned. The dirty plate and cutlery and champagne flute are still on the table. I start to clear the table when I notice the check. There’s a handwritten note on the bottom, underneath the total. It reads, Meal on us. Sorry for the inconvenience
. It’s in Dillon’s handwriting.

I bristle with annoyance. I gave that guy a free glass of thirty-dollar champagne! He made me feel like an asshole! He shouted at me in front of everyone! And now Dillon gives him dinner for free and apologies for me, calling me an inconvenience
. Dammit!

I clear the table as quickly and calmly as I can. I carry the plate and cutlery and glass to the kitchen and dump it all in the dishwasher. The chef who took the blame for me nods and gives me a thumbs-up.

‘Thank you,’ I say.

‘Hey, no worries,’ he says. ‘It happens sometimes. No often, but sometimes.’

I laugh and grab a cleaning cloth and a spray bottle and head back to the restaurant floor. I spray the cleaning fluid over the table and carefully wipe it down, making sure every inch is wet and gleaming by the time I am finished. I feel better once it’s done, like I’ve purified the table from that guy’s bad attitude.

Once that’s done, I stack the chairs on the table and wipe down anything that doesn’t look as though it’s been cleaned already.

In the kitchen, the chefs are hard at work cleaning the surfaces and ovens. I place my spray bottle back where I found it and toss the cleaning cloth into the laundry pile.

‘You guys need a hand?’ I say to the chef as he wipes the top of the counter.

‘No, that’s okay,’ he says. ‘Thanks for the offer, I’ve got this. You get out of here, go hide from Dillon somewhere.’

I thank him again and leave the kitchen. Marcus waves me over to the bar. The regulars have finally vacated the stools for the night, leaving Marcus alone.

‘What’s up?’ I say, stepping behind the bar.

Marcus brings a freshly made cocktail out from under the counter.

‘There was a guy here,’ he says. ‘After you left the office, he asked if he could buy you a drink. Seemed to think you needed one.’

My cheeks redden. Again.

‘What is it?’ I say.

‘It’s a beverage of my own creation,’ he says, with a smile on his face. ‘I call it, Fuck, I missed my flight
.’

I laugh and take the glass from him. It’s chilled to the touch and smells potent.

‘Can I drink this if I’m on duty?’ I say.

Marcus glances at the time. It’s almost nine fifteen.

‘I won’t say anything,’ he says. ‘Dillon will be on the fourth floor for the next five minutes, slowly working his way back down. You have plenty of time to drink it. Maybe don’t let anyone see you, huh?’

I take the glass and head into the side office, where Dillon took me earlier. An hour or so ago, I was a wreck, on the verge of tears. Now I’ve got a drink in my hand, a fire in my belly, and I’m feeling good. So what if my life is in a mess right now? I’ve got a job. I work with nice people. A guest bought me a drink. I still have a place to live. My stupid fucking ex
-best friend can have my stupid fucking ex
-boyfriend. She can have him and his stupid fucking haircut and his stupid fucking laugh and his stupid fucking little dick, too.

The drink is strong and bitter. I screw up my face like I’ve sucked on a sour lemon after every mouthful. It’s strong and bitter and yet it slides down quickly and easily, leaving a warm, fiery trail in my throat. I feel happy and lightheaded and ready to go to work when I’ve finished.

‘All done?’ Marcus says, as I place the empty glass down on the bar.

‘Delicious,’ I say. ‘Do you often make those?’

‘Only when someone misses their flight,’ he says, with a smile.

I laugh and step out from behind the bar and glance over at the restaurant. The only movement is from inside the kitchen. Everything else looks to have been completed. The restaurant is ready to be vacuumed and reset for breakfast.

‘Jenna.’

I turn toward the voice. It’s Dillon. I straighten up and smile at him.

‘Glad to see you’re feeling better,’ he says.

‘Much better,’ I say. I can feel alcoholic goodness spreading throughout my entire body. I feel warm and tingly all over.

‘Excellent. There was a message on the front desk, a call from room three zero four. It seems the guest took dessert up to the room. Can you go and collect the plate?’

‘Yeah, sure,’ I say.

‘Don’t forget to knock first,’ he says. ‘And state your business before you go in.’

‘Will do.’

‘Thank you, Jenna.’

I give Dillon a mock salute and head toward the quiet lobby. The guy on the couch has fallen asleep, magazine on his chest. Outside, it’s pitch dark now. Stars glitter above, while orange lights flicker below. It’s a strangely beautiful scene. I take the stairs two at a time up to the third floor, humming softly to myself. I’m feeling good. I’m feeling real good right now. I feel like my shit is finally coming together. Maybe not right now, but soon. I’m still in control of my life.

I reach the third floor and quietly open the door to the rooms beyond. The corridor is still and silent. All the guests are in their rooms for the night.

Working in a hotel at night is a strange experience. You have an enormous building, but very little to do in it. Once the chefs head home for the night and Dillon locks up the restaurant, there is only a skeleton crew of staff left to look after the guests. There isn’t much need for a large crew to keep the place running once everyone has gone to sleep.

The hotel is usually busy again from around five the next morning as the guests head to the airport to catch the early flight. The restaurant opens again at seven for breakfast and the hotel slowly empties throughout the morning. In the early afternoon, the next batch of guests arrive and the process starts again.

I walk along the corridor, past closed doors and silent rooms and standard hotel paintings of calm landscapes. A couple of doors have ‘do not disturb’ signs hanging from the handle.

The corridor is silent. Sometimes I hear a muffled TV playing from behind a door. The only other sounds are my footsteps as I quietly walk along the carpeted floor.

Finally, I reach room three zero four. There’s a ‘do not disturb’ sign hanging from the handle. I gently knock on the door.

‘Hello?’ I say. ‘Housekeeping?’

There is no response. I put my ear to the door. All is quiet inside the room. I knock again.

‘Hello?’ I say again, a little louder. ‘I’m here to collect a dish?’

Still nothing. I glance up and down the corridor. What should I do? I don’t want to go back downstairs emptyhanded, or lie to Dillon and say I collected the plate. But I probably shouldn’t go inside this room if someone’s asleep in there. I knock one final time, praying that someone answers the door. Nope. Still nothing.

I’m running out of ideas, now. Should I go back downstairs and call the room? What if I wake up the guest inside? I don’t want to leave if I’m just going to have to come all the way back here.

Unless…

I get an idea. I have a master keycard to the rooms. I could peek inside the room. if it’s dark, I’ll know that the guest is asleep and I will come back in the morning for the plate. If the light is on, then I’ll call out again.

I reach into my back pocket and slip the master key out. Dillon told me that I should only use this in an emergency. I’m not sure if this really counts, but I need to rescue a plate. I need to retrieve hotel property.

The door lock softly buzzes open as I swipe the card over the entry terminal. I grasp the door handle and gently, carefully, slowly, pull the handle down. The door loosens without a sound. I push it open a crack and glance inside. The light is on. Maybe the guest didn’t hear me.

I push the door open a little wider and knock again.

‘Hello?’ I say. ‘Housekeeping? I’m collecting a plate.’

There is no response. I lean a little further into the room and listen carefully. Ahead of me is the bedroom. To my left is a large closet, with one door hanging open. The bed is positioned against the right-hand wall, with a desk and a chair opposite. My view of the bed is blocked by the bathroom. The door leading to the bathroom is closed. I can hear the shower running on the other side. The guest must not have heard me knocking.

I pause in the doorway, half in the room, thinking. Should I wait outside until I hear the shower stop and knock again? Or should I take a quick look and grab the plate?

I’m torn with indecision. If I take the plate, the guest might be offended that someone had been in their room without their knowledge. They might complain. It would be weird if I stood in the corridor outside their room, listening to the shower.

A thought occurs to me. Why did the guest ring the front desk to ask for a plate collection, only to get into the shower straight away? That doesn’t make sense to me. Maybe there was a miscommunication. It happens sometimes. Maybe somebody has already collected the plate and the message was left on the front desk by accident.

I finally make my mind up. The best thing to do would be to quickly check in the room and see if the plate is there. If it is, I should come back in ten minutes. If the plate is gone, I can go back to work.

I slowly, carefully, creep into the room, my heart pounding. I shouldn’t be doing. I really shouldn’t be doing this.

I pause outside the bathroom door, ears pricked like a prowling fox. I can still hear running water and splashing. The guest might be busy for a good few minutes, yet. Plus, they’ll need to dry off as well, right?

I can’t hear any movement inside the room. Maybe the guest is staying alone tonight, or maybe the other person can’t hear me over the shower. I check around, searching for evidence of the number of guests. I see a pair of man’s shoes and some crumpled boxer shorts on the floor. Nothing else. Looks like there’s only one guest here. That’s good.

I peek around the corner of the bathroom wall. The bedroom is laid out as standard in these rooms. The large double bed is set with the head against the wall, with one nightstand on each side, and two lamps mounted on the wall above the nightstands. The nearest nightstand to the bathroom wall has a phone resting on top for room service calls. The bed is empty and still freshly made from the morning. There’s an indent in the cover from where the guest sat while removing his shoes. The pillows are still firm and fluffed.

Then I see my prize. On the far nightstand, smeared with what looks to be ice cream and chocolate, with a used silver fork resting on top, is the plate. I pause. I should leave the room and come back. I shouldn’t walk across the guest’s room and collect that plate. I shouldn’t get caught invading the privacy of a guest.

Even though I know all these things, I still don’t leave. Maybe it’s the drink making me feel brave and stupid. Maybe it’s a reckless daring from this entire crazy day weighing down on me. Maybe I’m just an idiot.

Instead of leaving and coming back later, I take a step into the room. I’m almost halfway inside. I’m breathing hard. My heart is pounding. It’s taking all my strength not to turn and run. I should
 turn and run. But I’m so close already. I might as well take the plate and forget all about this moment.

Another step. Then another.

I’m halfway across the room. The water is still running. I need to be quick.

Another step. Then another.

I move around the bed, moving quickly.

Another step. Then another.

I finally reach my goal. I grab the plate. My fingers shake. The fork rattles loudly on the ceramic surface. I gasp and pause, listening. The water is still running.

I let out a quick sigh and turn back. One step. Two. Three.

Then I see something and pause in horror.

Hanging on the back of the chair next to the desk is a suit jacket. A very expensive-looking suit jacket. A very familiar expensive-looking suit jacket. On the desk behind the chair sits a pair of expensive-looking sunglasses.

My eyes almost bulge out of my head as I realize whose room I’m in.

The guy from table seven. The big, angry black guy. The guy who has already shouted at me once today.

I need to get out of here!

I take two long strides toward the door but the plate jumps in my hand and the fork clatters to the floor and bounces under the bed. I stop and turn and fall to my hands and knees to pick it up and that’s when I realize-

The shower has stopped.

I freeze in terror on the floor on my hands and knees. The voice in my head screams at me to run like hell and get out but I can’t move.

My fingers clasp around the metal fork and I pull it out. I hold the fork in one hand and the plate in the other and stand on shaking feet. I rush across the room as quickly and silently as possible and my fingers grasp the door handle and I’m just a few seconds away from freedom-

And that’s when he catches me.

The bathroom door opens, pulled from inside, and a waft of steam escapes into the bedroom. The guy emerges from within the cloud of steam like a visitor from another world. He has a towel wrapped loosely around his waist. Beads of water cling to his dark skin. He sees me immediately and his mouth drops open.

‘What the fuck
!’ he says.

He grabs me by the shoulders and pulls me away from the door. I let out noise somewhere between a gasp and a scream and almost drop the plate.

‘Please!’ I say.

‘What the fuck are you doing in my room?’ he says, slamming me hard against the wall. He squeezes my arms so tight that I can’t move. I stare up into his eyes, his deep, dark, angry eyes, my mouth opening and closing.

‘Well?’ he says. ‘What the fuck are you doing here?’

‘Plate!’ I say, almost babbling in fright. ‘I came to get the plate and I didn’t know if you were awake so I let myself in to check and saw the plate and thought I would grab it I didn’t mean to sneak in here I’m so sorry!’

His strong grip tightens on my arms. I gasp. He’s almost hurting me.

‘I know you,’ he says. ‘You’re the stupid girl from the diner.’

‘Please,’ I say again. ‘I’m really sorry!’

‘Not yet you’re not,’ he says. A cruel smile spreads over his face. He grabs the back of my head with one powerful hand and pulls me away from the wall. He shoves me over to the bed. I fall down face first, dropping the plate and the fork on the bed.

‘You’re fucked now,’ he says. He steps over to the nightstand and lifts the phone from the cradle. ‘You’re fucking fucked now, girl.’

‘No!’ I say, realising what he means to do. He’s going to call the front desk and report catching me in his room. He’s going to get me fired! I roll over and sit up, clasping my hands over my chest, begging him. ‘No, please!’

‘Too fucking late,’ he says. ‘You should have thought about that before you broke into my room.’

He presses the button for the front desk.

‘Please!’ I say. ‘I’m sorry! I’m really, really sorry!’

‘Too late,’ he says again.

I crawl across the bed towards him, desperation in my face.

‘Please don’t! I need this job! I can’t afford… anything!’

‘Fuck!’ he says, slamming the phone back into the cradle. ‘Doesn’t anyone answer the phone on that desk?’

‘Not right now,’ I say. ‘They might be vacuuming the restaurant.’

‘Fuck,’ he says again. ‘Guess I’ll have to take you down there myself.’

‘Please don’t!’ I say. I’m sitting on the edge of the bed now, right in front of him, looking up into his face, imploring with my eyes to have mercy on me. ‘Please. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry!’ My breath catches in my throat but the tears don’t come this time. I’m too worked up, too scared to cry right now.

He stands before me, hands on hips, looking down at me, his lips pursed in anger. For the first time, I realize how chiselled and toned his body is. His abs pop. His arms and neck are like thick cuts of beef. I could smash a sledgehammer on his chest.

‘Be quiet, girl,’ he says. ‘I need to get dressed.’

He pulls the towel away in one quick motion and I gasp. I’ve never seen a black guy naked in real life before. I’ve seen them on film and in porn and things like that, but I’ve never seen a real black guy naked in front of me with my own eyes before.

I gasp for several reasons. Firstly, this man, this stranger, just got naked in front of me. Secondly, I’ve laid eyes on his manhood for the first time and it is worth gasping over. It’s at least nine, maybe ten, inches long and looks to be thicker than my forearm. It’s the same deep, dark color as the rest of his skin, with a lighter, almost purple hint for the bulging, mushroom-like head of his member. There’s a short, neatly trimmed patch of hair at the base of his length. The third and final reason why I gasp is because there’s a voice inside my head that says, I guess that old saying is true, huh
.

‘Holy shit,’ I say. I cover my mouth with a hand and look away, my cheeks reddening.

‘This is what you came in for, isn’t it?’ he says. ‘To sneak a look at me? Fucking hell, you white girls are all the same.’

‘No!’ I say, ‘no, I didn’t know you were showering!’

‘Look at you,’ he says. ‘You’re already trying to get your clothes off.’

I glance down at myself. The top button has come undone yet again. He can see the edge of my white bra and the curve of my creamy breast beneath.

‘Please,’ I say, ‘I’m so sorry, I should go. I need to go.’

‘Not yet you’re not,’ he says. He still towers over me. He still stands naked with his hands on his hips, manhood hanging down in front of my face. I avert my eyes, but I can’t help but glance at it.

‘Look at me,’ he says.’

I look up into his face again, my cheeks reddening.

‘No,’ he says. ‘Look at me
, girl.’

My eyes drift slowly down his body. My heart is pounding from fear and adrenaline and – what is this other feeling? – excitement
?

‘That’s it, girl,’ he says, as I fix my eyes on his impossibly large and thick member.

‘Please,’ I say. ‘Please don’t get me fired.’

‘Why not?’ he says. ‘Why shouldn’t I? First, you ruined my meal. I heard you drop it on the floor in the kitchen, you know. Now I catch you sneaking around my room at night. Why shouldn’t I get you fired?’

‘Because I need this job!’

‘I don’t care.’

‘Please! I’m begging you.’ I look up into his face again. tears roll slowly down my cheeks. I know my mascara must be running again, leaving black trails over my white skin.

‘I don’t care,’ he says again.

‘What,’ I say, my mind reeling, trying to catch my breath, ‘what can I do? Please, tell me.’

He bends down, his face right in mine. He smells clean and fresh. He cups my chin in one large black hand.

‘I think you know exactly what you can do to make this right,’ he says.

My eyes flick away from his face, to the sizeable length hanging free between his legs.

‘Oh no,’ I say. ‘No, please. I… I can’t.’

‘Can’t?’ he says. ‘Or won’t?’

‘Won’t.’

He stands up and releases his grip on my chin. He lifts the phone out of the cradle again.

‘Then I guess I have no choice,’ he says. ‘You’re getting fired, girl.’

‘No!’ I say, almost sobbing. ‘Please! There must… there must be some way…’

He looks down at me with one eyebrow raised, his finger on the button to call the front desk.

‘There is a way,’ he says. ‘You can save your job, girl. You can beg for forgiveness.’

‘I’m sorry,’ I say.

‘Not like that.’

‘Then how?’

He puts the phone back in the cradle. He places one hand behind my head. He pulls my head closer to him, gently, but applying enough pressure to let me know that he could overpower me if he chose.

I look up at him, into his eyes, his dark, burning eyes. That cruel smile is back on his face.

‘I hope nobody needs you for the next hour or two,’ he says. ‘Because your ass is mine now.’

I let out a shocked gasp. He pulls my head closer to his body, to his member. It’s huge
. At least twice the size of my ex
-boyfriend, maybe even three times as big. Way thicker than any man I’ve ever seen before. The thickest cock I’ve ever seen up close was maybe about the width of two or three fingers. This is unreal. This is not happening. I must have fallen over and hit my head and this is all just a strange, fantastical dream.

‘Open your mouth, girl,’ he says.

I shake my head.

His grip tightens on the back of my head. His other hand grabs my throat with just enough pressure to let me know he is in control right now.

‘I said, open your mouth
,’ he says. ‘This is happening. You make it easy on yourself, or I can make it very hard for you. Either way, you will beg for forgiveness, or I will call downstairs and gets your skinny white ass fired.’

I close my eyes. Take a breath. Weigh up my options. Is this job worth this? Will I be able to find another one? I don’t know.

I open my mouth.

‘That’s it, girl,’ he says.

‘My name is Jenna,’ I say.

‘I don’t care,’ he says. ‘Hold my cock.’

I open my eyes again and take hold of his enormous, thick length in both hands. My fingers don’t even fit all the way around it. He’s thick, almost too
 thick. If a guy approached me in a bar and told me his manhood was this big, I’d laugh in his face. I admit that I have no idea where to start with this monster. My body shivers.

‘Now beg,’ he says, ‘make me forgive you.’ He places both hands behind my head and pulls me into him.

I open my mouth and the thick, purple head of his length barely fits inside. My eyes widen in surprise. Jesus, how big is this man? I’ve been with a few larger than average men before, but next to this guy, it’s like comparing a submarine and a rowboat. He keeps his hands on the back of my head and slowly pulls me closer, easing his enormous length deeper into my mouth. I reach up and put my hand on his abs and pat, trying to tell him to go slow.

I hear him chuckle softly from above.

‘If you want mercy, girl, you came into the wrong room,’ he says. His hands grip my head tighter and I feel him push his hips forward, slowly thrusting toward me. His length slides deeper into my throat. I’m gasping for air and praying that my gag reflex doesn’t kick in suddenly.

His member is almost touching the back of my throat. I can barely keep my mouth open wide enough to fit his shaft inside. I gasp for air and then I feel his hands release me. I slide my mouth off his shaft and lean back on the bed, gasping, saliva running down my lips and chin. My eyes are watering from the experience. My mascara must be leaving thick black streaks down my pale cheeks.

‘I’m… sorry…’ I say again, gasping out the words as soon as I’m able to speak.

‘Not yet you’re not,’ he says, with a smile. ‘I’m not finished with you yet. Not by a long shot.’

I glance down at his thick cock again. It’s semi-erect now, pointed at me like a loaded weapon. Part of me is amazed there’s enough blood in his body to make that monster hard enough to use. Another part of me is terrified that he’ll use that monster on me. I notice the top half of his manhood is darker, wet and slick from my mouth. I can see a wet curve along the black skin of his shaft in the exact shape of my lips.

That monster touched the back of my throat and it was only halfway in my mouth.

My body shivers again. I don’t know why. Maybe I’m having a reaction to this size of his cock, like an involuntary, evolutionary response that’s beyond my control. Maybe I’m afraid of it. Maybe I know that this is completely insane and I should get the hell out of here and out of this hotel before this goes any further.

‘Oh, God,’ I say, getting my breathing back under control.

‘I’m not a God,’ he says, still with that knowing smile, ‘but a lot of women worship me as one.’

‘Please,’ I say, ‘I need to get back to work. My job…’

‘Your job is to serve guests and see to their needs,’ he says. ‘I’m a guest. I have needs. I want you to serve me.’

I start moving across the bed, crawling toward the edge. I should go. I should leave.

‘Girl’ he says. ‘This is going to happen. If you go, I will make sure you lose your job. If you stay… well, maybe you’ll enjoy yourself.’

‘I can’t,’ I say.

‘Why?’

‘Because…’ my mind goes blank. I can’t think of a reason. His semi-erect manhood points at me, challenging me to deny its majesty. ‘Because it’s wrong.’

He laughs.

‘The only thing wrong here is you denying this,’ he says.

He steps around the bed, moving quicker than I would have thought possible, and blocks my escape. I try to push him aside. He grabs my hands. I get to my feet, pushing off the bed. He holds my wrists tight, with my arms open wide. The only thing between us is his slowly rising length.

‘Well?’ he says. ‘You gonna do this willingly, or am I gonna have to make you?’

I glance down. The head of his monster cock rests against my leg.

‘Please,’ I say again.

‘I like it when you beg,’ he says. ‘Do it on your knees.’

He holds my wrist tight and raises my arms gently applies a little downward pressure. I buckle. He slowly forces me to my knees on the floor. I look up at him, pleading with my eyes.

‘I’ll scream,’ I say.

‘You white girls often do,’ he says.

‘Why are you doing this to me?’

‘You upset me,’ he says. ‘You need to make it right.’

‘I will,’ I say. ‘I will. Just… not like this.’

His firm, rigid cock is right in front of my face. Right in front of my mouth. A fraction of an inch from my lips.

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘Like this.’

He leans closer to me and his shaft touches my lips. It brushes over my face. I feel its burning heat, its throbbing strength, its slick wetness. I finally give in to him and open my mouth to receive his blessing.

I have never considered myself to be what some call a ‘size queen’. I have known many women in my life that consider the size of a man’s length to be the most important concern they have in choosing a lover. I’ve known plenty of women that leave their man as soon as they find one who is packing more into their pants. While I understand a woman’s desire in that department, it’s never been a big concern of mine. My ex
-boyfriend had plenty of other positives that more than made up for his shortcomings in that area.

So, in short, I’ve been with a few guys in my life. I’ve even been with some very gifted
 guys, too. Not one of them compares to this moment. I thought guys like this only existed in porn. I never even dreamed of meeting a guy with a cock this big in my life.

He lets go of my wrists as his length slowly sinks into my mouth, disappearing between my soft pink lips. He looks down at me and smiles. I don’t even know his name.

‘That’s it,’ he says, as my tongue gently flicks across the underside of his shaft, ‘just like that. Use your hands, too.’

I grasp his length by the base with both hands, one in front of the other. My fingers still don’t reach all the way around. Now, with my hands and my mouth, I finally cover his entire manhood. I slowly move my head back and forth, sliding his length into my mouth in soft, gentle strokes.

‘You’re doing good, girl,’ he says. ‘You ever sucked a black dick before?’

I shake my head.

‘You ever sucked a dick this big before?’

I shake my head again.

‘Damn, girl.’ I hear the smile in his voice. ‘You’re gonna be tighter than a small condom.’

I look up at him.

‘I’ll be gentle,’ he says. ‘But only if you please me.’

He places one massive black hand on my head.

‘So please me,’ he says.

He pulls my head closer, forcing his length down my throat again. I take it as deep as I can. He releases me again.

‘Faster, girl,’ he says.

I obey his order and suck him faster and harder, my hands stroking his base, pumping his length, as my lips and tongue dancing across his shaft. I kiss his head. I lick his head. I kiss his shaft. I lick his shaft. I look up into his eyes as I take his manhood inside my mouth and start all over again. I gently squeeze and stroke his black balls with one hand while the other pumps his length, spreading my saliva along his shaft. He tastes good. Different to how white guys taste. Not sweeter, not exactly, but there’s something of the forbidden fruit here, a dark, naughty element that adds an erotic excitement to this moment.

‘Good,’ he says. ‘Good.’

His words spur me on, encouraging me, making me want to please him more. I pick up the pace, working his length faster, flicking my tongue quicker, taking him deeper into my throat. I make little groans and purrs and whimpers as I pleasure him and his smile grows wider with each sound.

Suddenly, he can’t take it anymore. He grabs my head again and starts to thrust into me, pumping my mouth with his cock. I let go of him and lean back, letting him violate my mouth as he wishes. His smile has become a pained grimace, like he’s lost control and needs to fuck my mouth. I gasp for breath between each hard, long stroke of his monstrous length, but he doesn’t stop.

‘Oh, fuck,’ he says, ‘you got a good fucking mouth, girl.’

His manhood touches the back of my throat one final time. He pauses for a long second, holding his length in my mouth as far as possible. Then he slowly leans back, his wet, glistening black member sliding out of my mouth. I gasp for air and think that maybe it’s over now. Maybe he’s going to let me go.

But I’m wrong about that.

‘Stand up,’ he says.

I climb to my feet. My knees are weak from the face fucking he just gave me. My chest is heaving.

‘Take off your clothes,’ he says.

‘What?’ I say.

‘Take off your clothes. Or I’ll take them off for you.’

‘Please,’ I say. ‘I did what you asked…’

‘Yeah, you did. Now I wanna know if your pussy is as good as your mouth.’

‘Please…’ I say, whimpering.

‘What’s the matter? You got a husband? A boyfriend?’

I shake my head. He grabs my shirt and tears it open. Buttons pop and fly across the room, clattering against the walls, landing on the floor. I try to cover myself up, but he pulls my shirt down, hard, trapping my hands by my sides. His eyes sweep over the swell of my chest, a smile spreading over his face again as he studies my firm breasts in the white, lacy bra.

‘You got some fine titties, girl,’ he says. He squeezes them together with his hands, kneads them gently, as though checking their weight and size. An erotic sigh escapes my lips as I manage to shrug off the ruined hotel shirt.

He lifts the bra and my breasts spill free, my sensitive nipples erect and begging for contact. He looks me in the eye, that damned smile still on his face. My cheeks turn red and I try to cover my bare breasts with my hands.

‘Don’t cover up,’ he says. ‘You got a fine body, girl. I’m gonna find out what it can do.’

He grabs me by the shoulders and shoves me, hard. I fall backwards, onto the bed, shocked. He stands over me like a conqueror, his hard, wet member tall and proud, pointing at me like a prize to be claimed.

‘You ever been fucked by a black guy?’ he says.

‘No,’ I say.

‘It’s like fucking a white boy,’ he says. ‘Except bigger and better in every way. After I’m done with you, there’s a chance you’ll never want a white boy ever again. I’ve been with some white girls that only crave niggas after I’m done.’

I raise my body up on my arms.

‘Please…’ I say.

‘Girl, if you’re going to ask me to let you go…’

‘Please be gentle.’

He smiles again. Then he reaches down and takes hold of my waistband. He pulls my pants down my smooth, creamy legs in long, hard yanks. He tosses my pants to the floor. I hear my shoes fall off my feet. I am now on this stranger’s bed in just my panties and socks. I slip my fingers into the waistband of my panties, ready for the command to strip naked.

‘Good girl,’ he says. ‘Now take them off.

I do as he commands, lifting my legs and sliding my panties up over the curve of my ass. I kick my panties away and lay naked before him, the white trophy for the black conqueror. His eyes sweep over my body. I blush a little as he observes my cleft – it’s been a few months since anybody has seen me naked, so I’ve had little reason to trim my lady garden.

‘Beautiful,’ he says. ‘Fucking beautiful.’

He moves to stand between my legs and places his large black hands on my creamy thighs. I gasp at the feeling of his warm hands on my skin. I gasp louder as his hands begin to slide up my thighs, slowly drawing closer to my soft, wet, sex.

‘You’re wet,’ he says.

I look at him and bite my lip and say nothing.

He touches my intimate lips with his warm fingers. I gasp. I feel him trail his fingers over my burning sex, gently touching me here and there, softly probing me, readying my body for what is to come. I shiver again at the thought of it. This man’s cock is so big I can barely fit it in my mouth… how the hell am I going to fit it anywhere else?

He stands over me. Grabs my ankles. Pulls me. I gasp. He pulls me across the bed, toward him, until my ass hangs over the edge of the bed.

‘I don’t know if I can be gentle,’ he says. ‘But I’ll try not to hurt you.’

He holds my ankles up and wide, parting my legs, opening my sex. I feel the massive, thick head of his member touching my lips. It feels like a burning brand on my sensitive flesh.

‘Oh, God,’ I say, the words escaping in a soft moan.

I look at him, watching the concentration in his face as he enters me for the first time. With my ex
-boyfriend, it was nothing but a gentle pressure, then he was inside me – all few inches of him. This is totally different. This is a black guy with a monster cock trying to enter a tight, white girl who hasn’t been fucked for months. This is a tactical operation, like reversing an eighteen-wheeler uphill in the rain.

He leans forward and pushes in with his hips. I gasp and cry out. His thick purple head begins to sink into tight sex. I feel it pressing against my entrance, my hole slowly opening wider, stretching to fit him inside. It feels like I’m being fucked for the first time again, like I’ve never had a man inside me. Maybe I’ve never had a real
 man until this moment.

I clasp my hands over my mouth and bite my fingers to keep from screaming out in pleasure as his head sinks inside me, pushing through my tight entrance. Holy fuck, it feels like I’m sitting on a fence post.

‘Goddamn,’ he says. ‘You’re so fucking tight, girl.’

I moan into my hands. He sinks further inside me. I can see his length disappearing into me, his black length pushing deeper into my white body. A few minutes ago, I was trying to escape. Now I never want to leave. This isn’t just sex. This is sex with a big, black guy. Suddenly I see it. I understand what all my ‘size queen’ friends used to lust after. I know what they wanted and why they needed it so badly. I feel full
, for the first time in my life. I feel like I’ve never been fucked like this, and he’s not even all the way inside me. My pussy is stretched wide and open and I feel wetter than ever before. I can feel his throbbing shaft as it pushes deeper inside me. He touches places that have never been touched before – not just deep
 places, but the inner walls of my sex. Every part of my pussy is touched by this burning branch, and every part of my pussy screams out in relief.

‘Oh fuck
!’ I say. ‘Holy fucking shit, mister, you’re so fucking big!’

He chuckles again, then finally stops moving, his body pressing against mine, his long, thick, shaft buried deep inside me. I’m struggling to breathe, to think, to focus. All I can feel is pure, erotic satisfaction. This is exquisite
. Every nerve ending burns like a fuse, counting down the seconds to the explosive climax I can already feel beginning deep inside me.

He hooks my knees over his shoulders, burying his length as deep inside me as possible. I lock my ankles together behind his neck to keep him in place. He begins to slowly pump me, first withdrawing, my sex crying out for him as he moves. Then he pushes in again, slow and steady as the tide.

‘Oh, my God,’ I say, moaning loud, ‘I don’t know how much I can take!’

‘Girl,’ he says, filling me up once more, ‘you’re going to take as much as I can give you. Every damn inch.’

I moan again and my hands move automatically to my breasts, squeezing and groping the firm flesh, pinching my hard nipples, as he begins to quicken his pace. His length slides in and out of me easily now. My hole adjusted to his size and thickness. I can feel my own excitement on his shaft, making it easier for him to enter me over and over and over.

‘I’m getting close!’ I say. The lit fuses inside me are getting closer to the fireworks in my belly. I gasp and moan, my body responding to his, my hips rocking back and forth, grinding against his body.

‘Come for me,’ he says. ‘Come for your black master.’

‘What about,’ I say, gasping, ‘what about the other guests?’

‘I don’t give a fuck,’ he says.

He slams into me now, his body smacking into mine, rocking me back and forth with every stroke. It’s too much to take. I can’t handle this. I can’t take cock this big.

The fuses inside me finally burn down. Fireworks explode across every fibre of my body. I close my eyes and squeeze my breasts hard and throw my head back and cry out loud enough to wake everybody in the same area code. My legs shake and my toes curl and my body stiffens and pussy tightens and my breath catches in my throat. He slams into me again and groans above me. I collapse like a puppet with its strings severed.

‘That felt good,’ he says.

I nod, panting, my body on fire. He keeps pumping me. I unlock my ankles and lower my legs.

‘No, no, no,’ he says. ‘I like that.’

He slips his hands under my thighs and raises my legs, pulling me against him with every hard slam of his body. I groan and moan and try to push him off. It’s too much, it’s too much, it’s too much…

‘Just like that,’ he says, ‘that’s what I like.’

My eyes roll up into my head and I cry out again. I feel a second explosion beginning inside me, a chain reaction that has already begun and can’t be stopped.

‘Fuck yeah,’ he says, pounding me over and over, slamming into me with his body, pumping me with his hard, thick length.

I cry out a second time as the climax hits me like a fist to the gut, knocking all the air out of my lungs. My fingers grip the bed, my knuckles turning white. Everything blurs before my eyes. My lungs burn like I’m coming up for air. I gasp and moan and place my hands on his chest, trying to push him away. He grins at me.

‘Too much for you, huh?’ he says. ‘Too bad.’

‘Please!’ I gasp.

‘No,’ he says.

He leans back out of my reach and grabs my ankles again. He holds my legs up, open wide, and pounds me like he’s drilling for oil. My hands scramble on the bed, trying to find purchase, but all the strength has been fucked out of me. I can’t do anything. I can’t fight him. I can’t push him away. With every stroke, he dominates me more completely than the last. Mind, body, spirit – it all belongs to him.

His smile turns to a grimace of concentration. I can see a throbbing vein in his temple. He is fighting to stay in control, to keep fucking me. He is getting close to his own climax.

‘Come for me!’ I say. Then I remember that he isn’t wearing any protection. ‘Come on me! Come on my tits!’

His movements quicken. He pounds me harder and faster, my body rippling with every firm impact as his manhood fills me so perfectly. My body rocks back and forth on the bed as helplessly as a piece of wreckage in a typhoon. I am his. Completely his.

‘Come on me!’ I say again.

He grins at me, that same wicked grin from earlier. Like he knows something I don’t.

‘You want me to come on you?’ he says. ‘You want my come on your tits?’

‘Yes!’ I gasp.

‘What about your face?’ he says.

‘Yes!’

‘Your mouth?’

‘Anything you want!’

‘Good,’ he says. ‘I’m gonna come in you.’

I gasp. I try to get up, to get away, to stop it from happening. But it’s already too late.

He grunts and groans and forces his pulsing length deep inside me, so fucking deep inside me. I feel his massive thick pulse and jerk and his balls contract against my ass and I gasp in shock as he unleashes a torrent of hot, sticky come deep inside me. He doesn’t slow down or let up his hard, fast pumps. I feel him come inside my pussy as he pounds me, pushing his load deeper with every thrust. I moan and cry out again – partly delighted, partly horrified that this total stranger just came inside me.

After long, delicious minute, he finally slows, his cock no longer throbbing and twitching, his climax subsiding.

‘Holy shit,’ he says. ‘That was good.’

‘Why the fuck did you come inside me?’ I say.

‘You said I could do anything I wanted,’ he says, smiling. ‘What I wanted was to come in your tight pussy.’

‘Fuck,’ I say.

He finally releases his grip on my ankles and eases his length out of my pussy. I feel a sudden, gaping emptiness, like I will never be that full ever again. My mind is swimming. I feel his boiling come trickling through my sex, mixing with my juices. It feels every bit as good as it does naughty.

‘You did good, girl,’ he says, standing over me, sweat on his dark skin, his thick manhood slowly deflating.

‘Good?’ I say.

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘I won’t be getting you fired.’

I almost laugh. That was a lifetime ago, in another world. Before he claimed me. Before he fucked me. Before he filled me with his come. I don’t remember anything that happened before I took my panties off.

‘Now get dressed and get out,’ he says. ‘I will be back at this hotel in a month. When I return, I expect the same level of service from you.’

‘Exactly the same?’ I say, still gasping for air.

‘Well…’ he says, ‘maybe not exactly
 the same. I want my food on time, for one.’

‘Anything else?’

‘Yes,’ he says, that wicked grin spreading over his face. ‘Next time I want your tight ass, too.’

****

I step out into the hallway, adjusting my pants. Everything is silent. If anybody heard us fucking, they’re not standing in the hallway to complain. I let out a sigh of relief and pull my ruined shirt tight around me. I start walking down the hallway, treading lightly. The hotel is still and silent. I glance at my watch. The time is after midnight. My shift has already ended. It probably ended while he was fucking me.

My sex burns. It’s a good, pleasant sensation. There’s a dull ache from being stretched so wide, but a warm tingle as I feel his come slowly run down my sex, pooling in my panties.

I catch a glimpse of myself in a reflection. My hair is a mess. Mascara streaks run down my cheeks and my lipstick is smudged. My shirt is torn, the buttons have been ripped off. My pants are creased. The only part of me that doesn’t
 look like I just got the life fucked out of me is my shoes. I smile at the woman in the reflection.

There’s nobody at the front desk when I reach the lobby. Everything is as still as a painting. I grab my bag from my locker and button my coat up, hiding my torn shirt. I splash water over my face and wash off the smudged makeup. The woman in the mirror glows happily. I like this new woman.

As I walk across the quiet lobby, I glance behind the front desk. There’s a message on the notepad by the phone. Something about a noise complaint on the third floor. I bite my lip to stifle a laugh and tear off the page.

Outside, the night air is cool. I pull my coat around me and start the long walk toward the bus depot. I glance back at the hotel, a strange feeling of pleasure and confusion in the pit of my stomach. Did he say he would be back in a month to claim my ass? Was he serious?

It doesn’t matter right now. All that matters right now is that things are looking up for me. I have a job and a place to live and I just got fucked by the biggest black cock I’ve ever seen in my entire life.

As I look at the hotel, I see someone standing at one of the windows on the third floor. The person is too dark to see, but I know exactly who it is and what room they’re in. The figure blows me a kiss.

I turn away and jog along the road, leaving the hotel behind me. His words echo in my ear, even over the whistling night wind.


Next time I want your tight ass,
 too.

###


Taylor’s Secret


I glanced over at her notebook and froze. I had totally zoned out of the lesson for a moment – thinking about that cute skirt I wanted to buy at the mall after school – and missed the last point our teacher was making. Instead of raising my hand asking for clarification – because, seriously, who does that? – I glanced over at Taylor on the desk next to mine and read what she had written. Her notebook was covered
 with scribbled, messy handwriting and it took me a couple seconds to read what she was frantically scrawling on the page.

Then I realized that she wasn't making notes about the lesson. She was writing something else entirely.


And I knew what it was
.

Taylor glanced up and caught me looking over at her notes. Her eyes widened. She slapped a hand on the page and moved her textbook across the desk, blocking my view. I turned my attention back to the teacher, but my heart raced with shock and excitement. Taylor hadn't been taking notes on the class, she had been writing a kinky sex scene between two women. She had been detailing the encounter in a cascade of ink, the words flowing out of her pen and covering the notepad. One woman had been kissing another passionately, their tongues colliding in a fierce frenzy, their bodies getting warmer and wetter, their hands drifting south… and that was when she had caught me looking.

I was surprised to catch my classmate writing lesbian smut in class. I was even more surprised that Taylor
, the quiet, mousey girl with the plain brown hair and the unassuming personality and the shy face, was writing lesbian smut in class.

But that wasn’t what had caused my heartrate to quicken like that.

The thing that had shocked me the most was that I recognized
 her style of writing. I had read her work before. I was – how shall I describe this? – intimately
 familiar with Taylor’s style of writing. Her cadence. Her rhythms. Her artistic quips and style of delivery. I knew it better than my own writing. I had stayed awake late into many, many nights reading her books on the screen of my phone, lost in erotic fantasies and stories of passion and bliss. Those books had never failed to excite me. Never failed to make me breathe harder and deeper than ever. Never failed to make my hand slowly trail south over my bare stomach and tease myself with a finger, gently stroking my wet lips and yearning slit.

Taylor, the quiet girl who sat next to me in most of my classes, was actually the erotic writer I knew as Laurie Flynn.

I stared ahead at the board, trying to focus, but the words blurred. The teacher’s voice became a drone of background noise. All I could think about was Taylor’s panicked face when she caught me looking. Her big, expressive, green eyes had been full of terror. Her full pink lips had parted in horror. Her hands had moved so quickly to block my sight. I had seen her deepest, darkest secret.

And she knew that I knew.

As I kept my eyes fixed on the board, I felt Taylor’s gaze on my cheek. She kept glancing over at me. Maybe she was trying to peek inside my head, to pry my mind open and find out how much I had seen. I stared straight ahead, ignoring everything except the rush of blood in my ears and the thundering of my racing heart.

Taylor is Laurie Flynn!

The erotic author I masturbate over every damn night is sitting in the next desk!

I kept my face neutral, not showing any signs of the chaotic turmoil that roared through my head. I thought back over the years I had been to this school with Taylor, trying to dredge up all my memories of her. What did I really know about this girl? She was shy. She was quiet. Never hung out with anyone I knew. Kept to herself.

Did she have any boyfriends? Not that I knew about. But that suddenly made perfect sense to me. Laurie Flynn was an author who specialized in writing about girl-on-girl romance. She wrote breathless encounters between highly sexual women who let their passions overwhelm them. She described incredibly detailed passages of lust and longing and lesbian pleasure. It made sense to me that Taylor would make it this far in high school without a boyfriend.

But what about a girlfriend? No, I had never seen Taylor hanging out with a girl. In high school, secrets don’t stay secret for long. If Taylor was a closet lesbian, the whole damn school would know. Hell, everyone knew that two guys on the football team had rubbed their dicks together in the shower less than thirty minutes after it had happened. There was no way that a girl like Taylor could have a secret girlfriend – or a crush on a girl – without someone
 picking up on it. Shit like that doesn’t happen around here.

Yet that didn’t explain how a girl like Taylor could write as well as she did. If Taylor wasn’t gay, and didn’t have a boyfriend or a girlfriend, then how could she write as well as she did? How did she craft so many deeply sensual – and fabulously erotic – stories about female intimacy? Out of all the Laurie Flynn books I had read, every single one had turned me on more than any other smut writer I had tried. She had this way of writing, like she was speaking directly to me, accessing parts of my brain I didn’t know existed. I had never considered myself gay, or even bi – curious, but Laurie Flynn made the thought of kissing another woman the most profoundly erotic experience on the planet.

The bell screeched out, cutting into my thoughts. All around me, people jumped up from their desks and snatched their books. Our teacher shouted something about a reading for next lesson, but nobody paid attention. I glanced over at Taylor. She caught my eye and returned my gaze. She said nothing and everything, all at once. She knew that I knew. And I knew that she knew.

Taylor turned her face away, grabbed her stuff, and ran out the door.

I smiled to myself. I was going to have to get to know the real Laurie Flynn a little better.

****

When school ended that day, I sat by the football field, watching the boys train in the late afternoon sun. My friends wanted to head to the mall, but I made my excuses – something about a family crisis – and slipped away. They didn’t ask for more and I didn’t offer. That cute skirt I wanted was going to have to wait. I needed some space to think, to process what I had learned today.

All I could think about was Taylor, and Laurie Flynn and how the hottest, sexiest, most erotic writer I had ever read was actually the mousey girl who sat right next to me. How long had she been publishing her stories? Months? Years? And – God!
 – how many had I read? More to the point, how many of those stories had made me more excited than any other smut writer?

I tried to count in my mind all the times I had teased myself to a Laurie Flynn story. All the times my hand had slid down my smooth stomach and gently slipped inside the waistband of my panties. All the times I had rolled onto my front and muffled my groans into the pillow, continuing to read my favorite passages over and over while my fingers brought me closer and closer to the edge.

Holy shit. How many times had Taylor made me come?

I stared out across the field. The football team were little more than shapeless blobs before my unseeing eyes. My breath caught in my throat. My mind reeled, recalling dozens of erotic fantasies, each one somehow more intense and colorful and sensual than the last. Every single one of those images had been planted in my head by Taylor. Every naughty fantasy I’d ever had for the past year or so was the result of her fevered mind and incredible writing. All the times I’d sat with my closest girlfriend in her room, laughing late into the night, always with that little voice in the back of my head, whispering, Kiss her, kiss her, it’ll be like in Laurie Flynn’s stories!
 – it was all Taylor.

What was I supposed to do with this information? I couldn’t tell anyone. Firstly, I would have to admit to reading smutty stories about girls Frenching other girls and there was no way in hell I was going to live under that cloud. Secondly, nobody would ever believe me. Thirdly, if they did believe me, then what would happen to Taylor? She would be humiliated. Destroyed. Ruined. And Laurie Flynn would never write again.

No, I wasn’t going to let that happen.

I pulled out my phone and opened up the books app and scrolled through my latest reads. All of them were Laurie Flynn stories. Now I would never be able to read them in the same way again. I would forever hear Taylor’s quiet, shy voice as I read the prose. I would always see her big, expressive eyes widening in fear every time the story got to the sexy parts. I would always imagine her as the meek, mousey girl in the story that finally gave in to her dark side and unleashed a sexual goddess that had been lurking within her the whole time.

I would never reveal Taylor’s secret identity. Or ruin her life. Or stop her from writing those passionate, deeply sensual stories.

But I really wanted to talk to her about this. I idolized her stories. I couldn’t just let this chance slip past me. It would be like learning that I shared a class with Jane Austen and never talking to her about Pride and Prejudice
.

I opened up my social media and typed Taylor’s name into the search bar. She wasn’t in any of my circles, or any of my friends’ groups, either. Just like in real life, the virtual Taylor kept to herself.

No matter. I still found out everything that I needed to know in a matter of minutes.

Taylor lived on a quiet back road a few blocks away. I knew exactly where it was and how to get there.

I got up from the grass and started walking in the direction of Taylor’s house. My heart thundered in my chest, louder than my own footsteps. I was in a daze, unable to focus on my surroundings. The only thought running through my mind was this one:


Taylor made me come
.


Every night
.


For the past year
.

Each time my hand slipped into my panties, it was at her bidding. Each moan and gasp that escape my gritted teeth into the pillow was caused by her. Each orgasm I experienced – my thighs clenched together, eyes screwed shut, fingers stroking my aching clit faster and faster – was because Taylor made me feel that way.

I didn’t know what I was going to say when I saw her. I only knew that I had to talk to her. Just once.

I stopped walking and looked around. I was on a quiet back road a few blocks away from school. And sitting to my right, draped in afternoon sunlight, was Taylor’s house.

The home of Laurie Flynn.

I took a deep breath and started walking toward the front door.

Taylor’s home was a simple, modest two-storey affair, like all the others on this street. It was made from plain brick and had a driveway big enough for a single car and a small, well-maintained lawn out front. Once upon a time, this had probably been a pretty nice, upper-middle-class kind of area. But that seemed to have been a long time ago. Taylor’s house was the only one that seems that have received any kind of love or care in the past decade. Many of the other houses had overgrown and decaying lawns, or broken and discarded children’s toys out front, or a shattered and hastily boarded-up window. Some had all three.

I could picture Taylor walking to and from school every day in this neighborhood. I could imagine her walking with her downcast eyes, not wanting to attract attention to herself. Poor, shy Taylor.

In a way, it made sense. Maybe this was one of the reasons Taylor had retreated into a fantasy world of erotica. She didn’t seem to have many friends at school. She probably didn’t have many places to go after the bell rang, either. I couldn’t see anywhere along this street where I would want to hang out, let alone a place for a girl like Taylor.

I reached the bottom of the driveway and paused. The lawn was freshly mown, a row of pretty flowers blooming, reaching up to the afternoon sun with their vivid beauty. It looked like the only nice, quiet corner of this otherwise bleak and crumbling neighborhood.

What was I going to say? I’d walked all the way here to talk to Taylor, but I still didn’t know what I should say. Hey, I masturbate to your books didn’t seem right
. Neither did, You make my pussy wet every time I think about kissing another girl
. There was nothing I could think to say. Nothing clever. Nothing cute. The last thing I wanted to do was scare the poor girl. She was already shy enough.

Fuck it.

I marched up the driveway as though I did this every day and rapped on the door three times. Silence descended over the street. I could hear cars thundering past on the main road nearby. I could hear the occasional bird tweeting as it flew overhead. I could hear my heart pounding against my ribs and the voice in my head telling me that this was a really dumb idea and I should go home-

The door suddenly flew open, yanked inward by a figure I hadn’t heard approaching. I looked up into the severe face of a middle-aged woman. Despite the warmth of the day, she wore a turtleneck jumper and dark woollen leggings. Her hair was pinned up on top of her head and a heavy-looking silver cross hung on a chain over the top of her jumper. I had never seen this woman before.

But I knew her eyes. I had seen those eyes earlier today, when Taylor freaked out and left the classroom. This woman could only be her mother.

‘Yes?’ said the woman, looking down her sharp nose at me, regarding my intrusion into her life with deepest suspicion.

‘Hi!’ I said, my voice sounding far chirpier than I had intended. ‘Is Taylor home?’

‘Yes,’ she said again, still sounding wary. ‘Who are you?’

‘I’m Jen,’ I say, offering my brightest smile. ‘I’m Taylor’s lab partner. She said we should meet up and go over our project together.’

The woman’s eyes narrowed. She pursed her lips, debating whether or not I was telling the truth. I could almost hear her thinking back, wondering if Taylor had ever mentioned a lab partner before. I decided to gamble and stop her from making up her mind.

‘That’s a beautiful cross,’ I say. ‘Do you go to the church on Summer Parade?’

‘No,’ she says, waving her hand dismissively, yet with the ghost of a smile touching her lips. ‘We attend the little church over by forty-ninth.’

‘Oh, that’s a beautiful place,’ I say. ‘I’ve been thinking about switching, but it’s a little too far for me to go.’

The woman’s face flushed with something like pride. It made her severe features look strangely angular and bird-like. She stepped back from the door and gestured for me to enter.

‘Taylor’s in her room,’ she said. ‘But I’m sure she’ll be happy to see a friend. She doesn’t get many visitors.’


I wonder why
, I thought, forcing a smile and stepping inside.

The house smelled musty. It was covered in a strange, perpetual gloom. Bars of sunlight glared through gaps in the drapes, picking out particles of dust in the air. The house looked to be every bit as severe and overdressed as the matriarch. Piles of worn and battered books lay on almost every surface and table I could see. The place reminded me of an old library from a haunted house movie. I couldn’t see any TV or any modern electronics anywhere in the room. I was reasonably sure that my phone wouldn’t get any signal in this house.

Taylor’s mom pointed up the stairs. I nodded a thank you and started walking up.

‘Taylor!’ the mother called. ‘You have company!’

I walked up the stairs, silently asking myself what the hell I was doing here. I could be at the mall. I could be hanging with my friends.


I could be at home reading my favorite Laurie Flynn story under my duvet
.

That thought brought me out of it. I reached the top of the stairs. There were three doors. One to me left, that stood open, the bathroom beyond. Two to my right. Both were closed. One had a chalkboard hanging from it. A message, written in dusty pink chalk read, Taylor’s room! Please KNOCK!!


I walked up to the door. Took a deep breath.

And knocked.

‘Who is it?’ Taylor’s voice wavered noticeably, even through the closed door.

‘It’s me,’ I said. I glanced back down the stairs, checking that her sharp-faced mom wasn’t listening in. I couldn’t see her. I leaned close to the door and lowered my voice. ‘It’s Jen.’

I heard Taylor gasp. I heard her drop things on the floor. I heard her desperately scramble to clean up. After a few long moments, the door suddenly flew open by a couple of inches. Taylor’s ashen face peeked out at me through the gap.

‘What do you want?’ she said, almost hissing in fright. Her eyes almost bulged as she stared at me.

I tried to answer, but I couldn’t. The truth was, I didn’t know what I wanted. I didn’t know why I was really there. All I knew was that this girl wrote my favorite sexy stories and I wanted to talk to her about it. But the words wouldn’t come.

‘Well?’ she said, looking both frightened and irritated now.

I dropped my voice to a whisper and said the only word that comes to mind.

‘Laurie
?’

Her mouth fell open. She shook her head. Tried to respond. Her mouth opened. Nothing came out. I could hear her ragged breathing. I could see her stunned expression. I could feel her discomfort.

‘I don’t know who that is,’ she said, the words coming out in a jumble, ‘and even if I did, I don’t know what you’re talking about!’

She pushed the door shut in my face. I put my ear to the wood and listened. No footsteps. Taylor was still on the other side of the door. I could almost hear her little heart racing in the quiet house.

‘Taylor,’ I said, talking quietly, ‘I know, okay? I know. I’m not gonna tell anyone, I promise. I just… I just want to talk to you.’

Nothing.

‘I’m a big fan,’ I said, trying again. ‘The biggest. I love your stories.’

Still nothing. She left me with no choice.

‘Okay then.’ I turned on my heel. ‘Guess I’ll just go hang out with your mom. Maybe she would…’

The door opened again before I even finished the thought. The room beyond was dark. I walked toward the door and gently pushed it open.

Taylor’s room was a small rectangle. Against one wall was a bed that ran almost the length of the room. A jumble of clothes sat heaped at the foot of the bed. There was a simple writing desk – more of a fold-out picnic bench than a desk – and a plastic chair. A single candle sat on the desk, slowly burning, its orange light flickering over the room.

Taylor herself stood behind the half-open door. She was still in her school clothes – baggy, shapeless white shirt and black pants – and her eyes were wide with fear. As soon as I stepped into the room, she closed the door behind me.

‘Why are you here?’ she said in that urgent hiss.

I took my phone out of my pocket. I opened the books app and turned the screen toward her. She squinted against the glare. Then her face dropped.

‘You’re her,’ I said, shaking the phone for emphasis. ‘You’re Laurie Flynn.’

Her eyes flicked up to my face.

‘Shit,’ she said.

I closed my phone screen and slipped it back into my pocket.

‘What do you want?’ she said. Her voice was so filled with defeat that my heart actually ached for a moment. Did she think that I had come here to make fun of her? Blackmail her? Threaten her? Was that why she kept this all a secret?

‘I don’t want anything,’ I said.

Confusion crossed her pretty face for a moment.

‘No?’ she said. ‘Then what… what do you want?’

I thought about everything I wanted to say to Laurie Flynn. About all the times I had slipped my fingers into my panties and teased my wet lips. About all the times fireworks had exploded behind my closed eyes as I pictured being one – or both – of the women in the story I was reading at the time.

I thought about all the times I had fantasized about kissing my girlfriends. All the times we had shared changing rooms in the mall and my eyes had swept their bodies, imagining how soft their thighs would feel against my cheeks. All the times I had been tempted to reach out and touch them – just to see what it felt like.

All of those thoughts and feelings surged through my mind again now. I looked Taylor in the eyes. I leaned forward.

I placed my lips on hers.

Taylor stiffened at my touch. I felt her try to pull away, but there was nowhere to go. She was backed against the wall already, trapped in the corner of her dark bedroom. She inhaled sharply in shock as my lips touched hers – gently at first, the lightest connection of skin-on-skin contact, then harder. My head turned to the side a little and my mouth opened wider, forming a seal against her lips. My heart raced louder than a drum solo. I could feel electricity flowing through my body in sharp, crackling waves, growing and expanding and shocking every fibre of me being, each wave pouring out of my lips.

I wasn’t a prude. I had kissed three boys before this moment. But this was totally different. They were clumsy and aggressive. Each one had tried something stupid that turned me off, like shoving their tongue in my mouth, or grabbing my boob, or taking a selfie to brag about later. Taylor was completely unique. She felt softer and warmer and smelled better and she didn’t try to feel me up or pressure me in any way. She stood there, frozen in surprise, and let me kiss her.

It was my first kiss with a girl.

For all I knew, it was Taylor’s first kiss with anyone
.

The moment only lasted a second, maybe two at most, before I pulled away. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. My head spun like a car on ice. I couldn’t believe what I had just done. And with Taylor, of all people! A girl I had never even made eye contact with before, let alone been interested in before this day. This was all messed up. What had I done? Why had I done it? In Taylor’s books, the story always kicked into overdrive when the leading ladies finally shared a passionate kiss. Previously unknown feelings bubbled to the surface and boiled over in a sudden frenzy of explosive lust. The kiss always turned into something more, something so wonderfully erotic that my hand would move of its own accord. While my brain was lost in the sexy images, my fingers would dance and manipulate my aching wetness. When the women on the page reached their climax, I would, too.

But this was crazy. We weren’t high-power business women unleashing our pent-up frustration over a boardroom table. We weren’t air stewardesses checking into our hotel room after a long flight. Hell, we weren’t even frisky cheerleaders in the locker room after hours. We were two young girls, alone in a dark bedroom.

I opened my mouth to say something – an apology, an excuse, a goodbye – anything, but no words came out. I turned to leave. Taylor grabbed my hands.

‘Wow,’ she said.

Her half-closed eyes sparkled in the dim candlelight. Her soft lips stretched into a lazy Sunday morning kind of smile. She caressed my hands with her fingers.

‘Wow,’ she said again. ‘I’ve never… done that…’

A smile broke across my face. Relief flooded my body.

‘Me neither,’ I said. ‘But I’ve always wanted to. Ever since I found your books.’

She looked at me with those big, pretty eyes. So full of life. So full of excitement.

‘Wait,’ I said. ‘If you’ve never kissed anyone before, how come your books are so good?’

She grinned and shrugged.

‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘I like to close my eyes and imagine.’

I looked her up and down, seeing her in a whole new light. This shy, quiet girl who wrote hotter books than I’ve ever known, had never experienced the feelings that she described. Yet somehow she made it all seem so beautiful and sexy and right
.

‘You’re really good,’ I said.

‘You won’t tell anyone, right?’ She looked at me with fear in those pretty eyes now. ‘Nobody knows! I do it all in secret. Mom doesn’t even know I have a laptop!’

I raised my hands up in surrender and said, ‘It’s okay. Nobody’s gonna know. I won’t say anything.’

She visibly relaxed. Silence fell between us for a moment, broken only by the sound of our ragged breathing.

‘Can you do that again?’ she said, eyes gleaming brighter than ever.

I kissed her again. This time she responded. Her mouth opened against mine, flowering, offering me the bud of her tongue. I tasted her slowly. Even her tongue felt better than a guy’s. She slipped her arms around my waist. I felt her heart racing against my chest, even through our clothing.

When we broke apart this time, a comfortable, warm silence fell. I could feel her on my lips. Taste her on my tongue. Her warm breath tickled my cheek. It felt so wonderful.

‘You never kissed a girl before?’ I said.

She shook her head, color rising in her cheeks.

‘Me neither,’ I said. ‘I’m… I’m really glad my first time was with someone like you.’

Her eyes flicked away for a second, then back to my face. She steeled herself and said, ‘Actually, Jen… I’ve never kissed anyone
 before now.’

My eyes must have bulged out of their sockets. She giggled and bit her lip to supress the noise. My hands tightened on her waist, as though she was a precious object I needed to protect.

‘Wait,’ I said, putting two and two together. ‘You’ve never kissed anyone… Taylor, are you… are you a virgin?’

Her cheeks flushed pink and she dropped her gaze in embarrassment. For a long moment, neither of us moved. The only sound was the old house creaking around us.

‘If you’ve never done anything,’ I said, keeping my voice to a whisper, ‘how are you books so freaking hot
?’

‘You mean that?’ She looked up at me with sparkling, shining eyes. ‘You really mean that?’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I love
 your stories. They turn me on every time I read them. How do you make them so hot and so detailed?’

‘I don’t know,’ she said. Her wonderful, expressive eyes seemed to flash with urgency. ‘I just… I have fantasies. I write them down. That’s all.’

She looked into my eyes again. I looked into hers. She was so pretty. How had I never noticed it before that moment?

Silence fell between us again. She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. I responded, opening my mouth for her probing tongue. We kissed slowly, softly, gently. Her hands slid up my back, pulling me close against her. Her breasts pressed against mine. I moved one hand up and cupped the back of her neck. Our tongues shimmered together, entwined, as we kept kissing, gradually getting harder and more desperate as our passion began to heat up.

Her hand slid around my body and cupped my breast. I’ve had one or two guys feel me up before, but this was different. She wasn’t pawing at me like a horny dog, or groping me without a clue what she was doing. I could feel curious wonder in her touch. She’s had breasts of her own for a couple of years already, but she’d never touched someone else’s chest before. Maybe they felt different to her own.

I moved my other hand from her waist and cupped her breast. It did
 feel different, crazy as it seemed. Her breast was smaller than my own, harder, lighter, firmer. A thrill ran through my body from my head all the way to the deepest part of my womanhood. Electric erotic tension consumed me. This was good. Really good. This felt better than any boy I had touched before. It was more exciting, more intense. Boys liked to crush themselves against me and dry hump my leg while we made out, but Taylor was enjoying the moment and the feel of our bodies pressed together in her own time, at her own pace. I liked it.

Her tongue flicked against mine, a teasing little caress. A soft moan escaped my throat. That sound seemed to excite Taylor. She squeezed my breast and stroked my tongue harder. A tremble ran through her body.

She pushed away from the wall, driving herself against me, melting into my body, fusing us together at the lips and hips. I moaned with excitement. She moaned too. Our tongues danced and teased and caressed faster and faster. She squeezed my breast and my ass with excitement and fascination, enjoying these new feelings and sensations.

My sex throbbed. I had never been this turned on before, this excited, this desperate for pleasure. No experience in my young life could possibly compare to this one. Taylor’s lips and tongue and hands sent lightening ripples of overwhelming erotic anticipation through every pore of my body. I had never felt so sexy, so desired, so beautiful
 as I did in that moment.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathing hard. Taylor’s eyes were glazed over with lust, as though she was half-asleep. Her hands were still on my body. I gave her small breast a gentle squeeze, enjoying the feel of her mound in my palm. She smiled.

‘That feels so good,’ she said. ‘I never… it’s better than I thought.’

‘Can I see you?’ I said.

She frowned, confused, and said, ‘Huh? You are
 seeing me.’

I shook my head. I let go of her breast and moved my hand to the top button on her shapeless white school shirt.

‘I want to see
 you,’ I said.

Her eyes widened in understanding. She glanced toward the door and paused for a moment, listening. There was so sound from the rest of the house. Maybe her mom was reading a book or out in the garden or knitting a sweater. Either way, everything was silent.

Taylor bit her bottom lip. Then she nodded. My fingers slipped under her shirt and popped the first button open. She looked at me with wide, curious eyes, watching my face. I moved my hand down and popped the second button, exposing smooth, soft, virgin skin. I was the first person in the world to see this much of Taylor’s body. That thought made my pussy tingle with delight.

In all the Laurie Flynn books I had read, this was my favorite moment. The undressing. The unveiling. The big reveal. A woman undresses another and there is no going back. After this, they are bound by desire, unable to stop until they were both satisfied. This is what I had been craving, more than anything else, ever since I first discovered those books and felt these urges waking inside me. I needed this
.

I opened each button in turn, until the shirt hung open, exposing Taylor’s upper body. She blushed, lips parted, breathing hard. She looked at me for approval. I could only smile at what I saw.

Her body was wonderful. Small, firm b-cup breasts that were tightly restrained in a bra that looked to be at least one size too small. I guessed that Taylor’s mom didn’t take her bra shopping often. She had flawless, smooth skin. A beautiful stomach with just a hint of a belly. A girl like Taylor didn’t go for runs all that much.

She searched my face closely, desperate to know what I thought.

‘You’re beautiful,’ I said.

She flushed with pride and kisses me again. Hard, this time. Urgently. Her tongue roaming my mouth hungrily. Her hands grasping my body with desperate need. It was the most intense kiss of my life.

My hands slipped under her open shirt and pushed it wider, exposing more of her body. I cupped her bra in my hands, loving how good and natural and naughty it felt.

She trembled again at my touch, a little gasp groaning into my mouth as I trailed my fingers across her stomach.

She grabbed my shirt and fumbled with the buttons. I pulled back a little, surprised at her aggressiveness. She looked at me through dark, lusty eyes and said a single word in a low, husky voice.

‘Please
.’

Taylor opened my school shirt in quick, jerky movements, her fingers clutching the buttons with desperation. She yearned to undress me. She needed it. She desired it in a way no guy ever
 had before.

She opened the final button and pushed the shirt away, over my shoulders, onto the floor. She stepped back and swept me with her gaze, lips parted. Her eyes sparkled in wonder and lust and need.

Taylor looked into my eyes. Her chest heaved, those cute little b-cup mounds rising and falling. She glowed with pleasure and erotic excitement.

I looked down at my body, wondering what she saw. My breasts swelled and filled the white bra that fought to contain them. My stomach was flat and toned from regular running. My skin was smooth and silky-soft.

‘Can I…?’ Her breath caught in her throat.

She reached out a trembling hand and touched my stomach. Placed her palm on my belly. Caressed my skin. Wonder filled her eyes. Wonder and lust.

I took her hand and moved it up my body. I pushed her palm against my bra. Her eyes widened. She slowly squeezed and caressed the fabric, watching how my breast moved and changed shape beneath her touch.

Then she slipped her hand inside the cup and touched my breast. I gasped at the feel of her warm, soft hands on my breast; the feel of her thumb stroking my hard nipple; the feel of a woman’s
 touch.

‘Wow,’ she said, her voice scarcely a whisper.

I unclasped my bra and lifted it over my head, dropping it on top of my discarded shirt. I stood in front of her, my breasts bare, nipples hardening to firm brown nubs, feeling comfortable in my own nudity. The few times I had undressed in front of guys, they had made me feel uneasy. There was always a hungry, expectant expression in their eyes that I didn’t like. But Taylor looked at me with big, worshipful eyes and a face filled with admiration. It was an expression close to love.

She cupped my other breast with her second hand, eyes fixed on my mounds, enjoying the way they filled her palms and moulded around her fingers. Her soft, explorative, gentle, curious touch sent shivers through my body. Raw, intense, burning heat surged through my sex. My womanhood flowered open.

‘It’s better than I…’ Her voice trailed off. ‘I’ve been writing this all wrong.’

I lifted her chin with a finger, bringing her face level with mine again.

‘You write it perfectly
,’ I said.

I kissed her again, this time pushing my tongue into her mouth first. I wanted her. I needed her. Every last drop of her. All of Taylor’s mind, body, and soul was open to me and I wanted to dive inside and swim in her for as long as I could.

She responded to my kiss. Her fingers pinched my nipples, sending sharp – yet pleasant – ripples through me. My hands snaked around her body and unclasped her bra. She shrugged her shirt and bra free and we stood there for a long, blissful moment, kissing each other with fierce, burning desire. I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my skin and that sensation made my womanhood throb
 with need. I had never felt this way before. No man had ever done this to me.

Taylor pulled her head away, sighing up to the ceiling, her eyes closed. I touched her breasts, gently cupping the small, firm mounds in my hands. They felt perfect. Firm, soft, tender. Her pink nipples darkened and stiffed at my touch. I kissed her neck. Smelt her scent. Trailed my tongue across the sensitive patch of skin at the crook of her neck. She trembled. I loved it when she shivered.

My right hand slid down her body. Over her smooth body. Over the gentle curve of her belly. Down to her baggy, shapeless pants. She locked eyes with me as my fingertips slipped inside the fabric of her pants.

‘But… my mom…’ Her eyes were wide with both fear and excitement.

‘We’ll have to be quiet, won’t we?’ I said, unable to keep the naughty grin from spreading over my lips.

Taylor nodded, her face flushed with excitement.

I slipped my fingers inside her pants and slowly pushed down. My hand slid down, closer to my goal, feeling her body grow warmer with every passing inch. She signed and clamped her lips shut as my fingers slid beneath the soft cotton fabric of her panties.

I felt the coarse curls of her womanhood. The incredible heat of her burning mound. Then my hand cupped her sex and I held a woman’s pussy for the first time in my life.

She clapped a hand over her mouth, stifling the gasps that escaped. Her eyes bulged. Her body bent backward a little, offering me full, unrestricted access. Her legs parted wider. She gave herself to me utterly.

Her sex was red-hot to the touch. I could feel her sticky, slick lips against my palm. It felt amazing.

I squeezed her breast again with my other hand, enjoying how hard and firm her nipple felt. She moaned into her hand, eyes closed, as I stroked her slit with two fingers. Did my pussy feel as good as hers? I had only touched myself a few times and it never felt as hot, as wet, or as exciting as this.

Her sex flowered open at my touch, lips parting to reveal the sticky, sweet center within. I trailed one finger over her womanhood, marveling at the incredibly slick wetness there. She moaned into her palm.

I slowly teased her womanhood, probing with a gentle curiosity, noting how different her sex felt to my own. Smaller, somehow. Tighter. Her lips were swollen and puffy. Her firm clit felt bigger than mine. Part of me wanted to undress her completely and spend hours exploring every last inch. But with her mom downstairs, I didn’t dare take this any further.

She moved her hand and pulled me into a hard, fiery kiss. Her tongue crashed against mine like a wave over a rock. I moaned into her mouth and pushed my finger inside her entrance.

She shuddered at once, her entire body reacting to my intrusion. Her fingers squeezed my breasts hard, but I didn’t stop. I kept pushing, kept entering her, kept sliding my finger inside her red-hot tunnel. God, she was so tight!

I deflowered Taylor in her bedroom with my finger, as she moaned desperately into my mouth, grinding her hips against me, squeezing my bare breasts. I returned her kiss as ferociously as I could, silencing her moans and groans with my tongue.

She stiffened. I pushed deeper. She moaned. I started to fuck her with my digit, sliding it in and out of her soaking tunnel, feeling her shake with every movement. She groaned into my mouth and sucked my tongue and rocked on her heels. Her entire body seemed to vibrate in my arms, every fibre burning with intensity.

I pushed her back against the wall, pinning her in place, and pushed my finger all the way inside. Her moans were lost in my mouth. I hoped and prayed that her mom didn’t hear us.

She opened her legs wider and rocked her hips back and forth, grinding against my palm. I slid my finger in and out of her over and over, feeling her sex tighten and clench and squeeze me. Her breathing became shallow. Her moans became squeaking gasps.

That was how I made her orgasm for the first time in her life. Pinned against the wall. My lips crushing hers. Tongues dancing. Finger pumping her sex furiously.

Her body shuddered, rocked, trembled. I felt her climax erupt and seize her body in a tight grip. Her eyes glazed over, rolled up to the ceiling, seeing nothing and everything at once. Her fingers gripped my breasts tighter, but not to please me – she was holding on for support. Her legs trembled, knees almost buckling. I kept my lips locked on hers, preventing her wild, deranged moans from escaping. The sound of her wild – yet muffled – pleasure drove me crazy with lust. I knew what she was experiencing. I remembered my first orgasm with incredible clarity. Maybe she would recall this moment for years to come, too. You never forgot your first.

I kept up the pressure for as long as I dared. It felt like several minutes passed while Taylor bucked and trembled and moaned into my mouth. Then she tapped my breast, telling me without words that she couldn’t take anymore.

We pulled apart and I looked at her again, seeing a woman where a girl once stood. Taylor’s skin glowed. Her eyes sparkled. She looked the same, yet she was somehow different. There was new aura about her. The shy, quiet, bookish girl had blossomed into a shy, quiet, bookish woman. She was the new and improved Taylor. And I had helped her get there.

She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. I nodded.

‘It’s okay,’ I said. ‘You don’t have to…’

She nodded again.

I slipped my hand back out of her underwear. My finger was slick and sticky with creamy excitement. I raised the finger to my lips and tasted her. It was nice. A little sweet, a little sour. Better than the taste of most guys, that was for sure.

‘Wow,’ she said.

She kissed me again – slow and gentle this time, her passion spent. I lapped at her tongue, loving how good
 she felt against my skin. She was so much sweeter than anyone else I had ever kissed before.

We broke apart again and held each other for a long moment, taking comfort in our shared heat, enjoying her post-orgasm glow. She rested her head on my shoulder and wrapped her arms around my bare back.

‘That was amazing,’ she said. ‘So amazing.’

‘Better than you thought?’

‘I don’t… I don’t even know how to describe that,’ she said. ‘It was… so… wow
.’

‘I liked it, too,’ I said, enjoying the feeling of her wetness on my fingers.

‘How did you do that?’ she said. ‘How did you know what I wanted?’

I shrugged and said, ‘I didn’t. But I know what I like. The rest I got from your books.’

She blushed, her cheeks flushing with a furious pink. It was adorable. The tranquil silence was broken by her mom’s shouting from downstairs.

‘Taylor!’ she said, her voice coming through far too clearly for my liking. ‘Is your friend staying for dinner?’

‘You really don’t want that,’ Taylor said, grinning. ‘She can’t cook.’

‘Can I see you again?’ I said, hoping the words didn’t sound as desperate as they felt.

She nodded. She said, ‘But not here. My mom… she doesn’t get out much.’

‘Come to mine,’ I said. ‘Tomorrow, after school. My parents will be at work until six. We have… time
.’

She smiled and leaned in to kiss me.

‘Taylor?’ Her mom’s incessant voice broke the spell. ‘I asked you a question, dear!’

The mood shattered. We both giggled, trying to keep our voices low. I stepped back, unlinking my body from hers. She stayed where she was, leaning against the wall, her hard breasts on full, beautiful display. I wanted to rush back to her side and touch her all over again… but we were out of time. If I didn’t hurry, Taylor’s mom would surely rush up the stairs and burst through the door. She didn’t seem like the kind of woman who would understand her daughter’s sexual needs.

‘I can’t wait to write about this,’ Taylor said.

‘I can’t wait to read it.’

I slipped my bra back into place and adjusted the straps to be comfortable. Taylor opened the bedroom door and called downstairs, ‘No, mom, Jen has to go home now.’

‘Okay, honey,’ came the reply. ‘Dinner in fifteen minutes.’

Taylor closed the door again. I pulled my shirt on and started fastening the buttons. Taylor stepped in front and helped me, a contended little smile touching her lips.

‘I feel good,’ she said.

‘Awesome.’

She kissed me on the cheek one final time, her lips so warm on my skin. I sighed, wishing I could stay… but there was no way we could do any more today without risking getting caught. I smiled at her and waved with the hand that had deflowered her. Then I straightened myself up and walked out of the room and down the stairs. I had a feeling that Laurie Flynn’s books were going to get even better very soon.

###


The CEO’s Son:

The Complete Trilogy


Book 1:

Obeying His Command


Come on, Katie, you can do it.

I sit in the boardroom of the CEO’s office, trying not to fidget in my chair. I keep my hands under the table so nobody can see them shaking. I’m nervous – butterflies are dancing the tango in my stomach – but I can’t show it. This is the CEO’s boardroom. Showing nerves is weakness and showing weakness is certain doom.

Thankfully, nobody else’s eyes are on me for the moment. The other men in the boardroom – all wearing their finest, freshly dry-cleaned suits for the CEO – are all eyes front, watching Jonathan indicate to a PowerPoint slide and talk numbers. Jonathan is the CEO’s son, the second-in-command of the entire company. He talks fast, gestures with authority, and I feel his gaze sweep over me like a searchlight every time he surveys the room. Not only am I making a presentation to the most powerful people in the entire company, but I’m staying overnight in a strange city, and I have to make my speech right after Jonathan, the number two man on the company ladder. Talk about nerve-wracking.

I glance away from the man at the front of the room again, down to the stack of notation cards in my lap. I’ve got my presentation pre-loaded on a USB, gripped tightly in my hand, the palm starting to sweat. The room is feeling hot and small, the men on each side of me sitting far too close. I consider popping a button on my shirt, but don’t want to send the wrong message. I don’t know how these men would react. I’m the only woman here and I don’t want to be remembered for opening my shirt and revealing my assets. I did enough of that in college.

Jonathan continues to talk in his fast, used-car-salesman way. He’s an entertaining speaker – quick, eloquent, just amusing enough to avoid making a dull, dry speech without being too over-the-top. And it helps that he’s quite easy on the eye. He has a handsome, youthful face. I can’t pin his age down for certain, but I know he’s older than me by at least five years. His hair is dark and short, perfectly styled. His hands are smooth, manicured. This is a man with both the money and the will to look after himself. His body is covered by an immaculate suit – I’ve seen people get married in less fine garments – and he looks to be well built, a little taller than myself, even in my heels. He looks like a man who has lived his whole life in this sort of arena – a rich, powerful, smooth talker. And I’m supposed to go next.

You can do this Katie. It’s just a normal presentation. This one just happens to be on the other side of the country.

I keep repeating the line, over and over. I’ve made this same presentation several times already to various people lower down on the company ladder. The only difference here is the people listening to me. These people have the power to do things – to make the changes I’m suggesting.

Or fire me if they want.

I take another deep breath and close my eyes. I try to visualize the ocean. I try to hear the waves lapping against the shore. I try to imagine my skin prickling under the heat of the sun. It’s my way of calming down, a method for stopping my panic from getting out of control.

I slowly open my eyes. I’m back in the boardroom. Nobody has noticed my little mental trip to the beach. Nobody except…

Jonathan’s gaze is fixed on me. He keeps talking, his lips still moving in that rapid-fire way he has, still gesturing fiercely like a man who knows what he wants. But his eyes are locked on mine. I detect a gleam in those eyes, a hint of something I can’t quite put my finger on. Some kind of inner strength. A fire burning bright within him. The barest suggestion of a wild animal, kept within a tight cage. He looks at me as though assessing me, like a man in a restaurant examining his steak. His eyes fix on mine as though I am the only one in the room The butterflies in my stomach tango faster than ever now – is it because he’s the CEO’s son, or because of the way he looks at me, studying me with a fiery, yet slightly cruel way?

But then he looks away, back to the wall behind him, gesturing at the figures and bar charts displayed there and the moment is gone. When he turns to face the room again, that steely, burning gleam in his eyes is gone. I shake my head. I must have imagined it. Why would the number two man in the company have fixed his gaze on me? I’m nobody important. I’m just here to make a cost-cutting presentation. I clench my fists under the table and force myself to breathe, slowly, in through the nose, out through the mouth.

You can do it, Katie.

Then suddenly there is a loud noise that interrupts my thoughts like an explosion – applause. The men in the room are applauding. Jonathan smiles to the assembly and nods his head in deference. I join in on the applause, a full second later than everyone else. Nobody appears to notice. Nobody, that is, except Jonathan. He glances towards me again, freezing me in place, that fire still burning in his eyes.

Jonathan takes his seat at the right hand of the CEO, Mr Whitman, the most powerful man in the room. I shudder to think how much he’s worth. Mr Whitman exudes power and control, his hands clasped together, face set. He surveys the room with a careful eye.

‘Any questions?’ he says to the room at large.


Yeah, do I have to go next?
 I think to myself.

‘Good,’ Mr Whitman says. He nods to Jonathan. ‘Good presentation.’

‘Thank you,’ Jonathan says, a faint smile crossing his lips.

‘Next up…’ Mr Whitman says, glancing at the agenda for today, ‘we have Katie Morgan from our New York branch.’ He glances at the room and finds me quickly. I’m the only petite blonde in a sea of dark-suited men.

‘Welcome, Katie,’ he says. ‘Thank you very much for coming all the way over here.’

‘Hello,’ I say, raising a hand in welcome to everyone around me. I hope they can’t tell how nervous I am.

‘How are you finding San Francisco?’ he asks.

‘It’s nice,’ I say. ‘Very different to New York – people actually smile at each other on the street here.’

There is a small murmur of polite chuckles from the room.

‘Katie,’ says Mr Whitman, ‘I understand you’ve got an idea for saving some money in the next financial quarter?’

‘Yes, sir,’ I say.

‘The floor is yours.’

I stand up and walk around the other men at the board table. I can feel all their eyes on me as I carefully move around the room. I take a few deep breaths. I have been preparing for this moment for two weeks and now I’m terrified. Why is this so nerve-wracking? I’ve rehearsed this over and over. Everyone else in my company has agreed with this presentation – that’s why I’m here. All I need to do is make the same speech again.

I take my place at the front of the room and look down at my note cards. The first one reads, Knock ‘em dead!!


‘I have some slides,’ I say, holding up my USB drive, hoping that my sweaty palm isn’t visible to the room at large.

‘Plug it in,’ Jonathan says. He gestures to the computer to my left in the corner of the room. His eyes fix on me, sweeping up and down. I feel as though he’s searching me for something.

I turn my back on him and plug the USB drive into the computer. A box pops up on screen and open up the drive. There are a few quiet chuckles in the room as they read the name of my USB drive – Katie’s Awesome Stuff.


The presentation opens up on the first slide and all eyes are fixed on the title – Cutting Costs without Cutting Morale. I take my place in the center of the room and prepare to begin.

‘Hi everyone,’ I say. ‘I’m Katie, and-’

‘A little louder, please,’ Jonathan says.

I pause, heat rising to my face.

‘Oh, sure,’ I say. I clear my throat and try again, projecting my voice more this time. ‘Hi everyone, can you all hear me?’

There is a sea of nodding heads bobbing back and forth.

‘Okay, great,’ I say. My voice wavers slightly from nerves. The butterflies in my stomach are performing an enthusiastic waltz now. ‘Hi, I’m Katie, thank you for listening to me today,’ I say, slowly gaining confidence. I read the first card in my hand. Knock ‘em dead!!


‘Earlier this year, I was asked to look into potential ways to save money in my branch in New York,’ I say. ‘After a few months of careful study and paying close attention to all our incomings and outgoings, I found some ways to save money. Potentially thousands of dollars, and potentially across the entire company.’

My audience is rapt, polite, and paying attention. I allow myself a glance around the room before I continue. My eyes meet Jonathan’s. He is fixed on me again, in that same way as before, with fire in his eyes and a thin smile on his lips, as though he’s enjoying some private joke.

I pause for a moment. Forget what I’m saying. I look away from Jonathan, from his fiery eyes. I turn to the wall behind me and touch the button to bring up the next slide.

I continue my presentation, trying to keep everything flowing smoothly. I explain the slides as they come up, explaining any discrepancies, trying to make sure everyone understands where I’m coming from and the point I’m making. It’s tough and nerve-wracking, especially with the owner of the company occasionally frowning and making notes on the pad in front of him.

But all that pales into insignificance compared to how I feel under Jonathan’s gaze. I am constantly aware of him watching me, observing me, that thin smile stretching his lips. He is so sure of himself, so confident. I can feel the heat of his gaze on me as I speak. I do my best to ignore him, but there’s something about the way he’s looking at me that keeps distracting me. He has the expression of a wolf eying a helpless lamb. I feel exposed with all these eyes on me, as though there’s nothing I can do to stop him.

Finally, I reach the last slide of the presentation.

‘Of course,’ I say, ‘these are purely hypothetical projections based on current available figures for the previous quarter, aiming at a best-case scenario. But if each of does our bit for the company, we can all save thousands of dollars a year, without losing one member of the team.’ I pause for effect. ‘Thank you very much for your time.’

The men of the board break into polite applause. Heat rushes to my cheeks as I stand there and accept their congratulations.

‘Does anyone have any questions?’ Mr Whitman says, looking around the room.

‘Yes,’ says a voice.

Jonathan.

I look at him as his eyes burn right through me, that thin smile on his lips. He seems aware that he makes me feel uncomfortable and I get the impression that he enjoys it.

‘You said earlier that we could save money by switching to an alternative parts supplier,’ Jonathan says, gesturing with his hands as he speaks. ‘But we have a contract with our current supplier – one that we have honoured for years. Are you suggesting that we cut loose our long-time partner just to save a few bucks?’

I glance down at my cards, flicking back through to the relevant information.

‘I would hardly call five hundred dollars a quarter a few bucks,’ I say. ‘In fact, my branch is one of the main users of the parts we order from this company, and I have to say, I believe that we can get higher quality for a better price elsewhere.’

‘So you would choose to nullify a long-existing agreement over cutting overhead?’ he says. He speaks fast, but his tone is calm.

‘Personally,’ I say, ‘I would never choose to cut overhead. A substandard employee can always be made an exceptional one. But a low-quality part will always be low-quality.’

I glance at Mr Whitman. He nods slowly, appreciatively.

‘I realize that we might have longstanding agreements,’ I say, ‘but surely if those agreements aren’t good enough, we should have the right to find alternatives?’

‘We can’t,’ Jonathan says.

‘Why not?’ I say.

The atmosphere suddenly tenses up. I have just spoken back to the boss’s son – in his own boardroom.

‘Why not?’ he says, repeating the words, apparently confused by my questioning him. ‘We can’t because we have a longstanding agreement with our partners! It’s a bond of loyalty and trust, that’s why not!’

‘Well, I think our partners are screwing us,’ I say.

Jonathan flinches like he’s been shot.

‘Excuse me?’ he says. He clenches his fists on the table, glaring at me.

‘That’s quite enough,’ Mr Whitman says, defusing the situation. ‘Katie, you’ve made a lot of excellent points. Rest assured, we will definitely be looking into your proposals. I think that’s quite enough for one day. If there are no more questions…?’

I look around at the rest of the board. Nobody moves.

‘Then I’m calling it a day,’ Mr Whitman says. ‘Thank you very much for coming all the way here, Katie. And thank you for an excellent presentation.’

He claps again, prompting a second wave of polite applause from the assembly. I glance at Jonathan. He isn’t clapping. He glares at me with those fiery eyes, as though he’s planning how to make me pay for this at some later time.

****

San Francisco is very different to New York. For starters, New York is flatly laid out on a strict grid system, while San Francisco is frequently punctuated with long, winding roads, with hills and valleys making frequent occurrences. There are plenty of other major differences too, including the vast number of vegan restaurants, the spectacular views of the bay, and the trams that screech and rumble along the main streets with surprising regularity. The thing that took me most by surprise is the air. New York air smells, tastes, and feels old and used, like you’ve already breathed it in. The air in San Francisco has a different quality to it, a freshness that tastes different. I can imagine laying in the sun in this city. I would never dream of doing that back home.

I walk out of the company offices and take a long, deep breath of the air. I can see why the bay area attracts all the major technology companies – the views, the fresh air, and the sunshine all make me feel so much more energized and alert than New York, even though I’ve just finished a long day of meetings and presentations. People bustle about their business on the sidewalk as I try to remember which direction my hotel is. Unlike New York, nobody swears at me for daring to pause on the street. People simply walk around me and carry on with their lives.

I step off the path, pausing on a narrow strip of green grass between two buildings. There is a small bench on the grass and the afternoon sun shines down directly on this small space. You’d never find anything like this in New York – a little space to sit down and take a load off in the middle of the city. I sit on the park bench and turn my face towards the sun.

My presentation probably couldn’t have gone any worse. I rub my hands over my face, trying to block it out of my mind, but I can’t. I pissed off the CEO’s son, the second most powerful man in the entire company. I can still remember how the atmosphere in the room changed suddenly, from professional and business-like to tense and hostile. I can picture the way the other board members shifted uncomfortably in their seats, like they were trying to edge away from me. Of all, I can still picture the look on Jonathan’s face when his father shut him down. The hostility in his eyes. The glare he shot towards me.

I take my phone out of my bag and turn it on. I have a new email from Aiden, my boss back New York and a couple of text messages from David. My heart sinks when I see his name on my screen. I ignore David for the moment and open the message from Aiden.

Katie! Good luck in San Fran! Please call me when you get out!

I dial Aiden’s office number and put the phone to my ear. Five thirty in San Francisco. Must be, what, eight thirty, nine on the east coast now? The phone rings twice, then my boss picks up.

‘You’re working late,’ I say.

‘Responsibilities of management,’ he says, and I can hear his smile. ‘So tell me hotshot, how’d it go?’

I pause for a second before I answer.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It went well. I definitely got my point across. And I think Mr Whitman listened to my points. I saw him making notes while I was talking…’ My voice trails off.

‘But…?’ Aiden says.

‘But what?’

‘You paused. Before you responded. You paused. Is that a good pause or a bad pause?’

‘I’m… not sure,’ I say.

I hear Aiden sit up straight in his chair. I can picture him in the office, tie askew after a long working day, face tired, empty takeaway box waiting to be thrown in the bin. His voice is full of concern.

‘Katie?’ he says. ‘What happened? Did you forget your lines?’

‘Worse,’ I say, leaning down with my head between my knees.

‘You forgot the slides?’

‘Worse.’

‘Jesus,’ he says, ‘did you turn up drunk and take a shit on Whitman’s desk?’

‘I should have,’ I say. ‘It would be less embarrassing.’

‘What the hell did you do?’

I sigh and rub my face. I sit up and look around. People continue on about their lives, walking past this little green patch in the sun. Nobody is paying attention to the woman who potentially just firebombed her career in front of the entire board. It seems almost cruel to have the sun shining on me right now. I miss the grey cloudy skies of my home city.

‘I think I pissed off Whitman Junior,’ I say.

Aiden makes a long whistling sigh through his teeth, like a man in severe pain.

‘Christ,’ he says, ‘how the hell did you manage that?’

‘It wasn’t like I meant to do it!’ I say, a little louder than I intended. A couple of people glance over at me at they walk past. ‘I just… I don’t know, he tried to put on the spot and dismiss some of my claims. So I stood up to him.’

Aiden makes that long, low whistle again.

‘What did Whitman say?’ he asks.

‘He interrupted before Junior could get worked up,’ I say.

‘Oh my God,’ Aiden says.

‘I didn’t mean to get so… I don’t know,’ I say. ‘I just didn’t want him to dismiss me like that.’

‘You need to be careful,’ he says.

‘I know,’ I say. ‘I’m going back to my hotel to hide under the bed.’

‘That’s not what I mean,’ Aiden says. ‘I heard a story once about a guy who upset Jonathan Whitman. Wasn’t even a high-up employee, either, it was just some tea boy who put the wrong milk in his coffee. I heard Whitman Junior made him the head of our Alaska division.’

‘We don’t have an Alaska division,’ I say.

‘Exactly,’ Aiden says. ‘Look… just be careful. From what I hear, Jonathan Whitman is not the type to let things go. He likes to punish people.’

I groan out loud. Some more people glance over at me, the crazy lady making weird noises on the little bench.

‘Come back here as soon as you can,’ Aiden says. ‘I can look after you here.’

‘My flight’s not until tomorrow,’ I say. ‘I’m going back to my hotel now. Hopefully I won’t accidentally piss off anyone else on the way there.’

‘Alright hotshot,’ Aiden says. ‘See you when you get back.’

I hang up and sit on the bench, head in my hands.

‘Oh fuck
,’ I sigh, letting out the second word as a long, low cry of pain. I screw my eyes shut, trying to block out the world. It doesn’t work. The world is still there.

And so are some familiar faces. Three members of the board filter past in the throng of pedestrians. One of them notices me sitting on the bench. He smirks as he turns his face away and my heart sinks. They must have talked about me after I left. Maybe Jonathan Whitman made plans to send me to Alaska. Or Siberia. Or the middle of the Atlantic.

I glance down at my phone. There are still two messages from David waiting to be read. I don’t have the heart to read them now. I already know what they’re going to say.

‘I need a drink,’ I say to nobody in particular.

As the sun starts to set behind the office buildings to the west, I get up from the bench and re-join the bustle of people as they walk along the roads, heading wherever they’re going. I wander around for a while, not heading in any particular direction. I watch people going about their lives. The men talking excitedly on the phone. The women sitting in the coffee shops. The couples walking hand-in-hand, gazing at each other with loving eyes. As the sun sets and the sky over head cycles through a variety of golds and oranges, I slowly make my way through the streets, breathing the air, letting it fill my lung and refresh me. Before the meeting, I had all these plans to spend my night exploring the city. I was going to take the tram, visit the golden gate bridge, take a selfie overlooking the bay, do anything and everything I could do in one night, sleep be damned! Now I am slinking back to my room, tail between my legs, where I will drink until I forget what planet I’m on. Katie Morgan, the woman who destroyed her own career, drinking alone. Story of my life.

Eventually my feet return me to my hotel, the Four Seasons on Market Street. I’m so glad this trip is on the company – no way I’d ever pay this much for a bed for one night. It’s a beautiful hotel, with beds are bigger than my entire living room back home. The views are stunning, especially if you ride the elevator up to the top floors. I walk through the lobby, gazing lovingly at the beautiful oak panelling on the walls, listening to the carpet muffle the click and clack of my heels as I cross the floor. The receptionist glances up at me from behind her desk, a big smile on her face. I nod in reply, unable to even pretend to be happy. I jab the elevator call button with my finger, feeling tears prick at the corners of my eyes. My phone burns a hole in my pocket, messages from David needing to be read.

I’ll read them in my room, I think. I don’t want people to see me when I read them.

The elevator doors open silently. A few people spill out; a young couple, smiling happily at each other, and an older man in a suit. None of them look at me as they pass. I enter the lift alone and press the button for my floor. As the elevator rises, I check myself out in the mirror. I look smart, professional, business-like. That needs to change. I’ll get to my room, read what David has to say and then take a long shower. Maybe I’ll dress up tonight, see how much I can drink in the hotel bar before the company refuses to pick up the tab. A condemned woman has the right to a last meal, right?

The elevator doors slide open on my floor. I step out into the silent corridor. Everything smells fresh and clean, totally different to my apartment back home. The carpet is a few years old, but still soft. My heels sink into it, as though I’m walking on a cloud.

I reach my room for the night and swipe my keycard. The door lock whirrs and opens. I push the door open, click the light on, and sit down on the bed as the door clicks shut behind me. The room has been cleaned, even though I’ve only spent a single night here so far. My suitcase is still where I left it. My night shirt and pyjama shorts are still folded up on the chair where I left them. I didn’t bother unpacking my clothes, I was only going to be here for two short nights.

Finally, I can’t put it off any longer. I have to face reality. I take out my phone and scroll through the messages, the two most recent ones David sent to me.

The first reads, It’s done.


The second reads, Left the key with the landlord.


And just like that, a major part of my world changes. When I get back to New York, there will be nobody waiting for me. Nobody to hold me in bed while I talk about how badly I fucked up today. Nobody to hold me.

David had lived with me for the last six months. I thought things were going well. Then we just… stopped working. We didn’t spark anymore, we didn’t click. We shared a bed, but felt so distant from each other. And now he’s moved out. I didn’t think it would hurt this bad.

Tears roll down my cheeks and I lay back on the bed, sinking into the expansive mattress like a hot coal in the snow. My boyfriend has left me and I pissed off the CEO’s son. Not bad for a Thursday.

I stare up at the ceiling for the longest time, watching the shadows move as the sun slowly sinks, swallowed by the curve of the earth. The world keeps turning. No matter how bad things are, the world keeps turning. Nobody else cares about your problems.

After maybe a half hour of wallowing in self-pity, I decide that enough is enough. I’m going to get dressed up and try to drink the hotel bar dry. I climb off the bed and start taking off my clothes. I don’t bother folding them up – it’s not like I expect to ever need to wear them again. After today, I’ll be flipping burgers the rest of my life. I toss my underwear in a pile and step into the shower. The water crashes down over me, warm and soothing. I gasp in delight as the warm water cascades across my skin, hitting all the right spots, cleansing me, making me feel new again.

Twenty minutes later, I’m drying my hair with the room hairdryer, trying to decide what to wear tonight. I bought a couple of different outfits with me for tonight, depending on how the day went. First up, a slinky party girl cocktail dress. I was planning to wear this just in case the board asked me out for drinks to celebrate my presentation. The idea seems even more ludicrous now than it did when I was packing. My second option: my lucky dress, a rather tight number with a short skirt and a slit up the thigh, with a low cut on the neck to show quite lot of cleavage. I brought it in the vain hope that I could catch someone’s eye while staying in this strange new city. No idea whose eye I was supposed to be catching, but men tend to glance at a woman when her prized assets are on display.

My hair dry, I start work on my makeup, applying each layer with a skilled and practiced hand. It feels good to be able to make myself look nice again. David and I rarely went anywhere together, so I had no need to dress up and look good. Finally, I apply a deep red lipstick and examine myself in the mirror. I hardly recognize myself.

Now I just need to choose the dress for tonight. Do I opt for sultry and classy? Or should I go with revealing and slightly slutty?

When I put it like that, there’s no contest. I slip into a pair of lacy panties and carefully pull my lucky dress down over my head, trying not to smudge my face as I do so.

I take a deep breath and check myself out in the mirror.


Who is that gorgeous woman looking at me?
 I think to myself.

I adjust the dress here and there, making sure it fits right and shows off the right parts. Hips – check. Ass – double check. I adjust my breasts, making sure the swell of my cleavage is plenty visible. No need for a bra in this dress, and the girls look fantastic, if I do say so myself. Besides, no matter how drunk I get, there’s no chance in hell I’m going to make more of a fool of myself than I already have.

Taking one final look at myself in the mirror, I pick up my bag and head out of the room. I feel totally different now. Sure, everything’s gone to hell today, but now I have something to look forward to – namely the bottle of several bottles.

I step into the elevator next to an older couple, who look like they’re dressed for a night on the town, all black ties and pearls. I smile to myself as I catch the man’s eyes trailing over my body in the mirror. His wife notices too and nudges him with her elbow.

The elevator doors part again and I walk out into the lobby and turn off to walk through to the Four Seasons hotel bar. I smile to myself thinking about that older man’s eyes on me, the appreciative expression on his face. It feels good to be so admired. Sometimes a girl needs to feel appreciated.

The Four Seasons restaurant is a beautiful, elegant space with soft lighting and deep mahogany browns. The oak panelling from the lobby walls continues here, with booths surrounded by large leather couches, and wooden bar stools that stand sentry by a large bar area. On one wall are large bay windows that look out on the surrounding buildings. This is a room you can get lost in. Once again, I’m glad the company is picking up the tab.

The restaurant is half-empty now. It seems that most people choose to dine out in the city. The few people eating here appear to be businessmen, enjoying a late dinner, probably going over the fine points of various contracts, or comparing paychecks, or whatever it is that businessmen do over a late dinner.

I take a seat on a stool at the bar and place my bag on the wooden surface. Like everything else, the top of the bar is immaculately clean. I can almost see my face in the wood.

The bartender saunters over and asks what I would like to drink. He keeps his eyes on mine, not glancing down my top, even though my breasts are perfectly poised if he wanted to look.

‘What kind of cocktail would you recommend?’ I ask.

The bartender grabs a cocktail menu from below the bar and holds it out to me. The pages are filled with pictures of freshly made drinks in cold glasses glistening with condensation, so good you can almost taste them. Beneath each image is a brief description of the drink in the most elaborate terms possible. Why does it take so many words to say, tastes good, gets you drunk? That’s all anyone really cares about when it comes to alcohol.

‘Tell you what, sugar,’ I say, looking from the menu to the bartender’s kindly brown eyes, ‘I’ll start from the top left and make my way to the bottom right, how does that sound?’

He grins at me and tucks the menu away and begins making my first drink. I watch as he mixes ice and mint and various bottles of liquor together until he places a glass filled with bright green liquid in front of me. It looked even better than the picture.

‘To your health,’ I say, raising the glass. I take a large mouthful through the straw. It tastes exquisite and warms my whole body on the way down.

‘My pleasure,’ says the bartender.

‘Keep me topped up,’ I say, stroking the cool glass with a finger. ‘Put it all on my room. Company’s paying.’

‘Yes ma’am,’ he says, grinning.

I sip my drink and watch the world go by. The restaurant slowly empties out. Plates are taken away, tables cleaned, floors wiped. A well-oiled machine operates smoothly before my eyes. People become less interested in eating as the night wears on. A few people glance in my direction. A few guys look me up and down, knowing smiles on their faces. A few women observe me, some with admiring expressions, others more judgemental. I don’t care. I really don’t.

My first cocktail goes down easily. The second is fruitier, much sweeter, and takes longer. I’m halfway through my third – a smooth, velvety drink that makes me tingle inside – when I become aware of a presence nearby. You know that feeling, when somebody’s watching you? The hairs stand up on the back of your neck, you can feel their gaze on your head. I have that feeling right now, and it’s not just the odd guy checking me out.

I casually turn left and right on my stool, scoping out the room, trying to find the source of my discomfort. I see a few small groups of people on one side of the room. Couples, groups, tour parties. All laughing and talking and drinking. Nobody paying any attention to the half-drunk girl at the bar with her breasts threatening to spill out of her top.

I turn to see the other half of the room. More small groups. Still nobody watching me. I turn back to the bar, but then I see him. Not just him, but him.

Jonathan Whitman.

Sitting by himself at the other end of the restaurant, a single tumbler of – scotch? Whiskey? – sitting on the table in front of him, untouched. His eyes are fixed on mine, his face set in that same expression as before – a cold, cruel anger, eyes blazing, lips twisted in a thin smile.

My heart nearly stops in my chest. I turn back to the bar, my fingers shaking as I clutch the cool glass in front of me.

It can’t be him! It can’t be!

But I was certain it had been him. I’ve never seen that expression on anyone else’s face before today. I take a long pull on my straw, feeling the delicious warmth of the liquor spreading through my body. It gives me the courage to look again.

Jonathan Whitman still watches me from the back of the room, still with that expression, that calm, cold, fiery face.

I turn back to the bar, cursing myself. I’m so distracted that I don’t notice the bartender take my empty glass away and put a new cocktail in front of me. I take another long drink, flinching in surprise when the liquid hits my tongue. This fourth cocktail tastes fruity, but sour. I wince as it slips down my throat, contrasting the velvet warmth of the previous drink.

The bartender moves away from me, to a young couple at the far end of the bar, leaving me alone. I glance around, hoping to find somebody nearby so I can try to act as though I’m with them. But there’s nobody else close to me. Everyone else is sitting at the tables, or at the other end of the bar. I was sitting by myself but now, for the first time since I sat down, I actually feel completely alone and isolated. It’s as though I am naked under a searchlight’s beam.

Even without glancing over my shoulder, I know he’s there. I can feel his gaze on the back of my head, searing right through my body. Aiden’s words from earlier echo in my mind.

Jonathan Whitman is not the type to let things go. He likes to punish people.

What kind of punishment does he have in mind for me? My body squirms with the thought. Is he here to fire me personally?  Going to give me my transfer papers for the Alaska branch? Maybe he’s just letting me know that I won’t get away with making him look bad in front of the board.

My fingers shake as I clutch my cocktail glass. I take another long drink. The liquor is starting to affect me now. I feel like I’m underwater, my head floating separately from the rest of my body. Why is he here? How did he find me?

‘Not enjoying that one so much, huh?’

The bartender’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts.

‘Huh?’ I say.

‘The drink,’ he says, indicating my glass. ‘You’ve been nursing that one longer than you had all the others combined.’

‘Oh,’ I say. I take a sip. It doesn’t taste as good now. ‘It’s fine, just… uh, you see that guy?’

‘What guy?’ he asks.

‘That guy.’ I try to nod my head in Jonathan’s direction without making it too obvious. ‘Sitting at the back. By himself. Looking this way.’

‘Yeah,’ the bartender says. ‘I see him. What about him?’

‘He’s bothering me,’ I say. I lean across the bar and take the bartender’s hands in mine, knowing that my breasts are probably on full display right about now. ‘Would you mind, sugar, asking him to leave for me? I’d be very grateful to you.’

Now, for the first time, I see a crack in the bartender’s smooth, professional exterior. His eyes glance down at the swell of my breast for a second. Then he looks over towards Jonathan. He lets go of my hands and steps back a fraction, out of my reach.

‘That might be difficult, ma’am,’ he says.

‘Why is that?’ I say, feeling my heart sink.

‘That’s Mister Whitman,’ he says. ‘He owns the hotel.’

His words hit me like a cold wave, leaving me shivering and sober.

‘He… owns the hotel,’ I say, slowly.

‘Yes, ma’am, he does,’ says the bartender. ‘I’ve never met the man, but I understand that he’s a very fortunate individual. The sort of man who can afford to do whatever he wants.’

I sigh and sit back on my stool. I sip at the cocktail, but I can’t taste anything now. I am numb, inside and out. I feel like a fish, suddenly aware that it’s trapped in a net, unable to get free. I can’t afford to stay anywhere else tonight. I can’t get another flight home. I am staying under Jonathan’s roof tonight.

Time passes. All around me, people enter the restaurant, have their drinks, leave. Tables are cleaned, spilled on, cleaned again. People come and go. Waiting staff bustle back and forth. I feel like I’m watching the entire room on time lapse. The ice in my cocktail melts, the drink forgotten. Time passes until the bartender is wiping down the surface of the bar, glancing towards me every few seconds as if checking I’m okay. The restaurant is almost closed. There are more wait staff than customers now.

Then I feel a presence at my side. Somebody standing next to me. I stiffen, knowing exactly who it is without turning my head. It’s him. I keep my hand on the bar, terrified to move. This must be how gazelles feel when the lion is upon them.

Jonathan Whitman leans closer to the bar. He places a finger on my napkin, just an inch from my little finger, and drags it slowly across the surface of the bar, towards him. Then, with infinite care and precision, he takes a pen from his suit jacket and writes something on the napkin.

Then he turns and walks away. I hear his footsteps disappear behind me, fading away as he leaves. After a long moment of trying to control my breathing, I look down at the napkin, wondering what message he left for me. I’m expecting it to read, You’re fired
, or something like that. But this surprises me.

On the napkin, in neat, elegant script, are four numbers. 3902
.

I stare at the napkin for a long time, trying to understand what it means.

Then it dawns on me. Thirty-ninth floor. Room two.

His room. Jonathan Whitman’s room in the hotel. Almost at the top of the building. And he wants me to go to him.

I am frozen in panic. What could he possibly want with me? Is he going to lock me in his room and scream at me? Is this how he plans to punish me?


Or
…, says that little voice in the back of my head, maybe he wants you for something else…


What else could he want with me?

What do men and women do in hotel rooms?

My heart skips a beat in my chest. No. No way. No chance in hell. There is no reason for me to think he wants that.

The numbers burn into the napkin, black digits on white paper. They seem to grow larger as I stare at them. What do I do here? The way I see it, I have three options. Option one: I go to my room, pull the duvet over my head, and pray it all goes away. Option two: I gather my things, head to the airport and try to sleep there tonight. Option three: I go to his room.

Of the three, option two is the least appealing. I slept in an airport once before, a few years ago. I don’t want to repeat that experience ever again. That leaves me with options one and three. I should go to my room. I should pull the duvet over my head. But if I do that, I’ll never know what he wanted from me. And I’m not the type to run and hide from anything or anyone.

So that leaves only one choice. I go up to his floor and find out what he wants from me. He might shout at me. He might fire me. But if I don’t go, I’ll never know why he wrote that number down on the napkin.

I drain the last of my cocktail – it tastes more like water now – and leave a decent tip on the bar. The bartender has treated me well tonight. I get to my unsteady feet, probably looking like a baby deer trying to walk for the first time. Strong cocktails and high heels will do that to a girl.

I gather my things and slowly walk across the floor of the restaurant, back towards the elevators. I am the last patron to leave the restaurant tonight. The waiting staff smile and nod politely to me as I leave, tiredness written on their faces.

The lobby is silent and empty, save for a man sitting in a chair, surrounded by baggage, talking quietly into his cellphone. I press the call button for the first elevator and wait for a moment until the doors silently slide open for me. I step inside the little elevator, feeling like a mouse walking into a lion’s open mouth. The doors shut slowly behind me. My finger hovers over the floor buttons and for a brief second, I think about pressing the button for my floor I could still do it. I could still go into my own bed and lay down and forget about the rest of the world until my flight tomorrow.

But I don’t. I press the button for the thirty-ninth floor and feel the elevator lift and raise up, sending me up through the building, to where Jonathan Whitman waits for me. I examine myself in the mirror. Aside from the drunken gleam in my eyes, I still look good. I adjust the top of my dress. The girls are straining to be free. I should at least attempt to look semi-professional, even if I am halfway drunk.

The doors silently open and I step out onto the thirty-ninth floor, the lair of the beast himself. The corridor looks similar to the one on my floor, but feels more expensive, more exclusive. The carpet is newer, and there is a fresh vase of flowers on a nearby stand.

Opposite the elevator is a door marked with a number five. Next to that is a sign reading, Floor 39: Presidential Suites
. To my right are room numbers above five. To my left are room numbers below five. I turn to my left and begin walking down the corridor. The rooms here are much larger than on my floor – there are much larger gaps between doors. It takes me a good few seconds to reach room four. Then I pass room three.

Then I reach room two.

Jonathan Whitman’s suite.

I pause before the door. Collect myself. Take a few deep breaths. Make sure I’m ready. I’m ready. I’ll never be ready.

I knock on the door. It’s already open, a gap visible between the door and the frame.

I carefully, slowly, push the door open. A sudden mad thought grips me – what if I misinterpreted the number on the napkin? What if I’m drunkenly barging into someone’s hotel room while they’re in bed?

But the door swings open all the way and I see him. Jonathan Whitman. He sits on a large chair facing the door on the far side of the room, still holding a tumbler of what looks to be whiskey. The presidential suite is enormous. There’s a bedroom, a bathroom, and a living room – probably more too, but that’s all I can see from here.

‘Enter,’ he says, voice full of authority. He speaks softly but clearly. He speaks as if his every word has always resonated with its audience. He speaks with the same commanding presence as his figure.

I do as he commands and step into the room.

‘Close the door,’ he says.

I turn and push the door firmly closed.

‘Lock it,’ he says.

My shaking fingers find the key and turn it. The lock clicks softly into place. I am now trapped in here with him.

‘Come here,’ he says.

Again, I obey, as though compelled by some invisible force. I try to resist, but I can’t. There’s something about him, some primal, dominant force that I can’t possibly and up against. He is firmly in control here, and he hasn’t even done anything… yet.

I walk across the expansive room to where he waits, a king on his throne.

‘Sit,’ he says.

Yet again, I do as he tells me. I sit on a chair opposite him, practically sinking into the soft cushions. I wait in silence for a long moment. Then he lifts the tumbler to his lips, drains the liquid inside, and places the empty glass on a table to one side.

‘You impressed the board today,’ he says.

I try to speak but my throat is dry.

‘You impressed my father today,’ he says. ‘Not many people can claim to do that. But you can.’

‘Th-thank you,’ I say.

He holds up a hand to silence me. I clamp my lips shut.

‘But this leaves us with a problem,’ he says. ‘I control the board. I control the company. Therefore I control you. But you spoke out of turn today. I can’t have that.’

I bite my lip. This is it. He’s going to fire me.

‘Therefore,’ he says, ‘I need to punish you in some way.’

My eyes widen in fear. What the hell does he plan to do to me?

‘I had a lot of ideas tonight,’ he says, ‘for how to do that. How to punish you. At first, I thought I would have you downsized. Or demoted. Or transfer you to some backwoods hellhole in the middle of nowhere. But imagine my surprise when I saw what you’re wearing tonight.’

I glance down at myself. My breasts heave, barely constrained. My hands shake, the fingers laced together in my lap. I cross my bare legs.

‘That’s a lovely dress,’ he says. ‘Take it off.’

I stare at him for a moment, not sure if I heard him right.

‘Take… it… off?’ I say, repeating him, speaking slowly, as though he spoke in a foreign language.

‘The dress.’

‘My dress.’

‘Do you have trouble hearing?’ he says, eyes blazing in spite of his calm demeanour. ‘Your dress. Your lovely dress that squeezes your ass and shows off those perfect breasts of yours. I want you to take it off.’

I look all around the room, expecting a hidden camera crew to burst of a side room in fits of laughter. But they don’t. Everything is quiet. The lights of San Francisco gleam and sparkle thirty-nine stories below us, unblinking, unbroken. It’s just the two of us in this room. My hands smooth the lap of my dress, unconsciously. My heart races in my chest.

This can’t be real. This must be a joke.

But his eyes fix on me, freezing me to the spot. Heat rises to my cheeks. There’s something about the way he looks at me – about the way he’s been looking at me all day. That burning anger, that intense desire. This man is dangerous. Exactly how dangerous – I’m willing to find out.

‘Why are you still sitting there?’ he says. ‘I have given you an instruction.’

‘I don’t…’ I say, my voice trailing off. Alcohol, tension, stress, emotional turmoil, and desire, all mix together inside me, forming a heady cocktail that makes me feel as though I am floating far above the world, looking down on myself in this hotel suite.

‘You don’t what?’ he says. ‘You don’t take instruction? You don’t want to take your dress off?’

‘Yes.’

‘Katie Morgan,’ he says, fire in his eyes. ‘Employee for seven years. Recently split from a long-term boyfriend. Hardworking, diligent, worked her way up the ladder. Currently advisor to the manager for the New York office. Never uses the internet for personal reasons while at work. Never late back from lunch. Always clocks in on time. Frequently stays late if needed.’

‘You’ve looked me up,’ I say, trying to keep my voice level.

‘I know everything about you,’ he says.

‘Everything?’ I say.

‘Everything.’ He sits back in the chair, looking like a ruler surveying a kingdom. ‘Stand up.’

I hesitate for a second. His eyes flash with anger. Then I feel myself getting to my feet, once again propelled by an invisible force. My body isn’t listening to me. My body is responding to him.

‘Good,’ he says, eyes sweeping over me. ‘Now hold out your right hand.’

I do as he tells me.

‘Bring your right hand to your left shoulder strap.’

I obey him.

‘Slide your fingers under the strap.’

My fingers touch my shoulder. The skin is hot and smooth.

‘Remove the strap from your shoulder.’

I do as I am told. The strap falls away, exposing my skin to him. My heart is pounding.

‘Good,’ he says. ‘Now put your left hand under right shoulder strap and do the same.’

I raise my left hand, slide it under the strap, push it off my skin. My shoulders are exposed to him. I am acutely aware that I am not wearing a bra under this dress, an outfit that is now clinging to me with very little holding it in place.

‘Turn around,’ he says.

I turn to face the wall behind me, hands at my sides, heart racing. He stands up, walks up behind me, every footstep echoing around the room. He pauses behind me. I can feel his presence, his heat, as he stands behind me, not moving, not saying anything.

Then I feel his fingers on the zipper. He slowly, carefully, patiently unzips my dress at the back. I feel electrical tingles cross-crossing my body like lightening in a thunderstorm.

The zipper reaches the bottom. He lets go and returns to his seat.

‘Turn back,’ he says.

I turn to him, looking down at the floor, face burning. The dress is only being held up by my curves now.

‘Look at me,’ he says.

I look him in the eyes, those deep, dark eyes, filled with passion and fire.

‘Now take the dress off.’

I swallow. My fingers shake. My throat is dry. I want to run from the room, ride the elevator down a dozen stories and hide under my bed. But I know he would find me. I know whatever he has in store for me would be a hundred times worse if I tried to escape him.

I reach up and take hold of the dress. My heart is pounding louder than I’ve ever known it.

This is crazy! He can’t do this!

But he can
 do this. He is
 doing this.

I pull the top of my dress, watching his reaction as it falls away and I expose my body to him. His expression doesn’t change, but I see his hand grip the chair tighter and his lips part to let out a long, soundless sigh. The dress peels away from my body, from my breasts, revealing my hard, excited nipples and flat stomach.

‘Good,’ he says, softly.

The dress falls to the floor, exposing my legs and panties. I glance towards the large windows, expecting to see crowds of people staring at me in my underwear. But nobody is there. We’re thirty-nine floors up. All I can see are the lights of the city, far below. Nobody can see me, but the knowledge that I can see everyone else is exciting. I’ve done anything so risky before. I’ve been a wild girl, but this is all new territory for me.

‘Panties,’ he says.

My heart thumps harder than a cage fighter’s punch.

‘What?’ I say, knowing – and dreading – the answer.

‘Take them off.’

Why do I find this so exciting?

‘No,’ I say.

‘No?’ he says, eyes flashing again.

‘I won’t do it.’

‘Yes, you will. You’ll do whatever I tell you. You’ll do it because if you don’t, I will destroy you. I’ll fire you. I’ll take you to court. I’ll buy your apartment building and knock it down. You are mine. You belong to me.’

I screw my eyes shut and slip my thumbs in the waistband of my panties. Why am I even doing this? Why does he have this control over me? Why aren’t I running for the door?

‘Take them off,’ he says. ‘I won’t ask again.’

I hesitate. He gets to his feet again and storms across to me. I try to move, but my dress is around my ankles and I’ll trip. He grabs my panties in his hands and pulls – hard
. The elastic tears clean off, snapping against my ass. I flinch, completely naked before him, with all of San Francisco looking on. He holds my destroyed panties in one hand, a lacy trophy.

‘Open your mouth,’ he says.

I do as he says. He puts my panties in my mouth, gagging me.

‘Can’t have you making too much noise and upsetting the neighbours,’ he says. I stare at him with fear in my eyes and hunger in my body. How does he bring out this in me? This is wrong, this is bad… and yet…

‘Would you like me to tell you how I plan to punish you, Katie?’ he says.

I nod.

‘I am going to possess your body,’ he says, looking directly at me. He talks calmly and slowly, completely the opposite of the excitable salesman he was at the presentation earlier today. ‘I am going to make you beg. I am going to make you scream, right here, where the whole damn city can see you.’

My eyes flick towards the giant bay windows. I want to refuse, but my panties gag me. I want to step backwards, but I’ll trip. I raise my hands to defend myself, but he grabs my wrists. He’s surprisingly strong.

‘I am going to do things you’ve only dreamed about,’ he says.

He pulls me toward the bay window. I almost stumble as I step out of my dress, but he holds me upright. I try to fight him off, to push him away, but his grip is firm on me.

He spins me around to face the window. The cold glass touches my body, the surface freezing against my warm breasts. He lets go of my hands. I press my palms against the glass, trying to steady myself. I am thirty-nine stories up, pressing against a wide bay window overlooking the city at night, wearing only a pair of high heeled shoes.

Jonathan Whitman grabs me roughly from behind. One arm snakes around my body, his hand grabbing my throat firmly. The other heads south, coming to a rest at my sex. I realize for the first time how aroused I am by this experience. Not just the way he’s taking control of me – the way he summoned me to his room, made me strip for him, and the way he has me doing this in front of the whole city. My sex is burning with heat and desire. I can feel how wet I am as his fingers gently explore my folds.

‘That’s it,’ he says. ‘Just like that. Hands on the glass. Let them all see you for what you are.’

‘What am I?’ I ask, my words muffled by the panties gagging me. I fight the urge to moan at the feel of him.

‘You. Are. Mine
.’

He spreads me now with his fingers, opening my sex for the whole of San Francisco to see. There were lights flickering on in all the surrounding buildings, but I can’t see anyone looking up at us. That doesn’t mean there weren’t
 people watching us, however. There could been hundreds of people looking this way at that very moment, watching me give myself to him, watching as he carefully teases my body, manipulating my sex, making me want him.

‘Tell me,’ he says, his hot breath on my neck, ‘have you ever been punished before?’

I think back through my life and all my previous lovers. I’ve used handcuffs. I’ve experienced blindfolds. I’ve enjoyed being spanked. But I can’t say those things were ever done in punishment
.

I shake my head, biting down on the panties in my mouth to stop a moan escaping as his fingers gently swirl and tease my lips. Part of me wants to turn around and hit him. The other part of me wants to let him carry on. I don’t want this… but I don’t want to stop it, either. The way he touches me… the passion in his eyes… the feel of him against me… it doesn’t feel wrong.

‘Good,’ he says, the word almost a whisper in my ear. ‘Good. I’ve been looking forward to this since I sat in the bar and saw you in that dress. A girl like you deserves to be punished.’

I look at him in the reflection, my body gently rocking with his hand as he explores me. He keeps one hand on my throat, not squeezing or hurting me, but letting me know who is in charge. It feels possessive and dominant and I like it.

His eyes meet mine in the reflection. A cruel smile stretches his lips.

‘Would you like to know what I am going to do to you?’

Say no. Say no. Say no.

I nod and stifle another moan, biting hard into my own panties. I have to fight to keep my hands on the glass. I want to lean back into him, to run my fingers through his hair, to squeeze his bulging manhood, but I can’t. He is in total control of my body – and my mind.

‘I am going to make you scream,’ he says. ‘I want you to know that first and foremost. You are
 going to scream. I am going to make you scream. You will come for me and you will come harder than you have ever come before. I will make you beg me to let you come. Do you understand?’

I nod again. He gently slips two fingers inside me. I moan into the panties.

‘Your body is mine,’ he says, ‘for however long I want it. Nothing is off-limits. If you tell me you don’t want me to do something, believe me, I will
 do it. If you beg me not to fuck your ass… the only part of you I will
 fuck is your ass. You. Are. Mine
.’

I moan again, the sound muffled by the gag in my mouth. His fingers tease me with expert precision, carefully touching me, probing my hungry slit. My heart pounds in my chest. My body yearns for more. I want to hate him. I want him to bend me over and fuck me.

His hand gently squeezes my throat, adding to the intensity of the moment. I have never been possessed like this before, never been owned and controlled and dominated like this. A part of me can’t believe I’m letting him do this to me.

I should go. I should go I should go.

I moan again. He pressed into me from behind. I can feel his hard length against my ass, growing stronger and harder with each passing second. Again, I fight the urge to take my hand off the glass and caress him.

His fingers dance across my sex. I gasp and moan with each careful movement, feeling him probe, tease, touch, swirl and caress my intimate areas with incredible skill. It’s like he knows exactly what I want. Not even my longest boyfriend knew how to do this to me.

‘I am enjoying this,’ he says, and kisses my neck. His lips are hot enough to leave burn marks on my skin and I moan his name into the panties. He keeps kissing me as his fingers slowly build up the speed of their movements, gently bringing me closer to climax. I can already feel it building in the pit of my stomach. ‘I am enjoying you.’

I try to reply, but the gag stops me. All I can do is concentrate on breathing. Even that is starting to get harder. He gently bites my neck. The feeling of his teeth on my skin is incredible. He can do whatever he wants to me.

‘I wonder how many people are watching us right now?’ he says. ‘How many people are watching you give yourself to me?’

I don’t care. I try to look through the window, but my eyes can’t focus on anything. All I can feel are his expert fingers, getting faster and faster as they touch me. I have to fight to stay upright.

‘Are you getting close?’ he says, humour in his voice. He bites my neck again, a little harder this time.

I nod, my breath coming fast and hard now. I can feel my climax building.

‘Don’t come,’ he says. ‘Not yet. I don’t want you to come yet.’

I whimper into the gag.

‘You have to earn it,’ he says.

He carefully removes his fingers from me. My body reacts, my sex hungry for more, needing him, wanting him back inside me. I feel as though something is missing from me, like I’m somehow incomplete.

‘Turn around,’ he says.

I do as I am told. I let go of the glass and turn to face him.

‘You have to earn the right to come,’ he says.

I nod.

‘Take the panties out of your mouth.’

I take them out of my mouth and throw them on the floor.

‘On your knees,’ he says.

I slowly fall to my knees before him. The bulge in his pants is at eye level. It looks seriously impressive.

He looks down at me.

‘Take my cock out,’ he says.

I reach up to his zipper and carefully pull it down. My heart is racing. No man has ever ordered to pleasure him before, I’ve always done it because I wanted to.

I reach inside his pants and gently open the flap in his shorts, feeling the heat of his body on my fingers. I slowly grasp his shaft and lift it free of its confines.

My eyes widen as I see it for the first time. It is a magnificent cock. Easily large enough to hold with both hands. It’s thick – heavy, even – and is lined with bulging veins. The head is a dark red in color. The shaft throbs at my touch, as though drawing strength from me. My sex quivers with anticipation as I study his length. My ex-boyfriend was reasonably good in bed, but his manhood was nothing compared to this.

‘Place your hands on top of your head,’ he says.

I do as he tells me.

‘Interlace your fingers.’

Again, I obey, interlacing my fingers on top of my head.

‘Do not move your hands.’

I look up at him.

‘Is this my punishment?’ I say.

‘No,’ he says. ‘This is where you beg for leniency.’

He places his hands over mine and guides my head towards him. I open my mouth, looking up at his face as his shaft slowly passes my lips, touches my tongue. He lets out a long, satisfied breath as his member enters my mouth. I open wider than usual to fit him in. My eyes widen in surprise as his thick head touches the back of my throat and I realize that his entire length isn’t quite all the way inside my mouth.

I slowly move my head back and forth, gently getting used to his size, his taste. I stroke the underside of his shaft with my tongue and purr excitedly, sending little vibrations through his manhood.

I want to use my hands and stroke his firm shaft. I want to tease him and caress him and stroke him while I taste him. Usually my lovers let me take the lead when I’m pleasuring them, but Jonathan has pinned my hands to my head. I can only use my mouth and tongue to satisfy him. My body responds to him. I can feel my sex growing ever hotter in anticipation. If he can dominate me like this before he even takes his clothes off… what does he have planned for the rest of the night?

I’m not sure what’s crazier right now – the fact that I’m doing this, or the fact that I’m enjoying
 this. He’s authoritative, controlling, dominant. He knows what he wants from me and I have no doubts that he’s going to get it. Maybe I’ll fight back. Maybe I won’t. Either way, I don’t have much of a choice in what is going to happen tonight.

Usually I love giving blowjobs to my lovers. I love how powerful I feel when his shaft glides along my tongue. But he has somehow stripped me of this power. I’m on my knees, in front of the window, hands on my head, powerless before him. I want to pleasure myself while I taste him. I want to tease my yearning sex. I want to squeeze my firm breasts and pinch my hard nipples and push myself back the edge of release again. But Johnathan has made it very clear that I am here to please him. He will tell when it’s my turn, I’m sure.

‘Good,’ he says, talking softly, looking down at me. ‘That’s good. You want to make me happy, don’t you? You want to please me?’

I moan in the back of my throat, sending little vibrations along his shaft.

‘I want you to please me, too,’ he says, his hands still on top of mine. ‘I don’t want to punish you, but you need to be taught a lesson.’

He talks softly and firmly, now starting to rock his hips back and forth, as though gently fucking my mouth. The feeling is incredible. I am totally powerless, totally his. I feel his length almost at the back of my throat with every gentle stroke. My tongue flicks and slides and caresses his throbbing member with desperate hunger. I want more. I need more.

‘You humiliated me today,’ he says. ‘It’s only fair that I repay the favour. Everyone can see you sucking my cock right now. On your knees, sucking my cock. Where you belong.’

I moan again on his shaft. He starts to increase the speed of his thrusts.

‘Suck it harder,’ he says. ‘Suck it like you mean it. Or do you want me to punish you?’

I start to move my head back and forth now, meeting his thrusts, taking his manhood deeper into my throat with each stroke. I moan and groan and look up at him with wide eyes. Guys love that.

‘Good,’ he says. ‘Very good.’ His lips are stretched into a cruel smile as he fucks my mouth. I make little gagging sounds and his smile widens. This is what he wants. ‘Here’s what I am going to do. I am going to let you have your hands back. I will give you permission to touch me. And then I am going to count to ten. That’s how long you have to prove to me that you are sorry.’

I groan a response. I can’t speak. His thick shaft fills my mouth. It’s taking all my focus not to gag. He suddenly releases my wrists and puts his hands behind his back.

‘One,’ he says.

I spring into action like I’ve been training for this moment my whole life. One hand wraps around the base of his shaft. The other caresses his balls, lovingly, as though trying to tease them to climax.

‘Two.’

My hand slides effortlessly up and down the base of his shaft, the skin slick from my mouth. I suck frantically on the head, my eyes locked on his.

‘Three.’

I flick my tongue across the head, savouring the sweet-sour taste of him. I moan again deep in my throat.

‘Four.’

I stop caressing his balls and use two hands to stroke and squeeze his shaft. I gently suck the tip of his member, treating it like a popsicle.

‘Five.’

Halfway there and he’s not even breathing hard. I stroke his length faster and faster, desperate for his release.

‘Six.’

I suck passionately on the head of his shaft, moaning in my throat, looking up at him, stroking him. I’ve never had a man resist like this.

‘Seven.’

I keep stroking his shaft.

‘Come for me,’ I say. ‘Please!’

‘Eight.’

He speaks calmly, but I can see that he’s breathing harder.

I take him deep into my mouth, as deep as I can go. His head touches the back of my throat. I fight the reflex.

‘Nine…’

I look up at him and lean back, letting him slide out of my mouth. His shaft glistens. I stroke it a couple more times, flicking my tongue over his head.

‘Ten.’

He places a gentle hand on my forehead. I let go of his shaft and sit back. I’m overcome by disappointment. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. I feel like I’ve failed.

‘You did well,’ he says, gently stroking my hair.

‘You didn’t come,’ I say.

‘I wanted to,’ he says. ‘You were very good. That was… extremely pleasant. You have a very talented mouth.’

‘Are you going to punish me?’ I say, looking up at him with wide eyes, desperate to lean forward and take him in my mouth again.

He nods. I let out a long sigh of disappointment. My body yearns for him. He felt so rich and thick and delicious between my lips. My sex burns with desire and jealousy. I desperately want him to take me, here and now. I need to feel that red hot member parting my intimate lips and filling me up.

Johnathan calmly tucks his firm member back in his pants. I see it jabbing the fabric, trying to be free. I lick my lips.

He turns a chair around to face the window and sits in it. He pats his leg.

‘Come here,’ he says.

I crawl over to him on my hands and knees. When I’m close enough, he places a hand on the back of my neck and gently guides me. I follow the strong grip of his hand and lay across his legs, my naked ass sticking up in the air.

‘Is this how you want me?’ I say.

‘Yes,’ he says.

He trails a finger down my body, from the base of my neck to the curve of my ass. I shiver. It feels good.

‘You have a very talented mouth,’ he says. ‘I will take that into consideration.’

Then, suddenly, he lifts his hand off my ass and brings it back down again with a sharp smack
. I gasp and cry out in shock. I reach a hand around to touch my ass cheek, to try and stop it from stinging so much. He grabs my wrist with one hand and holds it tight. Then he brings his hand down on my ass again, slapping the other cheek. I cry out again and wriggle, trying to fight him, trying to get free, but I can’t.

‘This is your punishment,’ he says, and slaps my ass again with a smack
, alternating which cheek receives the blow. I wince. I’ve been spanked by guys before, but never this hard. They always ask me if I’m okay afterwards too. I don’t think this guy is going to do that. But even though the slaps on my ass hurt, they send shockwaves through my body. My sex begs for release. I yearn for more.

Smack.

‘Tell me why I am punishing you,’ he says.

Smack.

‘Because – ouch! – I upset you – ouch!’

Smack.

‘And how did you upset me?’

Smack.

‘I was – ouch! – I was rude and spoke out of turn.’

Smack.

‘And what did you do?’

Smack.

‘I embarrassed you.’

Smack.

And?’

Smack.

‘I won’t do it again.’

Smack.

‘No, you won’t.’

Smack.

I cry out again.

Then he stops spanking me.

‘You’ve hurt my hand,’ he says. ‘Kiss it better.’

He puts his hand in front of my face. I kiss it tenderly, lovingly, slowly. I gently kiss the red palm. I lick the digits. I suck each finger in turn.

‘Is that better?’ I say.

He lifts his hand above my ass again.

‘Is that better what
?’ he says.

‘Is that better – sir?’

He lowers his hand and gently caresses my tender ass cheeks. They throb and sting from the spanking. The simultaneous feeling of pain and pleasure is a heady mixture. A naughty thrill spreads through my body; the feeling of enjoying something I shouldn’t.

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘My hand feels much better now. Thank you.’

That’s the first time he’s said something nice to me since I pushed open the door. How long ago was it since I was sat in the bar? It feels like a lifetime ago.

I feel like a different woman.

‘I want you to sit on my lap,’ he says. ‘Face the window. Let everyone see.’

I carefully do as he instructs, turning to the window, looking out over the dark city. I lower myself gingerly into his lap, my ass throbbing as I put weight on it.

‘Lean back into me,’ he says.

I do, pressing into him, my head leaning against his shoulder. He shifts his weight and leans down beneath me. With a careful movement, he frees his throbbing manhood again. I feel it spring up against my inner thigh. Once again, I get a naughty thrill. His hands move again, snaking around my body. One squeezes and kneads my breasts. The other reaches up and gently squeezes my throat. I let out a soft moan at the feeling. What is it about having my body controlled by this man that drives me wild?

He adjusts his position beneath me, carefully moving his legs. He hooks his knees beneath mine and gently parts my legs, opening me wide in front of the window, where the whole city can see me. I’ve never been so turned on in my whole life. Before this, the naughtiest thing I’ve done was that time I gave an ex-boyfriend a blowjob in the park. This is something else entirely. If you had told me last week that I would be doing this – not just spreading my naked body before a hotel window, but all
 of this – I would have laughed. Now I’m here, naked and on display from the top of a San Francisco hotel, and I feel totally at peace. I feel like I was meant to be here. This is all part of my punishment and I accept it.

Oh, God, do I accept it!

Jonathan shifts his position beneath me. His delicious thickness stands tall and proud, gently pressing into my sex, his purple head brushing against my intimate lips. It takes all my willpower to stay where I am. I want to take him inside me, right now. I am desperate to feel him pushing into my aching sex. I have never been so desperate, so hungry, for a man to enter me as I am right now.

‘Oh, God,’ I moan, leaning back into him, feeling his strong hands on my throat and my breasts, ‘please, sir, please
…’

‘Yes?’

‘Please fuck me.’

‘Are you sorry?’

‘Yes, sir. I’m so sorry. So very sorry. It will never happen again.’

‘Good,’ he says. ‘I want you to guide me inside you. I want you to make me believe that you’re sorry.’

I reach down with my right hand and grasp his firm, hot member. It feels so thick and strong in my hand. The skin is still slick and slippery from my mouth. I feel a shiver of anticipation trickle through me. I adjust his length carefully, bringing it in line with my sex, and wait for permission.

‘You may begin,’ he says.

His hands gently make their way down my body, coming to rest at my hips. I slowly, softly, carefully, position his thick head against my wet entrance. My intimate lips are burning with heat and desire. His manhood feels like a flaming brand against my body.

I gently lean forward and take his length inside. The thick head of his shaft slowly pushes inside my sex, opening my entrance, stretching me wider than I expected. I close my eyes and moan and sigh his name as he gently guides my body with his strong hands on my hips. The world fades away around us. I could be in a four seasons hotel in San Francisco, or I could be in a broom closet in Siberia. I could be on the moon for all I care. Right now, my entire world is the man sitting beneath me, slowly, gently, effortlessly gliding his thick, pulsing cock inside me. There could be thousands of people staring up at us right now, watching me give myself to him. I don’t care. I couldn’t stop even if a meteor was falling from the sky right now. I need this. I need him
. The strong, tough man who controls me and tells me what to do and makes me need his touch. I had no idea what a real man could be like.

Until now.

‘That’s good, Katie,’ he says from behind me, his voice heavy with passion. ‘You feel fantastic. Tight.’

I moan for him, unable to form words right now. My mind has completely shut down. I can’t think straight. All I know is that I need more
.

I sink down into him, pressing my tender ass cheeks into his lap, until I feel his entire length fill me completely. I let out a long, passionate moan of pleasure at the sensation and lean back into him, my head on his shoulder, and I gaze up at the ceiling.

His hands roam my body again, his exploring fingers sending little jolts of arousal through my skin. I’m breathing hard as my muscles tighten involuntarily, trying to keep his shaft buried inside me. I feel one of his hands reach my breasts and gently squeeze the firm mound of flesh. His other hand snakes south, across my stomach, until it arrives at my cleft. I gasp as his fingers carefully probe my sex, finding the firm mound of flesh beneath my intimate folds.

‘I believe I gave you an order?’ he says, gently moving his finger in a gentle circular motion on my cleft. I cry out with the intensity of the feeling and lean forward again, pushing myself upright with my hands on the seat.

I gently lift my body up, my feet still on the floor, and I feel his length slowly sliding down, the thick head brushing against the inner walls of my sex as it does. I moan again, wanting to tell him how good he feels, how much I love his cock inside me, but I can’t find the words. The only sound that escapes my lips is a low oh
 of raw sexual delight.

‘You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?’ he says. I hear cruel humor in his voice. His hands again find their way to my hips and he gently uses his strength to guide my body as I begin my slow descent back into his lap.

‘Y-yes,’ I say, able to gasp out the word between moans.

‘You’re not here to be pleased,’ he says. ‘You’re here to please me.’

His grip tightens on my hips and he pushes me down, hard, into his lap. The impact forces his length deeper inside me.

‘Oh, fuck
!’ I say.

I lift myself up again, moaning as his member glides along my burning sex, and lower myself. The feeling is one of purest, explosive pleasure. He fills me completely. I can feel his shaft throb and pulse inside me. I love the feel of his strong hands on my hips, pulling me down into him, pushing his manhood deeper inside me with every stroke.

I gently build up my pace, slowly reaching a steady rhythm. My body is crying out for more, to have him take me and enter me. I know I can’t keep going much longer. It’s too much. He’s too big. The pressure building inside me is too intense…

‘Sir,’ I say, the word escaping my lips in a breathy gasp, ‘I’m going to come…’

‘Did I give you permission to come?’ he says.

‘N-no, sir,’ I say, gasping, moaning, trying to fight to stay in control, feeling the climax welling up from deep within me.

‘You may come,’ he says.

His words act like a starter pistol on my entire body. The climax explodes outwards from the very core of my being, long, loud, and powerful. I cry out his name. My hands grip the chair. My body clenches and releases and convulses. I feel my vagina muscles tighten and grip around his shaft. I gasp and take a huge gulp of air, like I’ve just surfaced from beneath the waves. The whole time, he keeps gently guiding me with his strong hands, keeping my body moving up and down on his length. My climax doesn’t exactly subside. Like a large wave preparing to crash against the shore, I feel my climax quell for a brief second, before it rears up and washes over me a second time, even larger than before. A long, powerful moan of primal pleasure escapes my throat, a wordless, formless cry of purest ecstasy. My legs twitch. My fingers grip the chair. My toes curl. I close my eyes and see stars. He stops moving me up and down. I sit in his lap, feeling my burning sex grip his thick shaft, and slowly come down to earth. It feels like my entire body is on fire. His breath touches the back of my neck and I shudder. His fingers grip my hips and I shudder. His manhood throbs inside me and I shudder.

‘Oh, God
,’ I say, in a passionate sigh. ‘That… was…’ My voice trails off. I can’t find the words to describe what just happened between us.

‘Can you stand?’ he says. For the first time, I sense concern in his voice.

He gently cups his hands under my ass and lifts me up. I moan again as his length slowly slides out of me. It’s a strange feeling. On the one hand, I know my body can’t take any more. On the other hand, I feel empty without it.

I carefully rise to my feet, standing naked, proud and exhausted in front of the windows. My knees buckle and I pitch forward, but Jonathan catches me. His strong hands grab me and hold me steady. He stands up behind me, his length touching my ass, still wet and slick from my climax.

I turn to face him as he stands over me. He looks so calm, so serene, so perfectly at ease. If it wasn’t for the thin sheen of sweat glistening on his brow, you would never know that he had just given me the biggest, most intense orgasm of my life.

‘Can you walk?’ he says.

My knees are weak. If he lets go, I might fall to the floor in a crumpled heap. I shake my head. I can barely stand on my own right now. I’ve never felt like this before. Is this what sex is supposed to feel like?

He leans down behind me. He slips one arm behind my knees. The other braces my shoulders. Before I’m even aware of what is happening, he scoops me into his arms and lifts me up. He holds me to his bare chest, lifting me like a new born baby. I look up at him. He smiles down at me. For the first time, his smile is not cruel or icy. It is warm, caring. He carries me across the hotel room, away from the window. I watch the ceiling, wondering how many people watched us have sex in the chair. I hope they enjoyed it as much as I did.

The next thing I feel is soft, thick bed covers in my back as he lays me horizontally across the enormous bed. I feel like I could sleep for a week right now, but he looks down at me and I see his thick manhood standing tall and proud, the purple head slick and shiny with my juices and I know he isn’t finished with me yet.

‘Please,’ I say.

‘Please what
?’

‘Please, sir,’ I say. ‘Please be gentle. I can’t take any more.’

He smiles at me again, this time with an icy edge to the warmth. He leans down over me. He gently slips his hands beneath me and lifts, rolling me onto my front. I am face down on the thick bed, my arms out in front of me, my tingling ass exposed to him.

I feel the bed shift as he climbs up behind me. His strong hands grasp my ankles and gently part my legs, exposing my wet and aching sex once more. I’m breathing hard, partly due to exhaustion, partly due to excitement. He’s already fucked me harder and more thoroughly than any other man I’ve ever slept with, and he’s still able to go for more.

‘I am going fuck you,’ he says. ‘And I am going to come inside you.’

I nod. I know I should insist on protection, but I want it. I want to feel him climax. I want to feel the heat of his love inside me.

‘Good,’ he says.

He climbs over me. Gets into position. He is leaning down over me, his powerful arms pressing down into the bed. I feel his thick head pressing forward, touching my entrance again. I let out a soft moan and lift my hips to let him in. He presses forward. My soft moan becomes a sharp, breathy gasp as he fills me all over again. I am exhausted. Spent. Empty. All I can do is let him inside and grip onto the bed with my fingers.

From this position and this angle, his thick head touches new parts of me. I feel it against the inner walls of my sex, pressing into me in new, thrilling places.

‘Oh, holy shit,’ I say. ‘Sir… that feels amazing…’

I hear him give a soft laugh. He begins to gently rock back and forth, thrusting into me with his hips. I see the veins standing out on his strong forearms as he supports his weigh. I breathe and moan into the bed as he slowly quickens his pace, pumping my aching, dripping sex again and again in long, smooth strokes. He softly sighs my name and my body tingles.

I turn my head as much as I can towards him. He is smiling at me. I moan his name as his length gently fills me up. I’ve never met this man before today, but this feels so natural, so right. I feel like I was put on earth for this very moment, to experience this pleasure. I was made for him and he was made for me.

‘Please, sir,’ I say. ‘Please come in me. I want you to come in me.’

‘Do you deserve my come?’ he says.

‘Yes! Oh, God, yes!’ I say.

The pressure is building inside me again. I can feel it. This time, there is no stopping it. There is no controlling it. This feels like a wildfire coursing through my body, overtaking everything in its path. I stop thinking. I can only focus on my ragged, heavy breathing. I turn my face back to the bed, letting it muffle and hide my moans.

He rocks back and forth harder now, his body slapping into mine, sending little ripples across my ass with each impact. My body rocks each time and my moans become steadily louder.

‘Please!’ I say again, begging him. ‘Please! I can’t…’

My breath catches in my throat. My body tightens and tenses once more. Then the wildfire overtakes me completely. I feel it engulf me, the pressure exploding out of every pore at once in a massive burst of orgasmic pleasure. I grab hold of the bed, my knuckles turning white. I scream his name, the sound muffled by the bed. My toes curl. I bite the bed covers.

He thrusts harder now. Faster. Deeper. Filling me more and more. His body slamming against my ass harder and harder, overtaken by the need for release.

‘I’m close, Katie,’ he says.

‘Yes!’ I say, my teeth still clamped around the bed covers. I lift my hips higher, offering myself up to him, needing him to come deep inside me.

For a long, breathless moment, the world seems to slow down around me. My breath is hot on the bed covers clamped between my teeth. My heart races in my chest. My back is arched, hips raised, body ready. His long, smooth thrusts fill me, his thick head almost reaching the entrance to my womb. He takes one hand off the bed and places it on the back of my neck in a firm, controlling way. I love it.

Then he gasps. I feel his cock twitch and pulse and jerk upwards inside me and a spray of hot, thick come launches from his head. I feel it splash and crash against my inner walls, coating everything. It feels red-hot and syrupy inside me. He continues thrusting as his cock twitches twice more, sending smaller plumes of semen deep into my body. I feel our juices mixing and mingling, coating his shaft, trickling through my sex. My body rocks and shudders.

His thrusts come slower now, more gently than before. The passionate fire that consumed us withers and fades, leaving hot embers in its wake. My body relaxes. I stop biting the covers. My hips sink back to the bed and I feel his shaft slowly withdraw. This time I don’t feel empty as he pulls out.

Jonathan lets go of the back of my neck. He plants a gentle, tender kiss on my back, between my shoulder blades. I let out a contented sigh.

He lays on the bed next to me on his back. I watch his chest rise and fall. I watch the smile spread over his face. He rolls on his side, facing me.

‘Did I please you, sir?’ I say.

‘You did,’ he says. ‘You did very well, Katie.’

‘Thank you, sir.’

He reaches out a hand and gently rubs my shoulder in a surprisingly intimate manner.

‘I think this is going to work very well,’ he says.

‘What will, sir?’ I say, voice thick with exhaustion and confusion.

‘You and I,’ he says. ‘Working together.’

I frown. I’m flying to the other side of the country tomorrow morning. I’ll probably never see this man again.

‘What do you mean?’ I say, before quickly adding, ‘sir
.’

‘My father was very impressed by your proposals,’ he says. ‘He wants to form a team to spearhead your cost-saving initiative across the whole company. And he wants you to lead it.’

My brain can’t process what it’s hearing right now.

‘Huh?’ I say.

‘You’re being promoted,’ he says. ‘As of next Monday, you report to our head office here in the city.’

‘Me?’ I say. This can’t be right. He must be pranking me. This has got to be a cruel joke.

His hand gently moves down my body, sending warm little waves through my skin.

‘Yes, you,’ he says. ‘And you’ll be reporting to me… personally
.’

‘I’ll be… working for you?’ I say.

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘We’ll be working very
 closely together.’

I have no idea how to handle this. A few hours ago, I was getting drunk a hotel bar, certain that I was going to be fired. Now I’m being promoted to work for the CEO’s son, the very man who just had sex with me. I shift my hips. I can still feel his hot spend, trickling around my sex. I swallow nervously.

‘It’s a lot to take in,’ I say. ‘I’ll have to move.’

‘The company will help you,’ he says. ‘You can stay in this hotel until you find a place.’

‘What about…’ I say, trying to phrase my question as delicately as possible, ‘what about us? What about this?’

‘I want to see you again,’ he says. His hand reaches the small of my back. ‘I’m hoping you’ll accept the offer. I would enjoy having you work beneath me.’

His hand follows the curve of my ass. I exhale softly.

‘I think I would like that, too,’ I say.

He smiles. It is a bright, genuine smile.

‘But what do I call you?’ I say. ‘You know, around the office?’

His smile widens. He leans towards me and gently kisses my shoulder.

‘The same thing you’ll call me outside the office,’ he says. ‘You call me sir
.’

###


Book 2:

Following His Orders


Come on, Katie, you can do it.

I look up at the towering office block in front of my, shielding my eyes from the bright morning sun. My hand shakes with tension. I’m beyond nervous – butterflies are running an assault course in my stomach – but I can’t show it. This is the head office in San Francisco, the building operated by the company CEO… and his son. I can’t afford to be nervous now. Showing nerves is weakness and weakness is certain doom.

My gaze sweeps over the building, from the gleaming silver letters of the company name at the top, all the way down to the revolving door to the lobby at the base. I take a breath and try to calm myself down, but it doesn’t help. The last time I stood in front of this building, I was preparing to make a presentation to the CEO and the board. This time, I’m preparing for my first day serving directly under the CEO’s son, the second-in-command for the whole company. I am Katie Morgan, Head of Saving Money… or whatever they choose to call me.

Am I feeling so nervous because of the position I’m in? Or because of the man I will be working under?

When I think about him
, the butterflies in my stomach complete their assault course and go back to the start for another round.

Him.

Jonathan Whitman. The CEO’s son. The second most powerful man in the company, and my new boss. I haven’t seen him since… the night he claimed me for himself.

****

The first time I met Jonathan Whitman was two weeks ago. It was here, in this very building. I gave the last presentation of the day. When it was over, he asked a question and somehow that lead to the two of us having – not an argument, I guess – a strong disagreement. His father sided with me, and that put me directly in Whitman Junior’s sights. I still lay awake at nights thinking about what happened next.

Jonathan Whitman found me in my hotel as I drank my sorrows away. He summoned me to his room. He told me that I needed to be punished for embarrassing him. He ordered me to strip for him, right there in front of the windows, where anyone could have seen me. He forced me… well, maybe forced
 is the wrong word, he didn’t force
 me to do anything. He ordered me to do things and I did them without hesitation. I don’t know why I felt compelled to do the things he commanded, but I followed his every order.

I still feel the heat in my cleft when I remember that night. The things he did to me. The things he made me do. The way he controlled me, possessed my body and spirit, and never once raised his voice or got rough with me. He controlled me with his words, with his presence. He made me undress before him, in front of the window where the entire city could see. He made me pleasure him with my mouth by those same windows. Then he made me ride him in a chair, with all of San Francisco watching me rise and fall on his thick shaft, my legs open for all the world to see. He claimed me for his own that night in every way possible, even throwing me on the bed and pounding me from behind until he finally climaxed. Everything that happened on that night was at his command and I loved every intensely erotic second of it. No man has ever controlled me, dominated me, possessed me, so completely as he did that night. The things he made me do… the things he did to me… I felt the warm glow of good sex for days afterward. I felt the heat of his member and the sweet stickiness of his semen inside me for a week.

But once it was over, he told me to go back to my own room. Hours of intense, passionate, erotic pleasure, and I woke up alone, confused, hungover, and feeling sore. I haven’t seen or spoken to Jonathan Whitman since that night.

****

Here I stand, on the edge of the next chapter of my life. The voice in my head says that this is a mistake. I should not have agreed to this. I should have stayed back in my tiny regional office New York, or quit the company, or tried to sue for inappropriate behavior. I’ve never had a one-night stand, let alone with someone I work for. I’ve never let a man do half
 the things Jonathan did to me that night. And now I’m going to be working directly under him. This must be the definition of insanity.

I take a breath and walk around the side of the building, pacing back and forth in the little alley. It’s dark and cool and covered in shadow, as the building blocks the morning sunlight. If I was a smoker, this would be the perfect time to take a drag. My hands shake violently. Maybe I should start smoking right now. Maybe it would calm the nerves. Maybe all those people you see smoking outside office buildings are trying to settle nerves because they had sex with their bosses.

What am I most nervous about?

The question keeps bugging me. Am I nervous because of the sudden, unexpected and shocking promotion to a newly-created department that I will be overseeing? Or are these nerves because every time I call Jonathan Whitman sir
, it will remind me how I gasped out the word while begging him to fuck me harder?

A little of both, I guess.

I take another long, deep breath to try and steady myself. It doesn’t work. The air in the alley stinks of trash and rotting garbage. I cough and walk back around to the front of the building.

The streets are steadily growing busier. Older people in business wear and younger people wearing ironic ‘fashionable’ clothes bustle back and forth. Food vendors sell warm breakfasts from carts. Everybody looks down at the floor. Everybody looks like they have a case of the Mondays.

I start walking towards the revolving door at the base the building – my
 building, I remind myself – and try to steel my nerves. It doesn’t help. I want to stop and think and have one last chance to back out and run back to my newly-rented apartment, but I can’t. I’m now part of the moving sea of people, a mass of humanity surging along the sidewalk. I can’t break away from the pack. There is nowhere for me to run. Some of the crowd break away, making a beeline directly for the revolving door. I am swept along with them like a raft on a storm sea. I am dragged along with the tide, slowly nearing the revolving door, the spinning entrance to my destiny. I can’t stop. I can’t escape. I can’t run.

I step into an empty section of the door and step carefully through, my heart pounding, hands shaking, breathing hard. I feel like I’m underwater, desperately swimming toward the sun, my chest burning from holding my breath so long.

Then it’s all over.

I step into the main lobby. Take three steps. Pause. People stream past me from the revolving door, heading to the barrier entrance on the far end of the lobby. Running along the wall to my left is a reception desk, with a young woman sitting behind it, smiling blankly at everyone as they pass her. I’m the only person standing still in the lobby. Everyone else is moving quickly toward the barrier, toward the offices. They swipe their passes and the barrier opens one by one.

I walk over to the reception desk and wait for the woman on the other side to look away from her computer screen. After a few seconds, she turns her gaze toward me, that blank smile on her lips. I open my mouth to talk. The phone on her desk rings. She holds up a finger and answers the phone. I close my mouth again and lean against the elegant wood frame of the front desk.

The woman behind the desk talks into the phone quietly, nodding in agreement with the person on the other end of the line. I glance around the lobby, watching people walk quickly across the smooth floor, studying the swipe passes they scan over at the barrier to access the offices.

‘Katie?’

I turn back to the woman at the desk. She puts the phone back in its cradle and looks at me with a pinched face.

‘Yeah,’ I say, ‘hi I’m Katie.’

You idiot! Of course she knows that.

‘Mister Whitman is expecting you,’ she says. ‘He says you’re late.’

My eyes widen and I feel the bottom fall out of my stomach. I check my watch.

‘Am I?’ I say. ‘It’s not even eight thirty…’

‘He says you were to report to him at eight exactly.’

‘I didn’t know that,’ I say, my voice weak and pathetic.

‘You are to take the executive elevator straight to the top floor.’

‘Okay,’ I say.

The woman holds out a swipe pass.

‘Use this to pass through the barrier.’

I take the pass in trembling fingers.

‘Is he…’ I say, trying to form the words, ‘is he mad at me for being late?’

The girl smiles but doesn’t say anything. She politely waits for me to leave.

I turn toward the barrier, the entrance to the building and get swept up in the rush of people – no, not people, my new colleagues – as the mass of people wash across like the lobby like a wave. I have no time to be nervous. Before I know it, I’m standing before the barrier. I swipe my pass over the little black card reader.

The card reader emits a loud beep and flashes a small red light. The barrier doesn’t move. I swipe again. Another beep. Another red flash. The barrier still doesn’t move.

There are people behind me waiting to pass through the barrier. I can feel their irritated stares on my back. My cheeks start to burn. I swipe the card again, but the machine beeps and flashes at me a third time.

‘I’m sorry!’ I say to the man standing behind, a large, middle aged-man with thick eyebrows and quivering jowls. ‘It’s not accepting my pass!’

The other barriers open and close quickly and efficiently, allowing people through. Some of the people standing behind me move to one side impatiently and pass through the other barriers. The man behind me purses his lips, making his jowls quiver in annoyance. I would find it funny if I weren’t so mortified.

‘Try it again,’ he says in an irritated voice.

I swipe the card again. Still nothing happens. The man behind sighs impatiently. I feel my cheeks turning red. A security guard steps up, pushing through the flow of people filtering through the other barriers.

‘There a problem here, miss?’ he says, eyeing me with suspicion. His hands hang loose at his side, but I notice his pepper spray holster is open and ready. For a second, I wonder how many crazy women try and break into the office every week for the security guard to require pepper spray.

‘My pass,’ I say, holding it up. ‘It’s not being accepted.’

The guard holds out his hand. I give him the pass, my cheeks still reddening, feeling like a school girl caught passing notes in class. He inspects the pass carefully, one eyebrow raised, his lips pursed. Behind me, the large man with the jowls sighs again and shifts his weight from one foot to the other. I get the feeling the man is too large to easily back out of the barrier stall and use another entrance.

The guard’s eyes flick across the pass, then my face, then the pass once more. He nods slowly.

‘Looks alright to me,’ he says.

‘I hope so,’ I say, trying to make light of the situation, ‘I’ve only just received it.’

The guard hands my pass back. He removes his own security tag, leans over the barrier, and swipes it across the card reader. The light flicks green and the barrier opens, almost hitting the security guard in the arm as he pulls back.

‘Thank you so much!’ I say in hushed tones as I pass him. My cheeks are red and people are staring at me. I try to ignore them and brush a strand of hair behind my ear as though I don’t feel completed humiliated right now.

My first day on the job and I’m thirty minutes late. My first day on the job and everyone saw me get stuck behind the barrier. My first day on the job and I’m already wondering what the hell I’m doing.

I step into the elevator with a dozen other people and press for the top floor, the executive floor. I feel eyes on the back of my head. People wondering who I am and why I’m going to the top floor. Maybe they’re thinking I’m some sort of assistant. Maybe they think I’m delivering a message. I glance at myself in the reflection, hoping I’m dressed appropriately for my job. I’ve chosen a plain, knee-length black dress with a red belt and red shoes, with pantyhose covering my legs. My hair is tied back in a ponytail. The dress covers my cleavage, but hugs my body nicely. I’ve tried to strike a balance between ‘approachable’ and ‘professional’.

The elevator rises through the building. People get on, people get off. I try to wear a fixed, neutral expression, something vaguely friendly, but not too memorable. Nobody looks twice at me.

Soon, I’m the only one left in the elevator. Everyone else has gotten off at previous floors. It’s just me and my reflection, rising through the building. My heart thunders in my chest. Blood rushes through my ears. I can’t hear anything. I take a long, slow breath. My fingers shake.

Two weeks ago, Jonathan Whitman made me his slut.

Now I’m working on the same floor as him.

****

The doors softly ping
 open. Beyond them is a large reception area, with a high ceiling and dark floors so polished they reflect the lights hanging from the ceiling. The walls are panelled in oak.

I step out of the elevator. The doors softly close behind me. I am now trapped on the executive floor. My shoes click
 and clack
 on the floor, loud enough to echo. There are doors along the corridor. All of them are closed. I followed the corridor along, and see a reception desk at the far end of the cavernous space. A young black woman sits behind the desk. She’s extremely beautiful and slim, wearing a sleek deep blue dress. She looks like exactly the kind of woman I’d expect to be hired by high-level business executives to handle visitors to their floor.

‘Good morning,’ she says, rising from behind the desk. She steps around the desk and approaches me with one perfectly manicured hand held out to me. I take it. Her skin is soft and warm. I notice that she wears high heels. They tap on the floor with every step. She smiles at me. ‘You must be Katie.’

‘Yes, I am,’ I say, feeling very plain and underdressed next to this woman.

‘So glad you could make it,’ she says. She releases my hand and turns, gesturing for me to follow. She begins walking down a corridor to one side, heading deeper into the floor. ‘How are you now? Have you found a place to live?’

‘No,’ I say, wondering how this woman knows so much about me. ‘I’m holed up the hotel right now, with all my stuff in storage.’

‘Pleasant change of pace, though,’ she says. ‘Living in a hotel, I mean.’

‘Yes,’ I say. I don’t mention that I’m staying in the same hotel as last time. The hotel owned by Jonathan Whitman. The same hotel where I spread my legs in front of the windows while he fucked me.

‘It’s a lovely hotel, isn’t it?’ she says, with a knowing smile.

‘Yes,’ I say. Apparently, I don’t need to say anything. I hope to God she doesn’t know any more than that.

She stops in front of a door at the far end of the corridor. This door, like all the others, is made of sturdy oak. It’s closed, with a thin gold plaque bearing the name of the man I’ve dreaded meeting for the past two weeks.

Jonathan Whitman, COO.

‘He’s been expecting you,’ the lady says, her hands clasped together in front of her.

I take a moment and steel myself. This is it. The moment I’ve avoided thinking about ever since the morning I woke up alone in bed, with his thick come trickling out of my slit, into the sheets.

‘What mood is he in?’ I say, whispering.

She looks at me with a quizzical expression.

‘Is he happy?’ I say. ‘Mad?’

She smiles and knocks on the door.

‘Yes,’ comes the response, muffled by the thick wood.

The woman gestures towards the door, waiting for me to enter. I give a half-smile and reach out to the door handle. My fingers shake. My heart hammers against my ribs.

The door bursts open from within and Jonathan Whitman stands in the doorway, looking down at me, an expression of displeasure on his face. He wears a smart black suit and a pale blue shirt, with a deep blue tie. Somehow the colors make his steely eyes seem even harder.

‘Katie,’ he says. ‘Glad you could finally join us.’

I open my mouth. Try to think of a response. Can’t. Close my mouth.

‘Thank you, Lauren,’ he says.

The beautiful black woman smiles at him – and not just a polite smile, but a knowing
 smile, the kind of smile a woman makes when she has a secret. Lauren smiles knowingly and nods politely and walks away. I hear her retreating footsteps click
ing and clack
ing back along the corridor.

Now it’s just the two of us. Jonathan and Me.

‘Come in,’ Jonathan says. He steps aside and holds the door open, gesturing with his other hand for me to enter the office.

I walk past him, trying to keep my face neutral. I pass just an inch away from him. My heart races. I step quickly into his office and pause. The room is large, designed to impress visitors with its comfort and opulence. It’s a wide room, with bookshelves and maps along the wall nearest the corridor. The opposite wall is taken up with enormous windows that overlook San Francisco. The windows are almost the size of the wall itself. A chill runs through me when I remember the last time he and I looked out a large window across the city.

The focal point of the room is an enormous desk at the far end. The wall behind the desk is covered with certificates, photographs of Jonathan and his father, Whitman Senior, and a shelf covered by various trophies and awards. The desk is neat and uncluttered, with a computer to one side so that people can talk with obstruction. There are two large visitor chairs opposite the desk and a large leather couch at the far end of the room. This feels like a space that is more lived-in that a home.

‘Take a seat,’ he says, closing the door. ‘Let’s get started.’

I sit on the edge of one large, padded seat facing the desk. I don’t want to allow myself to feel comfortable in this office.

He walks across the office, slowly drawing closer to me. Every footstep is like a drumbeat. My heart races faster with each one.

‘How are you?’ he asks, from behind me.

The question catches me off-guard. I stammer for a second before I find the right words.

‘F-fine,’ I say. ‘I’m sorry if I’m late. I thought eight thirty was…’

‘We’ll discuss that later,’ he says, stepping around behind the desk. He sits like a king on a throne and places his hands on the desk, palms down, one on top of the other. He fixes me with that cold, arrogant gaze. ‘There will be a punishment for your lateness, naturally.’

I grip my knees tight.

‘Punishment?’ I say, my voice weak.

‘We’ll discuss that later,’ he says. ‘For now, we need to get you set up on the system and up to speed. My father has a copy of the presentation you gave last time. He is very keen to get your ideas in place. In fact, he wanted to set you a target of saving the company two thousand dollars in the next quarter.’

My heart skips a beat. Holy shit, seriously?

‘But I upped him to three thousand,’ he says, and that cruel, calculating smile spreads across his lips once more.

‘What happens if I don’t manage that?’ Even though I ask the question, I already know the answer.

‘We’ll decide on your punishments later,’ he says.

I look him in the eye, trying to hold my gaze level, trying to project an air of confidence and power.

I won’t let you push me around.

‘Is that why I’m here?’ I say. ‘For you to have your way with me?’

His face hardens.

‘You are here to do a job,’ he says, ‘to the best of your ability. Don’t take it for granted. And definitely don’t try to resist me.’

‘Resist you?’

‘I am in control here,’ he says. He rises to his feet, leaning over the desk, looking down at me with his cold, clear eyes. ‘Make no mistake about that, Katie. I want something, I get it. I command something, it happens. You remember what happened last time I told you what I wanted.’

I have a vivid recollection of being face down on a bed, my legs spread wide, his member buried deep inside my dripping sex as he climaxed.

‘I remember,’ I say.

‘Good,’ he says, and that cruel smile reappears on his face again.

I won’t let you push me around.

‘We’re not doing that again,’ I say. ‘I am not having sex with you. I shouldn’t have done that. I was… drunk. I was weak. Not again.’

‘But you liked it.’ Not a question. A statement.

I look away from his face, at the framed photos and certificates on the wall behind him. My cheeks burn with humiliation. Yes, I liked it. I loved it. Jonathan Whitman fucked me better, longer, harder and deeper than any man I’ve ever been with before. He dominated my body and my mind. He made me get on my knees and pleasure him with my mouth while he counted down from ten. He made me beg to let him come. And I did it all with a smile, because I wanted to do it.

I won’t let you push me around.

‘We’re at work,’ I say, keeping my tone level and civilised. ‘That happened in a hotel room. Not here. It’s not appropriate. Do I need to make a complaint with HR?’

He blinks, flinching like I’ve just pulled a gun. It’s the first time I’ve seen anything resembling weakness from him. I cheer internally. Finally, a victory for Katie!

Jonathan leans along his desk. He presses the intercom button on his phone. It hisses for a second, then I hear Lauren’s voice, distorted through the speaker, as she answers.

‘Lauren,’ he says, ‘would you come here for a moment? Bring the toolkit with you.’

He clicks off and stands next to the desk, hands clasped together behind his back. He looks at me with a cool, level gaze. He isn’t smiling anymore.

Silence descends between us like a heavy fog. I still grip my knees to stop my hands from shaking. I’m trying to figure out what exactly this toolkit
 is that Lauren is bringing. I’m imagining something painful and unpleasant. He strikes me as the type of man to have a box of dangerous tools to hand in an office.

After a long, awkward moment in silence, the door opens and Lauren enters. She walks past me and stands next to Jonathan, holding a black, black, leather attaché briefcase in one perfectly manicured hand, the kind of case spies use in the old movies.

‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘Katie here needs a short lesson in office politics. You don’t mind, do you?’

‘Not at all, sir,’ she says. Her voice is eager. Keen. Hungry.

He places the case on the desk, opening facing in my direction, and clicks both locks open. He lifts the lid, making sure I can see what’s inside. The contents of the case are different to what I had imagined. The ‘tools’ within are not hammers or drills or knives or any of the horrifying things I had imagined a few minutes ago.

Inside the case are items I recognise from the shelves of various adult stores I’ve passed through in my life. Whips. Paddles. Ball gags. Blindfolds. Handcuffs. There looks to be more inside the case, but I can’t see the next layer. Some lay on the bottom of the case. The whips and the paddles are secured to the top half of the case by a leather strap, staring out at me. My eyes widen in shock. I catch Lauren looking at me and see her smile grow wider.

‘Would you care to select a tool, Lauren?’ he says, gesturing to the open briefcase.

Lauren leans over the case, a smile on her face. She extends on slender arm and reaches inside. She searches through the case with her perfectly manicured fingers, looking for something I can’t see. Then, as though she hadn’t seen them already, she reaches up, takes hold of one of the paddles, and gently frees it from behind the strap.

She wears that wide, knowing
 smile again as she hands Jonathan the paddle, handle first.

‘Very well,’ he says. ‘Get in position.’

Lauren pushes the briefcase along the desk, clearing a space. As she does, she lays her top half along the smooth wood, bent at ninety degrees, her perfect ass angled toward Jonathan.

I get a strange feeling in my stomach. Like I know exactly what is about to happen, but I can’t stop it or look away.

Lauren looks straight at me. She bites her bottom lip in anticipation. Her hands slide back along the desk, to her hips. She takes hold of the bottom of her deep blue dress and she lifts it up. The material rises like a curtain on stage, exposing her legs. Her thighs. Her perfect ass. I swallow uncomfortably as I realize that she isn’t wearing any panties.

‘I believe in discipline,’ he says. He stands next to Lauren’s bare ass, the paddle held in one hand, his eyes fixed on my face. I can only watch. I’m rooted to the spot, unable to move. ‘I believe that nothing is impossible if a team works together. If you want something, and you work hard, you get it. Sometimes, however, you need a little discipline to make sure everyone is working hard.’

He raises the paddle, then swings back down. The smooth, flat surface of the paddle connects with Lauren’s bare ass, hard. The dull, wet smack
 echoes around the room, reverberating in my ears. Lauren’s ass ripples with the impact. She gasps and a soft, sensual moan escapes her lips.

‘Discipline,’ he says, ‘is one thing I value. Another is trust. The other is loyalty. Together, those three values form the cornerstone of own company. Without them, we are nothing.’

He raises the paddle again and brings it down again, even harder. The smack makes me flinch. I would scream if he spanked me like that, but Lauren’s eyes roll back in pleasure and again she moans softly.

‘Take Lauren, for example’ he says. ‘She is exceptionally well trained. She understands the value of discipline. She is obedient. She is loyal. She is trustworthy.’

Smack.

She moans.

Something strange and unexpected begins to happen inside me. I try to deny it. I try to ignore it. I try to push it away. But I can’t. I’m watching a man I slept with spank a woman I don’t know and there’s a familiar heat building between my thighs. I swallow and lick my lips and breathe softly. My eyes fix on the paddle as he slowly raises it again. I’m starting to enjoy this display of power and control.

‘But these values work in both directions,’ he says. ‘Lauren knows that I am also disciplined. All she has to do is say the word, and I will stop spanking her.’

Lauren bites her bottom lip, a naughty smile on her face. She isn’t going to say stop. No way.

Smack.

She moans.

‘She can trust me,’ he says. ‘She can trust me to be sensitive when required.’ He places a hand on her ass. The cheek is red. It looks painful, throbbing. Lauren sighs at his touch. ‘She knows the difference between pleasure and pain and she trusts me not to cross it.’

Smack.

She moans.

He adjusts his hand. Brings the paddle down on her other cheek.

Smack.

She moans.

‘And she knows I am very loyal to her needs.’

Smack.

She moans.

Lauren lies on the desk, her naked ass in the air, cheeks reddening from the impacts. She breathes hard, her body rising and falling in quick, rhythmic movements. He places a hand on her bare ass and she whimpers.

‘Lauren was just like you when she started,’ he says. ‘She thought that she was better than me, that she could rise above it all. You know what I did?’

‘No,’ I say. My eyes flick all over the scene in front of me, from the exquisite pleasure on Lauren’s face, to her red ass, to the paddle in Jonathan’s hand, to the smile on his face. ‘What did you do?’

‘I simply showed her that she was wrong.’

Smack.

She cries out in pleasure, her body convulsing with delight.

‘Would you like more, Lauren?’ he says.

She nods and grins at me.

‘Later,’ he says. ‘Thank you for your help. You may return to your desk now.’

She stands and lowers her dress. He holds out the paddle. She takes it and places it back in the briefcase. She clicks the briefcase shut, picks it up, and leaves the office. A few seconds later, it’s like nothing happened.

‘So, you’re saying,’ I say. I pause. My throat is dry. ‘You’re saying that if I don’t do a good job, you’ll – what? – you’ll spank me?’

‘No.’ He smiles broadly, a wide, genuine grin of happiness. ‘I’m saying that if you do a good job, you’ll beg me for it.’

****

I spend the rest of the morning being shown around the offices and introduced to the other senior executives by Lauren. I recognise most of the faces from the presentation I made two weeks ago. The men are cordial, the women polite. The tour goes smoothly. Lauren makes no mention of the scene that just unfolded. Nobody asks about that loud spanking noise. Lauren doesn’t even walk with a limp.

Eventually, Lauren brings me to a small office one door along from Jonathan’s. The room is plain and undecorated, a far cry from the luxury next door. A single desk and an old office chair stand in the center of the room. This is a computer on the desk. The walls are the same plain, dark wood as the rest of the floor. There is a single window on one wall.

‘This is where sir would like you to work,’ Lauren says. ‘This way he can be close by if you need him.’

She turns to leave.

‘Hey,’ I say. She pauses and turns back to me. ‘What, um, what’s the deal here?’

She gives me that quizzical look again.

‘The deal?’ she says.

‘Is this, like, some kind of S&M club?’ I say. ‘Like, we all lift our skirts and he spanks us?’

She shakes her head sadly.

‘No,’ she says. ‘This is a professional workplace. It just so happens that sir expects a certain standard from his colleagues and I, personally, am very happy to meet that standard.’

‘Does he spank everyone with a paddle?’ I say. ‘Or that just you?’

‘My relationship with sir is none of your concern,’ she says. ‘Just be glad you’re a part of it.’

‘Do the others know?’ I say. ‘The other executives.’

‘Everyone has their secrets. Sir likes to keep his personal kinks private and trusts me to do the same.’

‘You keep calling him sir
,’ I say.

‘As should you,’ she says. ‘He likes it.’

‘What’s he going to make me do?’ I say.

‘Your job.’

‘Is this… is it normal?’ She gives me that quizzical look again. ‘I mean, is it normal to have a boss who spanks you and makes you give him blowjobs?’

She looks stunned.

‘He doesn’t make
 me do anything,’ she says. ‘I want
 him to spank me. But I’ve never given him a blowjob.’ She glances at the wall that separates his office from mine. ‘God, I would love to suck his cock. I asked him, once. Asked him if he wanted to make love to me. You know what he said to me?’

I shake my head.

‘He said that only somebody truly special would be allowed to do that.’

Lauren turns and leaves the room. She closes the door on me and I am left alone with my maddening, crazy thoughts.

****

I spend the rest of my first day getting connected on the system. I read email reports the other executives have sent to me, all outlining the total overhead spending on each of their departments for the previous quarter. My job, I guess, is to make sense of this information and try to find ways to bring the costs down across the entire company.

I shift in my seat from time to time as I have little flashbacks of Jonathan spanking Lauren right in front of me. I’m not shifting because the thoughts make me uncomfortable. Quite the opposite. It makes me feel hot inside. I enjoyed watching it. I wanted to take part in it. I wanted him to spank me while Lauren watched.

I become painfully aware of the feeling of my underwear rubbing against my cleft. I take a drink of water and try to focus on my work. It’s long, tedious, and confusing.

The day wears on. I glance at my watch and realize that it’s almost five. A few short weeks ago, I would be packing up my desk, ready to head home. How things change.

My thoughts are interrupted by a knock on the wall. I snap upright, looking ahead, waiting. The knock comes again. On the other side of the wall, Jonathan is summoning me.

I stand up from behind my desk and adjust my outfit. Gotta make sure I look presentable. I smooth out the wrinkles in my dress and pause for a moment before I open the door.

‘Yes, sir?’ I say, opening his door.

He gestures for me to come in and sit down. I do as I am told, sitting on the edge of the chair again. He doesn’t look up at me for a few long seconds. When he does finally raise his head, he fixes me with long, cold look.

‘Sir?’ I say, a little unsure. Have I done something wrong? I don’t remember.

‘My father would like to see you,’ he says.

I nod slowly. Whitman Senior. The CEO. The head of the company.

‘He’ll probably ask you how your first day has been,’ he says.

‘Sure.’

‘Don’t forget that you work for me
,’ he says.

‘Yes, sir.’

‘I own you.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘The last time you spoke to him, you embarrassed me,’ he says. ‘You remember what happened last time you embarrassed me?’

Summoned. Stripped. Fucked in front of a window. Bent over a bed. Filled with come.

‘Yes, sir. I do.’

He nods, satisfied. Then he stands up. I do the same. I follow him to the door and we step out into the corridor. We walk about halfway down the corridor, heading back towards Lauren and the reception desk. Jonathan pauses before a door and raps twice on the wood. The door is as plain as the others. The only difference is the brass plaque bearing the name of the occupant. Frank Whitman
.

Jonathan turns the handle and walks into the room. I follow him into another plush office. Whitman Senior smiles at us from behind his desk, his wrinkled face lifting. Sure, he might be an older guy, but he gives off the impression that he’s bursting with energy and might break into a dance at any moment. He gets to his feet and walks across the office to greet us. I stand meekly behind Jonathan, my hands clasped together at my waist.

‘There you are!’ he says. ‘I’m so glad you accepted my offer.’

He walks over to us on light feet, as jubilant as a child on Christmas morning. He takes my hand and shakes it in both of his.

‘So very good to see you again,’ he says. His sparkling smile is infectious and puts me at ease. He’s so much warmer and friendlier than his son.

‘Thank you so much for everything,’ I say. ‘I still can’t really believe it’s happening.’

‘With a talent like yours,’ he says, ‘I’d be a fool not to snap you up!’

Jonathan steps behind his father, out of the old man’s line of sight. He looks at me over his father’s shoulder.

‘How are you finding it all?’ Whitman says. ‘I trust you’ve been show around?’

‘Yes, I have,’ I say. ‘Everyone’s been extremely nice to me.’

‘Excellent! I hope my son has been behaving?’

I catch a look from Jonathan. His eyes flash in anger. I hesitate for a second.

‘He’s been very nice,’ I say, a little flat and unconvincing.

‘Showing you the ropes, I trust?’

Not the ropes. He’s been showing me the whips, paddles, gags, blindfolds, and handcuffs. But not the ropes. Not yet, at least.

‘Yes, he has.’

‘Good, great.’ Whitman Senior gestures for me to take a seat in front of his desk. I do. I feel comfortable enough to lean back into this chair. Whitman doesn’t sit in his own seat, however. He sits down in the other visitor’s chair, perched on the edge, facing me. Jonathan takes up position behind him, leaning against the wall, arms folded across his chest. He watches me, face impassive, eyes burning.

‘I’m sorry I haven’t been around much today,’ he says. ‘I usually like to get a little more hands-on for the first day on the top floor, but I’ve been swamped. Did Jonathan explain the company values?’

I glance at Jonathan. A wicked smile spreads across his lips.

Raised paddle. Bare ass. Smack. Moan.

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘He has made the values quite clear to me.’

‘Excellent, excellent!’ The old man has a way of disarming me. I feel relaxed, comfortable, welcome. Even with Jonathan glaring at me. ‘I’d like to be honest with you, if I may. Your proposals were impressive. Very impressive. But that’s only half the reason I wanted you to join us on this level.’

I nod slowly, not quite understanding. Jonathan frowns. This is news to him, too.

‘To be perfectly honest,’ Whitman says, ‘what most impressed me about your proposal was the way you stood up to my son.’

Jonathan looks like he’s just been slapped. I bite my lip to stifle a laugh.

‘I want more people like you,’ Whitman says, oblivious to his son’s reaction. ‘So many people are too afraid to talk back, or stand up what they believe in. We’re surrounded by yes-man and nodding dogs here. I’ve brought you up here for two reasons. Firstly, I want you to try and save our company as much money as possible.’ He glances back over his shoulder. ‘What was the target we agreed on?’

‘Three thousand dollars this quarter,’ Jonathan says.

‘Three?’ Whitman says. ‘Sounds a little high for the first quarter. Let’s say two. Two thousand dollar saving across the company. That’s the target.’

Whitman turns back to me. Jonathan’s face clouds over in anger. I recognise that look. The last time I saw that look was the night he called me to his hotel room and punished me. My heart skips a beat. I feel a jolt of anticipation in my cleft.

What the hell is wrong with me?

‘Right, so, yes, firstly you’re here because I want you to help us get our outgoings under control,’ Whitman says, unaware of his son’s rage building right behind him. ‘And, secondly, I want you to put my son in his place.’

I feel like all the air just got sucked out of the room. It would be hilarious if it wasn’t so insane. The old man wants me to stand up to his son. The son wants to punish me for doing that exact thing.

‘You want me to…’ I say.

‘Stand up to Jonathan, yes,’ he says, nodding sagely. ‘Nobody else has the guts to do it, so I’m charging you with this responsibility.’

Jonathan’s face darkens. He flexes his fingers.

‘So, what do you say?’ Whitman says. ‘Do you think you can handle it?’

Jonathan shakes his head, glaring at me, his eyes burning right through me.

‘Yes,’ I say.

Jonathan’s nostrils flare.

‘I don’t see how this is relevant,’ Jonathan says.

‘You don’t see a lot of things,’ Whitman says, with a sharp, clear tone. ‘Go on, you tell him. It’s your job now.’

‘You don’t… see a lot of things?’ I say.

Whitman laughs and claps in delight.

‘Excellent! This is going to be very enjoyable.’

He stands up. I do the same. He places a hand on my back and guides me to the door. Jonathan follows.

‘You’ll fit in very well here,’ he says. He opens the door. I step through. Jonathan follows. I can feel seething anger rising off his boys. ‘I’m glad your first day wasn’t too strenuous. Well, it’s quitting time now. I imagine you’re eager to get out of here and enjoy the sun. Have a good evening and I’ll see you tomorrow at eight thirty again.’

He closes the door, a twinkle in his eye, and I am shut in the silent corridor with Jonathan.

‘My office,’ he says, his voice low and soft and dangerous. ‘Now.’

My heart is in my throat. I follow him along the corridor, my footsteps click
ing and clac
king like gunshots in the empty space. The oak walls seem to grow darker as I near his office. He opens the door and holds it for me. I step into his office. The door swings shut, echoing like an explosion in the small space.

Jonathan mumbles angrily to himself, pacing back and forth across the room. He rubs his chin and sweeps his hair back as he paces. Then he stops dead in his tracks and glares at me.

‘It seems that I didn’t punish you enough last time,’ he says.

I close my eyes like I can’t bear the news. I don’t want him to punish me. I don’t want to work in a place like this. But why does my heart skip a beat at the thought of it? Why do I feel warm, wet excitement building in my sex at the idea of this man punishing me?

‘Why?’ I say, opening my eyes and gazing at his darkened, handsome face with as defiant an expression as I can muster.

‘What?’ he says. I can tell from his reaction that nobody has ever challenged him like this before.

‘Why do you need to punish me?’

He steps up to me. An inch from my face. I can feel the heat of his body. I can smell him. The last time we were this close, we were naked and I was bouncing in his lap.

‘I need to punish you,’ he says, ‘because I can’t punish him
.’ I don’t say anything. He starts ranting, looking away from me, talking as if he’s forgotten I’m in the room. ‘Stupid old man. Still treating me like a child. In a few years, I will be running this company. He’ll do everything he can to stop it. Old bastard. Stupid old bastard.’

He looks at me again, suddenly realizing that I’m still here.

‘Hands on the desk,’ he says.

I swallow and lean forward. I place my trembling hands on the desk, palms down. The wood is cool.

‘Usually I’m lenient and generous when it’s a first offence,’ he says. ‘I usually give them a choice. Not the full toolkit. A choice of two toys. But this isn’t your first offence, is it?’ It’s your second. And that’s much more serious.’

I look over at him, pleading with my eyes. Please, it’s not my fault!


He shakes his head, dismissing me. He begins to unbuckle his belt.

‘Do you have anything to say?’ he says.

‘You enjoy this, don’t you?’ I say, my voice heavy with conflicting emotions. ‘You enjoy this.’

He removes his belt one long, smooth motion. It swishes through the air. My heart races faster imagining all the possible uses he might find for that belt.

‘Do you want to punish me?’ I say. ‘Is that it?’

He folds the belt in two, then pulls the leather taut. It snaps
 hard. I flinch.

‘That’s it, isn’t it?’ I say, fighting to breathe, fighting to keep talking, fighting to resist. My hands are still on the desk, palms down. The wood is warm under my skin. ‘You enjoy this. You want to punish me. You enjoy punishing people. Everything you’ve done today, it’s all been to humiliate me and embarrass me, just so you can justify punishing me.’

He steps in close to me, gripping the leather belt so tight I can hear it squeak. His eyes blaze like a wildfire.

‘You made me think I was late,’ I say. ‘You tried to change my quarterly goals. Hell, I bet you even told the receptionist to give me a bad pass!’

He leans into my face. Close enough for me to feel his breath on my skin. He reaches out with a hand. Places it around my throat. Holds my throat, not hard, but applies a little pressure. Enough to tell me who’s in charge here.

‘And for what?’ I say, still talking regardless. ‘Because you’re mad at daddy?’

He stiffens. He fingers squeeze my throat a little harder. I meet his eyes and I see cold, hard fury.

‘That,’ he says, ‘that… was too far. Open your mouth.’

I clamp my lips shut.

‘Open. Your. Mouth.’

I squeeze my lips tighter. I feel them turning white.

‘I don’t care whether you open them or not,’ he says. ‘It would be easier for you if you did.’

Something in his face makes me relent. His eyes blaze, but there’s a softness in his features. He wants to punish me, yes, but he doesn’t want to hurt
 me.

I slowly open my mouth for him. He keeps my throat held tight in one hand. With the other, he raises the belt. It has been folded in half twice, making it thicker than two fingers. He places the belt in my mouth sideways, the ends hanging out past my cheeks, like a dog with a stick.

‘Bite down,’ he says, almost gently.

I bite down on the belt. My teeth sink into the leather.

‘You will regret that,’ he says. His voice is still soft and low. Almost caring. As though he doesn’t enjoy what he is about to do. He traces a finger down my cheek, still holding my throat with his other hand. ‘You think you see right through me, don’t you? You think you’re so smart. You think I’m a savage, don’t you? I’m a caveman, dragging my knuckles and grunting. That’s how you see me. Well, you’re wrong. About all of it. I’m going to prove it to you. Deep down, everyone is the same. Everyone loves to get rough. Everyone craves the firm hand.’

He releases my throat and steps back. I can still feel his hot fingers on my neck. He takes off his jacket and hangs it over the back of his chair.

‘You see,’ he says, ‘there are two kinds of people in this world. There are achievers and there are deniers. Achievers recognise their needs. They know what they want and how to get it. I’m an achiever. I want success. I want money. I want a beautiful woman to present her ass and beg me to spank her. And I know how to get all those things.’

He starts walking around the desk again, back toward me. I follow him, my heart pounding in anticipation. He begins rolling up his shirt sleeves, like a man preparing to get down and dirty.

‘The other kind of people are deniers,’ he says. ‘The only difference between deniers and achievers is honesty. The achiever is honest about what they want. The denier pretends to be appalled, or disgusted, or horrified, or acts as though they’re so much better than everyone else, when really – deep down – they are same, identical in every way. You want my punishment. You crave my firm hand on your body. But you deny it because you don’t think it’s right
 or decent
 or appropriate
, or any of the bullshit you’ve been fed your entire life. Women desire one thing above all others.’

There are two sharps raps on the door. I freeze and look towards the door, like a deer in the headlights. The door opens. Lauren slips through and closes it behind her. I hear sounds of movement in the corridor – footsteps, doors closing. It sounds as though everyone is leaving for the day. Lauren stands in front of the door, attentive, hands in front of her.

‘I’m finished for the day, sir,’ she says. Her eyes flick toward me, leaning on the desk, a belt between my teeth. I see a subtle change in her expression. A lustful glint in her eyes. A slight parting of her lips. A lift in her chest as she raises her breasts outward a fraction of an inch. She wants to be where I am now.

‘Thank you, Lauren,’ Jonathan says.

‘Can I be of assistance?’ she says, her eyes darting from me to him, back to me.

‘Not this time, thank you.’

‘Will that be all, sir?’

‘Yes.’

Lauren pauses for a second, as though wanting to say something else. She looks at me one last time. She runs her tongue across her teeth. She turns and leaves. There is another short burst of sound from the corridor as the floor empties for the day. Then the door swings shut and all is silent, except for my breath, rasping through the leather belt between my teeth.

Jonathan walks across the office. He locks the door with a soft but definite click
 and slowly crosses the floor back to me.

‘Where was I?’’ he says, muttering to himself. ‘No, it doesn’t matter. What does matter is that you stepped out of line. You need to learn a lesson.’

He stands to my side and starts to take off his tie. He pauses as he lifts it over his head, still in a loose loop, and smiles to himself as he gets an idea. He places the tie around my head and cinches it in place, covering my eyes like a makeshift blindfold. I cannot see. I am bent over his desk. There is nobody else on this floor of the building.

My heart pounds like a bass drum. My mind is filled with images of all the things he could do to me here and now. I could resist him. I could take my hands off the desk. I could shove him aside and run.

But I won’t. A deep, dark part of my mind wants this. My body wants this. I try to tell myself that I don’t – to force myself to believe that I don’t – but it’s not true. I feel a fire sparking into life inside me. Heat spreads through my sex. Maybe it’s the fact that we’re in his office. Maybe it’s because I know we shouldn’t be doing this. Maybe it’s because it feels so wrong, so naughty, so wild. My body yearns for the kind of satisfaction I experienced last time he took control of me. I need that feeling again, that intense, exquisite, primal explosion of sexual frenzy he brought out in me last time.

I’m not the kind of girl who bends over for guys like this, I swear. I don’t have one-night stands with rich men, and I don’t let people order me around in the bedroom, and I definitely
 don’t let guys spank me before they buy me a drink. I like to be romanced. I like to be wooed. I like to be seduced. Everything Jonathan Whitman does is the opposite of what I like in a man. Maybe that’s why I crave it so much.

He steps into place behind me. I can feel his body against the curve of my ass.

‘Last time I punished you, it was mostly for my benefit,’ he says. ‘I got carried away. I enjoyed it because you enjoyed it.’ He places his hands on the curve of my waist. ‘I won’t make that mistake again.’

His hands slide down my body to the bottom of my dress. My heart skips a beat as his hands touch my legs. I feel his warmth through the thin pantyhose on my legs as his fingers slide back up my body, this time underneath the dress.

‘Keep your hands on the desk,’ he says.

I try to reply. My words are muffled by the belt.

‘Shh,’ he says. ‘You’re here to listen, not to speak.’

His hands push my dress up, lifting it, exposing my pantyhose and my underwear. I feel a surge of embarrassment as my panties become visible to him – they’re not exactly sexy. A pair of old, faded pink panties that once had white paw prints on the fabric. They’re old and comfortable and I was not expecting the CEO’s son to bend me over his desk like this. I might have worn a different pair if I’d known. I might have flown back to New York if I’d known. I moan into the belt as his hands grasp my firm ass.

‘I like these,’ he says, tugging at my panties. ‘Don’t like these.’

He pinches the pantyhose in his fingers and pulls it, stretching the thin material. Then he grabs it tight with his hands and pulls, hard. The sheer satin tears noisily, a hole opening wide across my ass.

I gasp into the belt.

He straightens up behind me. He caresses my ass. Squeezes the firm cheeks. Gently pats my ass once. Twice.

‘Very tight,’ he says. ‘I enjoyed that last time, too.’

He pats my ass again, a little harder now.

‘I want to be sure that you understand your role in this company,’ he says. ‘Work hard, meet your targets, perform your job to the best of your ability, and I will reward you.’ He spanks my ass, once, sharp and sudden. I feel my tight cheeks ripple with the impact. My cry goes unheard through the belt. I am under no illusions what he means by reward.

‘Disappoint me, underperform, or slack off, and you will be left wanting,’ he says. He takes his hands off my ass. I freeze, anticipating the hard slap of a firm palm. Nothing happens. I wait, breathless, for something to happen. Still nothing. I gently shake my hips.

‘You see?’ he says. ‘You understand how this works already. You want the reward, because the alternative is so much worse.’

Smack.

His hand strikes my ass, hard. The sound of his palm striking my flesh echoes like a gunshot in the small room. I groan into the belt, my teeth grinding down into the leather. I feel him step back from me. I hear his footsteps moving across the office, slowly, deliberately, pacing back and forth.

‘Our values,’ he says, getting further away from me, ‘are discipline, trust, and loyalty. I don’t punish you like this to discipline you. I do this to show you what happens when you do a good job. I trust you to tell me if you don’t like it, or if you want me to stop.’ He pauses. I make no sound. He continues. ‘And I expect you to be loyal to me, and me alone.’

His footsteps draw nearer, stopping next to me. I feel his hand resting on the back of my head.

‘In return, I will take care of you,’ he says. ‘I will be exactly the man you want me to be. I will trust you completely. And I will be every bit as loyal to you.’

Smack.

I scream into the belt. More, more, more!


He takes a handful of my hair. Not enough to hurt, but the gesture forces me to bend my neck and arch my back.

‘You liked last time, didn’t you?’

I say nothing.

‘Answer me.’

Smack.

I moan and bite the belt and nod. Why am I letting him do this? Why I am enjoying this?

‘Have you ever been fucked like that before?’ he says.

I shake my head.

‘Do you want to be fucked like that again?’

I nod, eagerly.

‘Do you want to be fucked like that now?’

I pause. I can hardly believe what I’m hearing.

Smack.

‘Answer me.’

I nod.

‘Good.’

He releases my hair. Steps behind me. His fingers slip inside my panties and pull them down, hard. Cool air touches my wet lips. I gasp in surprise, the belt still clamped between my teeth.

Then, without warning, I feel his red-hot, throbbing shaft against my sex. My body stiffens and I clench my fists and bite down on the belt and let out a muffled cry as he forces his thick, pulsing length into me. My wet sex accepts him eagerly, stretching to accommodate his thick manhood, and he pushes forward firmly until he sinks all the way inside.

I toss my head back and moan into the belt. With my vision removed, it feels more incredible than before. I can feel him so much more intimately than last time. The sensation of his shaft is intense and takes my breath away as it fills me so completely.

‘Keep your hands on the desk,’ he says.

He starts pumping me, hard, pounding my body, his thick shaft stretching my yearning entrance, filling me up as he slams against my naked ass. It feels like he’s still fully dressed, with his hard member released through his zipper. Somehow, this knowledge makes the moment more erotic and more intense, like he’s so desperate to be inside me that he doesn’t want to waste time undressing.

I moan loud, the sound echoing off the walls of the office. He fills me again and again, his red-hot length growing slick and wet with every invasion of my tight tunnel. I keep my palms on the desk, my fingers desperate to clench and grip the wood. I bite down on the belt so hard I’m sure I will tear the leather. The tie remains in place over my eyes, driving me wild. My other senses are heightened, and it feels electrifying. His cock feels bigger, hotter, harder than before. My slick entrance burns brighter with every delicious stroke, yearning for more.

He grabs my waist and pulls my body back into him, slamming my ass against him, forcing his manhood deeper inside me. My excited, desperate moans are muffled by the belt. Being blindfolded and gagged like this only makes me feel more aroused. Being forced to keep my hands on the desk only increases my excitement. Being fucked from behind through my torn pantyhose only makes me wetter. I moan and cry and scream, but every noise I make comes through the belt as muffled breathing.

‘This is what you want, isn’t it?’ he says. ‘This is how you want to be fucked.’

I nod and lean my head back as his grip tightens on my waist. I’m close to a powerful climax already. My tight entrance grows tighter around his length, my muscles trying to hold him in place.

He spanks my left ass cheek once, hard. I cry into the belt in delight. He spanks my right cheek, too. It stings and I love it.

‘Are you going to come?’ he says.

I nod and whimper.

He spanks my ass again, one firm, stinging slap on each cheek. I feel him slowly step away from me and his length glides out of my yearning, burning sex. I whimper again, feeling my mounting orgasm fade like a tidal wave that becomes part of the sea again. I shake my hips, desperate for more, needing to feel him inside me again. I feel empty, I feel unsatisfied. I want more. I need more.

‘You didn’t think I was going to let you come, did you?’ he says.

I shake my hips again and bend forward more, displaying my wet sex for him.

‘No, not this time,’ he says. ‘It’s not going to be that easy for you.’

I take my hands off the desk and take hold of my tender ass cheeks and spread myself open for him.

‘I said
, hands on the desk!’

He spanks my ass again, much harder than before. This is a punishment slap. I cry into the belt and put my hands back on the desk. My fingers are shaking with pleasure.

‘No, no,’ he says. ‘I told you what this was. You need to learn your lesson. You need to understand how things work here. You don’t get to insult me and be rude to me. And you sure as shit don’t get to come over and over. No, this time, you are going to pleasure me. And you don’t get to come until I say. Am I clear?’

I whimper again.

‘Am I clear?’

I nod.

‘Good,’ he says.

I feel his hands on my body. He grabs the dress and pulls at the zipper. The fabric opens and loosens and falls away from my body. He slides the dress down and into a pile on the floor. He unclips my bra and my firm breasts spill free, hard nipples begging for attention.

But he doesn’t touch my breasts. I hear his footsteps as he moves around the office. He walks around to the other side of the desk. I hear a drawer open. I hear something get lifted out. The drawer closes again. His footsteps draw closer to me.

My body is trembling with desire and arousal and anticipation. My warm breath rasps through the leather belt between my teeth. My wet sex burns between my thighs.

‘I have two kinds of toolkit,’ he says. ‘I call them naughty
 and nice
. Like Santa. I give nice girls nice rewards, like earlier. Lauren had been very good, so she got a nice treat. You, however… you have not been nice. You get the naughty toys.’

My heart is racing. My mind is spinning with possibilities. What in the hell is he going to do to me?

His footsteps move across the smooth floor again, until he stands behind me. I give my hips a small, gentle shake, almost subconsciously, craving his warmth inside me. I feel the tidal wave inside me slowly subside. The ocean is still rough and roaring, but the moment has passed. I feel a strange, hollow numbness, like I missed out on something wonderful.

His hands touch my burning sex. I cry out hungrily, my pleasure muffled by the belt. His fingers part my sticky lips, opening me wider. I prepare myself to receive his manhood once more, but the thing I feel gently pushing inside me is not him. It feels smaller, colder, and made of rubber.

I whimper into the gag, wanting to know what is doing to me.

I feel a short, thick sex toy slowly inserted inside my yearning hole. I moan at the feel of it, but it’s not him. I want him, not this – whatever this is.

His hands slide down my legs and grab my panties and he pulls them back into place, covering my sex, still with the toy inside me.

‘This,’ he says, ‘is your punishment.’

He grabs the back of my neck and pulls me upright. I keep my hands on the desk and stand on unsteady legs, still blindfolded, still gagged, with this new toy buried inside me, held in place by my panties.

‘The toy inside your tight little pussy right now is called the love tickle
,’ he says, talking slowly and calmly. I fight to concentrate on his words. Every movement of my body makes the love tickle move and touch new, unfamiliar places inside my sex. It feels nice. It feels very
 nice.

‘The love tickle is similar in design to most vibrators,’ he says. ‘I’m sure you are familiar with the basic mechanics. There is, however, one key difference between the usual vibrators and this one.’

I hear something metallic rattle near my face, as though he’s holding something up. It sounds like a keychain.

‘This vibrator is remote controlled,’ he says.

Before I have time to absorb the implications of what just said, I hear a small mechanical click
 coming from the keychain item.

A sudden, intense wave of bliss smashes into me, sending shockwaves through my body like an earthquake rippling through a city. The little rubber toy inside my pussy seems to explode into life, vibrating with such intensity that I forget to breathe for a moment.

‘Hands on the desk,’ he says softly.

I realize that my hands have raised up from the wood. I dutifully place my palms back down on the desk. The wood feels warmer than it did before. My legs twitch. My toes curl inside my shoes. Under the blindfold, I screw my eyes shut. The powerful, throbbing vibrations inside me quickly become overwhelming. I see stars. I hear the roar of the ocean and feel the tidal wave begin to rear up once more.

Click.

The vibrator shuts off and falls still.

‘You see how this works?’ he says, still in that dangerous, quiet voice. ‘I press the button and you get a little burst of pleasure. I can make you scream whenever I want. Your body is now under my total control. You understand how this works, yes?’

I remain perfectly still. I’m breathing hard. It’s difficult to remain calm in this situation. Every part of my body feels like it’s been dipped in lava. This is too much, it’s too much…

Click.

I fall forward onto the desk, screaming into the belt. My legs tremble. My ass shakes. My fingers grip the desk so hard I could claw my name into the surface.

Click.

‘I asked you a question,’ he says. ‘I asked if you understood how this works.’

I nod, weakly. My head feels heavy.

‘Good,’ he says. ‘You’re starting to understand your role in all this.’

He places one firm hand around my throat. I sigh. What is it about the way he touches me that makes me feel like this?

‘Come with me,’ he says.

I stand and he carefully walks me across the office, his hand still around my throat. My steps are unsteady and slow. I feel lightheaded. I have no idea where I am in the room any longer.

‘Stand,’ he says, and releases my throat. I stand still, feeling the vibrator still clamped inside my tight slit. I flex my fingers and grip my hands together. I hear him moving nearby. I hear small metallic tinks
 and clinks
.

‘Lift your arm,’ he says. His voice comes from my right, so I raise that arm. Something cold and metal snaps around my wrist. He moves to my left.

‘Other arm.’

I raise my left arm and feel the same cold metal snap around my other wrist. Even in a blindfold, I know that sound. I recognise that feeling. Handcuffs. But my hands have not been handcuffed together. They feel as though they are both connected separately to something else.

‘You’re probably wondering how much more you can take,’ he says.

I nod.

He stands right in front of me. I can feel him. I can smell him. His warm breath touches my cheek. He must be slow close to me. his lips must be a fraction from mine.

‘You will take exactly as much as I want you to take,’ he says. ‘When you think you can’t possibly take anymore… when you beg me to stop… that’s when I begin.’

I whimper.

He steps to my side. Something heavy and metallic clangs
 above my head. I hear a strange noise. It takes me a minute to realize what it is. A rope squeaking through a pulley. He pulls on a rope next to me. I feel a gentle pressure on the handcuffs strapped around my wrists, a gentle pressure that pulls my hands up.

I sigh with arousal as I realize what’s happening. My hands are slowly raised above my head, pulled by a rope, until I stand in a lose Y-shape. When my arms have no room to move, he stops pulling the rope and my hands are lock in place, restrained above my head.

‘Now for your legs,’ he says.

I shake my head.

He grabs my face, squeezing my cheeks together.

‘I wasn’t asking your permission,’ he says. ‘I’m telling you what’s going to happen. Be glad I am courteous enough to warn you.’

Click.

I scream into the belt as the love tickle explodes inside me again. It feels like a firework bursting into a shower of red-hot sparks against my most sensitive parts.

‘This is the lowest power setting,’ he says. ‘There are two more.’

I cry out against the leather between my teeth, begging him for mercy, pleading with him to be gentle. He either doesn’t understand or he doesn’t care.

Click.

I lean forward, panting, my arms held in place by the handcuffs.

‘Now for your legs,’ he says again.

I nod.

I hear him move around the office for a few seconds. I feel weak. Dizzy. Like I need to lay down for a year and a half to recover.

He returns to me and I feel a handcuff snap around my left ankle. He gently slips he’s hands between my feet and pushes my feet apart. I widen my stance until I feel another handcuff snap around my right ankle. My feet are about a meter apart. I try to move my feet, but I can’t. It feels as though there’s something in place between my feet. I can’t close or widen my legs.

‘This,’ he says, ‘will keep you in place for tonight’s entertainment.’

I’m breathing hard, my firm breasts rising and falling, nipples hard, dripping sex contained inside my faded pink panties and torn pantyhose. My hands are handcuffed above my head. I can’t move my arms. My feet are strapped around a restraint of some kind, maybe a metal bar. I have his tie around my eyes as a blindfold. His belt is a gag between my teeth. I have done some of these things with previous lovers – blindfolds, gags, restraints, etc, but I have never done all of them at once, and I’ve never done any of them while standing up.

‘This room is my sanctuary,’ he says. ‘It is my domain. My pleasure room. I work here. I take pleasure here. Tonight, I shall take you here, too.’

I whimper.

He steps away. I hear a chair being moved closer. The squeak of leather as he sits down. He is sitting down a few feet in front of me, watching.

‘There are very few things I enjoy in this life,’ he says. ‘I didn’t have the luxury of growing up like a good boy. The only thing I found pleasure in was tormenting others. My father…’ he pauses for a second, ‘…was not a good man. I learned to turn my frustrations onto others. I learned to enjoy those frustrations and I learned to embrace tormenting others. Do I make sense so far?’

I nod.

I hear the soft tap
 of an expensive-sounding alcohol decanter opening. I hear liquid splash
ing into a small glass. The tap
 of the decanter being closed again. I detect the soft scent of alcohol. A spirit. Bourbon, maybe.

‘As I grew older,’ he says, ‘these torments became sexual in nature. I enjoyed the physical act of love. I enjoyed its intimacy. I enjoyed the feel of a woman against my body. but what I liked, what I really
 liked, was this.’

Click.

My body jerks and shakes. The restraints clink
 and tink
 and clang
 at my wrists and ankles, but they hold firm. I can’t go anywhere. I can’t do anything. All I can do is take it.

My pussy clenches around the device, squeezing it tight. This only makes the vibrations feel somehow more powerful. Shockwaves crash through me. The tidal wave roars deep inside me.

Click.

I go limp, panting into the belt. I hang from the restraints, barely strong enough to hold my head up.

‘Sex is fine,’ he says. ‘It’s fun. But what’s better than sex is pushing someone to their limits, making them feel as though they can’t possibly take anymore – then going even further. That, to me, is art. You, right now, are my masterpiece.’

I whimper. I can’t open my mouth wide enough to spit the belt out. I think my teeth have dug grooves into the leather.

‘But before we get started on the real fun,’ he says. ‘I had some punishments to inflict on you, didn’t I?’

I shake my head. No. Please, no.


‘Yes, yes I did. You were late this morning. That needs to be dealt with. And you tried to upset me earlier by bringing my father into our argument. Two crimes. Two punishments.’

I shake my head again. It’s all I can do right now.

‘What’s an appropriate punishment for this?’ he says, in mock thought. ‘I know. One minute for each punishment on the second speed setting.’

Click.

The love tickle bursts into life in a frenzy. I thought it was powerful before, but now – holy fuck
. My pussy grips it tighter, involuntarily, and the vibrations send exquisite shudders of intense pleasure through me. I fight to keep breathing, but it becomes difficult. The tidal wave roars higher and wider and surges towards shore. It feels bigger than any climax I’ve ever felt building before.

The seconds tick past. My fists clench. My nails dig into my palms. My toes curl. My knees shake uncontrollably. It’s more intense than any erotic sensation I have ever felt before.

I feel his hands by my mouth. He gently eases the belt out from between my teeth. I open and close my jaw. I didn’t know how much my mouth ached.

Then the tidal wave smashes down over me. I forget everything else. My entire body rocks and shakes and struggles against the restraints.

I scream in delight – a long, loud, primal cry of utter, impossible ecstasy. I have never, ever screamed like this before. I have never, ever, felt like this before. My body is exploding at once, every nerve ending, every pore, every fibre of my being is bursting with life and energy.

I gasp and moan and cry out and take long, deep gulps of air, but the orgasm still sweeps through me, growing more powerful by the second. I want to clamp my thighs together and squeeze, but I can’t move my legs. The pressure building inside me is enormous. I feel like I’m trapped underwater, just out of reach of the surface.

‘One minute,’ he says, barely audible over my screams of delight. I can hear the smile in his voice.

I still have sixty long seconds left to endure.

My body shakes uncontrollably, rattling the restraints, pulling at the handcuffs. It’s no use. I am trapped here. The love tickle continues its relentless, unstoppable assault on my burning sex. My pussy feels like an erupting volcano, my juices burning like lava on my inner thighs.

‘Please!’ I moan, the word stretching out for several long syllables, ‘please
, sir!’

‘I’m sorry, Katie,’ he says. ‘You brought this on yourself.’

‘Oh fuck
,’ I say, my voice almost hoarse from screaming.

A second tidal wave crashes down over me. It feels more intense and more powerful than the first. I don’t scream. I don’t cry out. I can’t I have no breath left. My mouth gapes wide open. My fingers claw the air. My knees give out, but I’m held upright by the bar between my legs. I twitch and trash helplessly.

Finally, I get enough to moan and this, deep, guttural roar of orgasmic power rips out of my mouth. I didn’t even know I could make a noise like that.

‘Good, Katie,’ he says. ‘Good.’

‘How – much – longer?’ I cry, my voice rising to a shrill note.

‘Ten seconds.’

I moan over and over. The device keeps up with its intense, powerful vibrations. My body jerks and rocks and hangs limply in the restraints.

Then, finally, it is over.

Click.

I pant hard. I can’t even think straight.

‘Well done, Katie,’ he says.

‘I can’t,’ I say. ‘Too much.’

He kisses my damp forehead.

‘Would you like more?’

I pause. I can’t take any more of this. It’s too much. It’s too intense. My body is exhausted already. I need to stop.

But I nod.

‘That’s the right answer,’ he says. ‘But we have a problem, Katie.’

‘S-sir?’

‘I told you earlier that you weren’t going to come until I came. Seems to me that you just came.’

‘I’m sorry, sir. I couldn’t help it.’

‘You’ll have to make it up to me.’

I nod.

He lifts the tie away from my eyes and off my head. I blink in the sudden light. My vision is blurred and it takes a few seconds to get my bearings. There is a visitor’s chair directly in front me, about a few feet away. A half-empty crystal glass rests on the floor next to the chair. Jonathan Whitman stands to my left, a dark, satisfied smile on his face. He holds a rope in his hand.

I watch as he gently winches the rope back down. My arms slowly lower back in front of me. I finally see the device he has strapped me into. Each wrist is attached by a pair of handcuffs to a metal rod. The rod is raised and lowered by a rope pulley up into the ceiling, the mechanism hidden behind the drapes above the windows.

The windows!

I glance over my shoulder. I realize that I have been on display this entire time, like a store window mannequin. The sun is setting over the city. Rush hour traffic is over. The other office blocks are dark now. How many people watched me just now? How many people saw me present my body to this man and submit to his twisted will?

He continues lowering the rope. The rod hangs from the handcuffs now, dangling between my wrists. It becomes heavy and I pitch forward, onto my hands and knees, my feet still forced apart.

He finally stops lower the rope and clamps it into place. I am on all fours now, in front of the chair, still restrained by the ropes and the bars.

Jonathan sits down in the chair, just in front of me. His rock-hard erection still springs free through his zipper. It is still slick from fucking me earlier.

‘You were very well behaved tonight, Katie,’ he says. ‘For your good behavior, I will give you a choice.’

I swallow hard and look him in the eyes.

‘I want you to make me come,’ he says. ‘Pussy, mouth, or ass. Your choice.’

My body trembles as I consider the options. My pussy can’t take anymore. My entire body can’t take anymore. And I’ve never done anal before, so that only leaves one option.

‘Mouth,’ I say.

‘Very well.’

He leans back into the chair, relaxed and ready, his throbbing erection waiting for me. I look down at my hands, still restrained, still locked into place around the metal rod.

‘Are you going to release me?’

‘No.’

I crawl on all fours toward him. It is hard to do with my wrists and ankles handcuffed to the restraints. The metal bars drag on the floor beneath me as I slowly pull myself along the floor to my prize. I am a few inches away when the rope goes taut. I glance back behind me. The rod between my wrists is still connected to the ceiling and it’s stretched as far as it will go. I try to raise my hand to grasp his firm shaft, but the rope stops me short. I lean forward and kiss his beautiful cock. I can reach him with my mouth, but nothing else.

I glance up at him. He smiles at me. I run my tongue along his shaft, tasting myself on his skin. I stretch my neck as far as I can and take him inside my mouth. Being restrained makes this difficult, but I’m so turned on right now that it’s hard to think straight. The only thing running through my mind right now is that I need
 his come. I crave it.

His hot, delicious shaft slides down to the back of my throat. He lets out a small, satisfied sigh, his hands on the armrests of the chair, and watches me work. I slide his length all the way into my mouth a few times, making it nice and wet. I can taste his excitement on the tip of his shaft, a salty, manly flavor. It drives me wild with desire. I crave his release.

Last time I took him in my mouth, he wouldn’t allow me to finish him. This time, I am determined to make him come with my mouth.

The restraints and the ropes make this challenging. I can only reach him with my mouth, and I am forced to stay on my hands and knees. He has designed this moment to be as difficult as possible for me, I am sure. But I’m not going to give him the pleasure of watching me struggle.

I keep my eyes fixed on his as much as possible as I suck his hard member. Though he keeps his face as still as possible, I see a thousand tiny changes in his expression. He’s enjoying what I am doing to him. I flick my tongue across his head and over his shaft, from the tip to the base and back again.

‘Earlier I told you about the two kinds of people in this world,’ he says. ‘Achievers and deniers. Those who know what they like, and those who pretend otherwise.’

I take his length to the back of my throat and make a deep purr
 that sends vibrations up his shaft.

‘Last time we met, you were a denier. You tried to deny how much you enjoyed my little games. How do you feel now? Do you still deny yourself my pleasures?’

I fix my eyes on his and slowly take his member deep inside my throat, until his entire length is between my lips.

‘Satisfactory answer,’ he says. ‘I was hoping you would agree. I don’t believe you would have agreed to work for me if you didn’t enjoy this.’

I bob my head back and forth, taking him in and out of my mouth faster and faster, fucking his shaft with my throat.

He lets out another little sigh of pleasure. The sound spurs me on, pushing me to work harder. I need his come. I crave it.

‘People like you and I,’ he says, ‘we’re achievers. We know what works for us and what doesn’t. We don’t lie to ourselves and pretend that we’re somehow better or worse than anyone else. I enjoy giving pleasurable torments. You enjoy receiving pleasurable torments. There’s nothing wrong with either thing.’

I let his wet manhood out of my mouth and flick my tongue across the underside, keeping my eyes fixed on his face the whole time.

‘I guess what I’m trying to say is… I’m glad we met.’

I pause a second. That sounded sincere.

‘Don’t stop,’ he says. ‘Unless you want me to fuck you elsewhere?’

I return my focus to his beautiful cock and suck it gently, sweetly. His words echo through my mind. I’m glad we met
.

‘You’re very good,’ he says. ‘Very good…’

He closes for a moment and sinks back into the chair. I use my lips and tongue to kiss, caress, and tease his shaft. This would be so much easier if he would let me us my hands...

I keep sucking him. Keep teasing him. Keep tasting him. I will him with my mind to come. I moan on his shaft and take him all the way into my mouth and flick my tongue across his head and fuck him with my lips. I hear his breathing change and deepen; little groans of pleasure escape his lips. The sound drives me wild.

‘I’m getting close,’ he says. ‘You want me to come?’

I moan on his shaft.

‘You want me to come in your mouth?’

I moan again.

‘Let’s make it a little more challenging,’ he says, with a wicked smile.

He lifts a little black box between his finger and thumb. I’ve never seen this before, but I know exactly what it is and what it does.

‘Perhaps a little stimulation,’ he says, ‘on the highest setting.’

My eyes widen and I am about to beg him not to press the button, but it’s already too late.

Click.

The love tickle bursts into life once more, vibrating with incredible power inside my aching sex. My scream is muffled by his thick manhood. I stop sucking for a few seconds. My body feels like it’s being turned inside out.

‘Don’t stop!’ he says.

I clamp my lips around his shaft and try to focus on pleasuring him, but I can’t. The vibrations feel like they’re punching a hole through me.

He sits upright and grabs my head with both hands and rocks his hips, forcing his cock deeper into my throat. The sensations are too much for me to handle right now. The vibrator overpowers my sex. His cock fills my mouth. His powerful hands grip my hair. He pulls my head down on his length again and again, fucking my mouth. I hear him sigh and groan I love it.

My body rocks and shakes and shudders with the power of the vibrator. It’s taking all my willpower to remain on my hands and knees with my mouth open.

‘Yes!’ he says. ‘Fucking perfect!’

He fucks my mouth faster and harder, his strong hands gripping my head tight. If my body wasn’t so exhausted already, I would be close to climax even without the vibrator. I love the way he uses my mouth. I love the way he uses me
.

‘Look at me,’ he says.

I gaze up at him, my eyes watering a little. His face is twisted into an expression of deepest pleasure, eyes shining, lips parted, a throbbing vein of concentration in his temple. His wicked smile widens for a second and he lets out one final groan of delight.

He comes in my mouth. It is a hot, thick, sticky, delicious load. He keeps fucking my lips as he comes, his cock twitching and throbbing with every release, forcing his come deep into my throat. I almost gag for a second, but keep myself under control. I keep my eyes on his. I try to swallow his release, but there’s too much to take. I feel it trickle over my lips and chin as he pumps my mouth again and again.

After a few delicious seconds, he begins to slow. I manage to swallow his warm load as much as I can. I suck his thick head and flick my tongue over his shaft, making sure I got all of it. His wicked smile widens as he watches me clean his manhood with my tongue.

‘That’s good,’ he says. ‘Very good. You’re well trained.’

The vibrator jerks and jolts my sex. It’s starting to become painful. He notices something in my expression and dutifully presses the button.

Click.

The vibrator finally shuts off and I can breathe once more. My body relaxes.

He slowly eases his length out of my mouth. It is slick with saliva and glistens in the office light.

I stay on my hands and knees, breathing hard. I can feel his come on my chin. My makeup is smudged. My hair is a mess. My pantyhose is ripped and ruined. My panties are probably soaked through.

‘You look beautiful,’ he says.

I smile at him.

‘Thank you, sir,’ I say.

‘Are you okay, Katie?’

‘Yes, sir. That was a lot of come. I wasn’t expecting it.’

‘I haven’t come since the last time we were together.’

He slips his softening manhood back into his pants and carefully zips himself back up. Then he stands up and moves around me. I try to process what he just said as he gently unlocks the handcuffs on my ankle. Has he seriously not pleasured himself since we had sex two weeks ago?

Jonathan kneels next to me. He kisses my forehead gently, tenderly, lovingly. Then he inserts a key into each handcuff at my wrists and frees me from his device.

I am too weak to stand right now. He reaches under me and helps me to my feet. He carefully lowers me into the chair and pulls my soaked underwear and torn pantyhose off. I gasp as he gently slides the vibrator out of me. My head spins from the intensity of the pleasure he’s just put me through.

I sit in his chair, naked, his come on my chin, my wet sex pressing against the cool leather, and watch him carefully hide his sexual equipment. He pulls a rope by the window and raises the metal rod that secured my wrists back into position. The contraption is hidden behind the venetian blinds at the top of the window. He picks up the bar that secured my feet and returns it to a hidden space under his desk. In a few moments, the room is returned to normal. You would never know that this luxurious office was also his den of depravity.

He stands in front of me. I lift my heavy head and offer him an exhausted smile. He holds up my panties, my pink, faded, soaking panties.

‘I’m going to keep these,’ he says. ‘A little memento of your first day.’ I nod, not really comprehending. Keep them. Keep them all.
 ‘And I want to implement a new dress code for you. From now on, no panties.’

‘None?’ I say, my voice as tired as my body.

‘None. I will be inspecting you to be sure. I want your pussy to be accessible to me at all times.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Are you tired, Katie?’

I nod.

‘I’ll take you home.’

He lifts me out of the chair. He’s surprisingly strong. I can’t remember if I knew that already. He helps me get back into my bra and my dress and zips me into place. I feel naughty knowing that I’m not wearing any panties beneath this dress. My wet lips feel inflamed and fat from how hard I came. I haven’t felt this faint after an orgasm before. Not even after the last time we met.

I take a tentative step toward the door and stumble. He scoops me up into his arms and carries me. I put my arms around his neck as he walks across the office and into the corridor. The building is silent and dark. His footsteps tap
 on the smooth floor as he walks past closed doors and silent rooms. The reception desk is empty. I wonder what Lauren is doing right now. I wonder if she’s thinking about me, and wishing she had been allowed to stay in the office.

I feel lighter than air, as though I’m floating through the building. In Jonathan’s strong arms, I feel safe and happy. How strange it is to feel this way. Twelve hours ago, I was on the edge of a panic attack whenever I thought his name. Now he’s carrying me to the elevator because he’s made me come so hard I can’t walk.

He pauses in front of the elevator. I hear him press the button and the elevator pings
. He looks down at me, cradled in his arms like a baby and smiles to himself.

‘What?’ I say. ‘Why are you smiling?’

‘You have come on your chin,’ he says.

I cover my face with my hands in embarrassment. He laughs quietly.

The elevator doors ping
 open and he steps inside. He presses the button for the lobby and the doors ping
 closed again.

I close my eyes for a second. When I open them, he is gently placing me in the back seat of a cab. I look around in confusion and close my eyes again.

I open my eyes. He is gently placing me in a large, soft bed. I lift my head and look around. It’s my hotel room. A lamp gently illuminates the room from a nightstand.

‘Did you carry me all the way here?’ I ask, confused and exhausted.

‘No,’ he says. ‘We took a cab.’

‘Oh,’ I say.

He helps me undress. I lay naked on the bed. My inner thighs are warm and sticky. I’ll shower in the morning. Right now, I need sleep. I’m beyond exhausted.

He leans down and kisses my forehead again.

‘I’m an achiever,’ I say in a soft, tired voice.

‘Yes,’ he says, smiling at me. ‘You’re an achiever. You’re my perfect little achiever.’

I smile and get comfortable. I am naked and warm and happy. I reach out towards him. I can’t feel him near me.

‘Can you stay with me?’ I say.

He doesn’t respond.

I pat the bed, trying to find him. He’s not there.

I open my eyes and look around. The room is dark and quiet. Hours must have passed since he left.

I sigh and lay back down, a little hurt that he didn’t stay the night. That’s twice now he’s made me experience something wonderful and twice he didn’t stay with me afterwards.

I feel crazy for wanting him to stay. I feel crazy for wanting my boss to sleep in the same bed as me. I feel crazy for being sad that he left.

As I drift back to sleep, a final thought crosses my mind.

What a fucked-up life I lead.

###


Book 3:

Satisfying His Needs



Come on, Katie, you can do it
.

The delivery guy smiles at me with polite indifference, holding out the plain brown package toward me. I stare at him. Stare at the box. I’ve only been living in this apartment for a couple of days, and I sure haven’t ordered anything.

Which means…

Which means it came from the only person who knows my new address.

It came from him
.

I take the parcel from the delivery guy and mumble my thanks. He turns on his heel and I close my apartment door, heart thumping in my chest. I carry the plain brown cardboard box with both hands through my tiny apartment, stepping around piles of half-sorted clothes and dodging partially assembled furniture.

I sit down in the one fully built chair I currently own and stare at the box in my lap. My heart thumps loudly. I know who sent this. I don’t know what’s inside. But I know who sent it to me.


Sir
.

I slip my fingers under the box flaps and carefully peeling back the tape keeping everything sealed firmly in place. My heart rate quickens as the final seal breaks. I take a breath and ask myself – do I really want to know what’s inside?


Yes
.

I rip off the tape and open the lid.

Inside is another box. This one is white and elegantly wrapped in a pale blue bow. It looks like the kind of box you would get for choosing the ‘gift wrap’ option at a store counter. I take it out of the delivery box and drop the brown cardboard casing to the floor. My fingers tremble as I stroke the blue bow, wondering what was going through his mind when he selected whatever it is that’s inside this box. It’s almost impossible to know what that man thinks at any time. He’s never given me anything before now, so this sudden arrival at my door as I’m getting ready for work – coffee half-drunk, hair a mess, still wearing a panda nightshirt – is like a bolt out of the blue.

For the past month, I’ve been playing a strange game with my boss, Jonathan Whitman, the second-in-command at my company. He likes to set me tasks and challenges – strictly not work related, of course – and I have to try and complete them. It began the morning after he tied me up in his office and brought me to orgasm after orgasm. He ordered me not to wear panties into the office the next morning. I obliged, but chose to wear dark suit pants that day so nobody could tell. He took this as a challenge, an act of disobedience, and our game progressed from there.


Game
… is that the right word for what we do? I guess so. I wouldn’t use the word relationship
 to describe us. I don’t think Jonathan knows what that word means. He likes to tease and tantalize and torment me. He loves to play with my mind and drive my body to the edge. He enjoys pushing me out of my comfort zone and making me want to try new sexual experiences. If I tell him that I don’t want to try something, he sets that as my next task. But he won’t have sexual intercourse with me. He’ll drive me crazy and make me climax – sometimes more than once – or sometimes he’ll force me to edge several times over the course of a day, before telling me to go home without any relief. I’ve almost worn out my battered old vibrator thanks to days like these.

Like I say, I don’t know what we are. I don’t know if there’s a word for the kind of relationship that Jonathan and I have right now. I wouldn’t call him my boyfriend. I don’t even call him my boss.

I call him sir
.

He appeared in my life just six short weeks ago. I had never met him before. I flew out from New York to San Francisco to give a presentation to the company board and accidentally made Jonathan look stupid in front of his father and the other executives. He found me at my hotel that night – halfway through drinking myself stupid – and summoned me to his room. To this day, I don’t know what possessed me to go. But I did. And he opened my eyes to a whole new world.

Before Jonathan, the kinkiest thing I had ever done was use blindfolds or handcuffs in the bedroom. Until I met him, I didn’t know what my body truly desired. I thought having a single orgasm and curling up with a half-asleep lover, feeling strangely unfulfilled and yearning for more, was perfectly normal.

Once he entered my life, everything changed.

I feel as though my time on this earth can be split into two distinct halves. The first half is everything Before Jonathan
. I was a good girl. Hardworking. Dedicated. Focused. I had a couple of boyfriends – the last one was almost serious, we lived together for a while – but nothing too extreme. I was plain and vanilla and – now that I look back on my sexual experiences – painfully reserved.

My life After Jonathan
 is almost the complete opposite. I’m a bad girl. I’m distracted at work. I tremble with anticipation and dread every time my phone buzzes with a message from him. Every sexual experience he puts me through is so far removed from what I used to do with my boyfriends that it’s totally unreal. Two months ago, I was a shy girl trying to prove herself to the company, living with a straight-laced boyfriend in a crumbling relationship. Now, I’m a bold, outgoing, sexually adventurous woman living in a strange city, regularly being driven to orgasm by a master I barely know. Two months ago, the kinkiest thing I ever did was allow a boyfriend to blindfold and tie me up. Now, Jonathan regularly spanks me and uses vibrators to stimulate my aching sex and I’m completely forbidden to wear panties in my office.

Before Jonathan.

After Jonathan.

Whether this is a good thing or a bad choice, I can’t say. I’m sure some of my old friends back in New York would be appalled at how easily I gave myself to him. Hell, the old Katie would be horrified by how quickly I fell under his spell. I’m not even sure that I could explain myself to the old Katie. How do you explain a relationship – acquaintance? Kinky friendship?
 – like the one I have with Jonathan?

Whatever it is that Jonathan and I have, it’s exciting and erotic and always fun. Every day is an adventure with him. I never know what he’s going to make me do next. He might insist that I wear a certain outfit, or call me into his office and demand that I orgasm before he will allow me to get back to work. Sometimes I put up a fight and argue and try to push back, but he always wins. Letting him win is – for me, anyway – part of the thrill.

So, what does Jonathan – my sir
 – have in store for me today, I wonder?

I gently pull at the blue bow until the ribbons fall open, exposing the smooth, creamy surface of the box beneath. I place my hands along the edges of the box. My heart beats faster now, the anticipation getting to me. In the deepest recess of my mind, I hear a voice tell me to hide the box and claim it never arrived. Another voice – a sultry, sexy, seductive voice, the voice of my inner slut, the voice of the beast my sir
 awakened in me – says, Open it, you fucking wuss!
 That second voice knows me so well. Even in spite of my nervousness, my womanhood feels warm and tingly.

The lid slips effortlessly off the box. I toss it to the side and look into the box, hardly daring to breathe. Scented rose petals are scattered on top of the packages, leaving a delightfully sweet aroma that lingers in the air around my head.

Inside the box are three thin parcels, each carefully wrapped in thin tissue paper than same shade of blue as the bow. On top of these parcels is a single piece of crisp, white card, neatly folded in half. I pluck it from the box and open it up. Inside the card is a message from Jonathan, written in his neat, elegant, flowing script.

Katie,

You will wear this today. All of it. No excuses. The package is tracked. I will know when it arrives. There will be an inspection.

J

The informal J
 at the end is the closest that Jonathan will ever get to a love note.

I bring the card up to my nose and inhale, trying to detect his scent, but the only odor left is that of the scented rose petals. I can imagine him writing this note for me, maybe in the store where he bought it, hunched over the cash register, a smile on his face. Maybe some of the shop assistants asked him who it was for. Gift for that special lady, sir?
 I wonder how he responded. Does he think of me as his special lady
? I really don’t know. Lauren, the secretary for the executive floor at the office, once told me that Jonathan would only let a woman suck and fuck him if she was special
. The first time we hooked up – or he punished me, or we fooled around, however you want to describe it – he forced me to suck his cock with my hands above my head. Then he took me to the bedroom and mounted me in the most incredible, erotic frenzy of passion I’ve ever experienced, before he flooded me with his come. I’ve never told him this, but when he fucked me that time – face down on the bed, my whole body screaming for more – it was the first time I had ever gone bareback before. None of my previous boyfriends had come inside me like that. I had talked about maybe going onto birth control once with my last boyfriend, but then he dumped me and moved out before we could take that conversation any further.

I shake my head, clearly the fog of my memories. Heat continues to grow in my cleft, a dull, sticky warmth that spreads throughout my womanhood. How does he always manage to do this to me? He isn’t even close by!


Get a grip, Katie
, says the voice inside my head. Not the sexy, slutty voice. The other voice. You’re acting like a teenage girl at a concert. He’s not a rock star. He’s your boss
.

That voice is right, of course. I shouldn’t be acting like this and I know it. But Somehow Jonathan always manages to find a way inside my head, attacking my senses and stripping away all my inhibitions. He’s more potent than the strongest liquor.

I set the card aside and carefully peel open the first parcel in the box. It takes me a few moments to realize what the first item is.

At first, it looks like a strange collection of leather straps, held together by small metallic rings. There doesn’t appear to be any rhyme or coherence to the design of the straps. Some areas have large holes, some have smaller gaps.

I lift the weird collection of straps and rings out of the parcel and hold it up to the light, frowning in confusion. What is this? Am I supposed to wear it? Then its hits me. I know what this is. It’s a harness outfit. The leather straps will stretch over my body, exposing my breasts, lifting my figure, and tightening against my skin. It is an outfit that will make me look – and feel, more than likely – utterly incredible and totally slutty, all at once.

My eyes widen as I study the straps and metal rings in closer detail. I have never worn anything like this before. Haven’t even considered wearing something like this. Not once has it ever crossed my mind to buy an outfit made of leather straps and wear it for my lover. The sexiest thing I’ve ever purchased was a pink, lacy babydoll chemise. This thing, right here, is on a whole other level.

I carefully place the strap outfit on a box, making sure nothing gets tangled or caught up. The last thing I want is to explain to sir
 how I messed up his plans for today because the boob hole got caught in the butt ring.

Taking a deep breath to steady myself, I open the second parcel. I gasp at what’s inside.

Nestled neatly in the center of the pale blue tissue paper is a black shirt. Well, it looks like a skirt. To be honest, it’s probably more like a belt. From waistband to hem, this skirt is shorter than my forearm. It would barely cover my ass.

I lift the skirt from the box, feeling my eyes bulge out of my head. I’ve never worn anything like this before. Not even in my wild and single party days, when I would hit the clubs with my friends and… ah, who am I kidding? I’ve never worn anything like this skirt because I’ve never dressed in anything so revealing before.

Underneath the skirt is a second item of clothing. This is a white blouse. At first glance, it looks like any other white blouse on earth. Perfect for the office. But, as I study the blouse a little closer, I see that the front is low cut. Like, super low. Almost down to the freaking belly button. If I wore this, my breasts wouldn’t just be revealed, they’d be damn near completely exposed!

I swallow hard, feeling my heart pitter-patter against my ribs. I can’t wear this. Surely, he can’t expect me to wear this? Not for work
, for God’s sake?

There is one more parcel in the box. This one is smaller than the other two. A cube shape, neatly wrapped in that pale blue tissue paper. My fingers tremble as I grasp it and slowly lift it out of the white box. The little parcel feels light in my hand. I slowly unwrap the tissue paper and reveal the final gift my sir
 has sent to me.

Inside the tissue paper is a small cardboard box. On the front of the box is a picture of the contents. My eyes trace the image, seeing without comprehending. Inside this box is a small device made of purple silicon. It is shaped like a teardrop, with a base on a tiny stalk at the thick end. Set inside this base is a piece of clear plastic, designed to look like a jewel. I know exactly what this is, although I’ve never used one before. Even if I didn’t know what was inside the box, the words Booty Plug
 are printed underneath the image, driving home the point with remarkable frankness.

My boss, my kind-of-but-not-really boyfriend, my sir
, has bought me a butt plug.

I let out a long, low breath, trying to accept everything that has just happened. It is way too early in the morning for this. For God’s sake, I’m still in my pajamas and I haven’t had a coffee yet! I can’t process all this.

My fingers move on their own, opening up the little box with the picture of the purple silicon plug on the front. I pull out the inside and see the plug resting in its protective layer of plastic. It’s not too big – maybe as long as my little finger and only slightly thicker than my thumb at the widest point. It doesn’t look all that intimidating. Jonathan’s penis is far bigger and thicker than this.

I glance into the box and see a hollow at the bottom, an empty indentation in the plastic protection. Something is missing from the package. I look at the front of the box again and my jaw drops open.


Bluetooth Remote Control Vibrating Booty Plug
.

The remote is missing. Something tells me that I already know exactly what has happened to that.

I stare down at the pile of erotic gifts in my lap. I’ve dressed up for my boyfriends once or twice in the past. Somewhere in one of the bags containing clothes I have yet to sort through is a suspender and corset set a former lover once bought for me. But I have never in my life owned so many sexy outfits or toys at one time. And I’ve sure as shit never done anything
 with my butt. One time an old boyfriend tried to slip his finger in my ass while he was fucking me from behind and I damn near hurled myself over the bed in response.

He expects me to wear this today. Wear what, exactly? Which part does he want me to put on?

I dig out the little card with his elegant, flowing handwriting on the front and read it over again.


You will wear this today. All of it. No excuses. The package is tracked. I will know when it arrives. There will be an inspection
.

That seems pretty cut-and-dry. No room for loopholes or misunderstanding or pretending he wasn’t clear. I can’t claim not to know what he meant. He sent me three parcels, he expects me to wear everything that arrived.

A thrill runs through me. Dull, warm excitement spreads throughout my womanhood. A nervous tingle of erotic anticipation. This is insane. Completely, utterly, totally crazy. He can’t really expect me to do this, can he? What kind of boss would order his underling to dress like a total whore at work?

I lift up the little box with the picture of the purple silicon booty plug on the front and feel my pulse quicken. I’ve never done anything like this before. Not one damn part of this. I’ve never worn bondage gear or a short skirt and low-cut blouse or a butt plug. Jonathan wants me to do all three at once.

What to do? I could call in sick. Jump on a plane. Go live in the Bahamas somewhere. But I just put down a month’s rent for this place. I can’t even afford a McDonald’s right now.

My watch alarm bleeps, reminding me that time is still moving, despite the shock I’ve endured already this morning. Shit. I gotta get dressed right now, or I’m gonna be late.

I throw my – what do I call these? Presents? Challenges? Bribes? – into the box and carry it into the bedroom. I kick off my pajamas and toss them on the bed, standing naked in front of the mirror. My body still looks good. Maybe a little thinner than usual, but I’ve been so stressed from working and moving into this place that I’ve barely eaten at all for the past couple of weeks. My breasts still look good – firm and ripe. My mound is smoothly shaved, as sir
 always insists. I brush my hair into a tight ponytail and lift the harness straps out of the box.

It takes a good few minutes to figure out how this is supposed to be worn. It’s less of a kinky outfit and more like assembling an Ikea product. Eventually I manage to slip my legs inside and pull the rest of the outfit up around me, until the straps sit snug against my skin.

I look at myself in the mirror, checking out how the harness sits. It looks good. My breasts look amazing, each mound cupped by a triangle of leather straps, the soft pink nipples contrasting against the dark material of the harness. I like the feel of the straps on my skin. I love the comfortable yet tight grip of the leather around my inner thighs, close enough to my womanhood to feel naughty, yet just far enough away so it doesn’t rub.

Next, I take out the skirt and slide it up my smooth legs. It fits me perfectly. I don’t know how Jonathan always knows my size. I straighten out the skirt, marveling at how cute it looks on me. Sexy, yes, but I feel kinda cute in it. It’s a short skirt, but just long enough to hide the straps.

I slip the blouse into place, adjusting my breasts to fit inside the absurdly generous cut in the front. This top exposes way more of my chest than I’ve ever revealed before – especially at the office – but thankfully it’s not sheer and I can’t see the straps or my nipples through the fabric. Small mercies, I guess.

Then it’s time for the final part of my ensemble. I tip the little cardboard box onto the bed and watch the purple plug roll out. It’s so small and cute. How is it supposed to stay in my butt without underwear?

I grab the plug and open my bedside drawer and push the panties to one side. There, at the bottom, is a half-used tub of lube, a memento from my last relationship. Sometimes I wasn’t completely excited when he wanted to have sex, so the lube was always useful. I take a little blob of silvery gel on my finger and rub it into the silicon, coating it in a nice, even player of lube. Once it’s glistening all over, I bend over and gently touch my finger to my asshole. The lube is cold and I shudder. I breathe slowly and stroke the remaining lube over my tightest, most intimate hole. It feels… weird. Not unpleasant, but unusual. I’ve had guys try to slip their fingers in my ass while fucking me from behind in the past and I never enjoyed it, but this feels strangely enjoyable. Maybe because I’m doing it to myself, or because my sir wants this to be done. I don’t know.

When my ass is finally ready, I reach back and touch the tip of the plug to my asshole. It feels cold and unnatural at first. As I gently push the base and my asshole slowly opens to accept this new intrusion, a wave of erotic delight washes over me.

Holy fuck
. This feels incredible
.

I moan in shock and arousal at the feeling. I’ve never had anything in my ass before, but this feels electrifying. Tingles run the length of my body. My nipples firm and harden. My sex glistens with dew. My lips part. My eyelids flutter. My toes curl. God fucking damn
 this feels good.

And then my ass greedily swallows the plug in its entirety, closing around the stem at the base and gripping tight. It’s done. It’s in. I am no longer a stranger to anal play. Sir
 has crossed my final boundary.

I stand on shaking legs and check myself out one final time in the mirror. Aside from a slight pinkness to my cheeks, I look fine. Nobody would ever know what lurks beneath this too-low blouse and too-short skirt. Nobody except me… and him
.

Every tiny movement seems to shift and rock the plug, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. It hasn’t been inside my ass for a full minute yet, but already my sex is drenched with excitement.

I slip on a pair of comfortable sneakers and grab a light – but long enough to cover my outfit – gray coat. It completely covers my body, making me feel safe and protected.

Once I am finally ready, I walk through my half-finished apartment and out into the hallway.

My sex aches
 for release.

****

I feel as though everyone’s eyes are on me, but, in reality, nobody is looking my way.

My walk to the bus stop is just as uneventful as always. I leave my building and walk along the streets, joining the swarms of other morning commuters. Some people are dressed for the office; wearing smart suits, knee-length skirts, formal shoes. They look tired. Many people clutch Starbucks cups, taking occasional mouthfuls and grimacing. I see plenty of younger, more casually-dressed people, too – one of the more common sights in a city like San Francisco. Back in New York, I would never have seen so many young men sporting enormous bushy beards or wearing jeans and plaid shirts to work. I would also never have seen so many young women with brightly colored hair or wearing deliberately clashing blouses and pants or walking along with big, unfashionable scarves draped around their shoulders. Many of these alternative
-looking people drink from a clear coffee cup filled with some kind of green-brown sludge – probably something decaf, made with soy milk, and given a fake Italian name. It never ceases to amaze me how different the cultures of cities can be. New York is full of people in dark suits with sombre expressions, while San Francisco feels like half the population are heading to work straight from the local skateboard park.

The air is chilly today. A cold breeze whips past me, flicking at my hair and making my bare legs shiver. I’m even more grateful for this enormous coat now. I couldn’t imagine trying to do this in the middle of summer with nothing to hide my shame. Even though nobody looks at me twice, I still feel embarrassed and wild and naughty.

The plug shifts inside me with every footstep, sending tiny jolts and tingles of pleasure through me. I’ve never felt anything like this. So wrong and yet so right – like everything Jonathan makes me experienced. I unconsciously clench my butt, worried that the plug will suddenly slip out and clatter to the sidewalk in front of a sudden crowd of schoolchildren. It doesn’t, of course. The plug is designed not to fall out.

The straps of the harness rub against my skin as I walk, too. The metal rings are unmoving and unyielding, yet they feel oddly comforting on my soft body. The straps around my inner thighs grip me like a firm hand, tight and comfortable. The combination of straps, plug, and no underwear is causing that familiar erotic warmth to spread throughout my womanhood. It feels so freaking naughty to be walking around like this. If anyone knew what was under my coat, I’d probably get arrested.

I board the bus and take a seat near the back, next to a window. Nobody looks my way, but I still keep my eyes down, focusing on gazing out the window at the passing scenery. An overweight, silver-haired man with a Bluetooth device clipped to his ear sits down next to me. My heart flutters in my chest. This man has no idea what dark secret his fellow traveler is harboring! I glance around the bus at all the other passengers, wondering if I’m the only one who has a naughty, wicked secret. Maybe the woman standing up and talking animatedly on her phone has a little girl fetish. Maybe the driver is a furry. Maybe the guy sitting next to me likes to wear women’s panties. Maybe-

The bus rolls through the streets, every little shudder, turn, and vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through the plug nestled between my cheeks. I place my hands on my bare thighs and focus on the journey, trying to ignore the delicious, erotic sensations rippling through me. It’s not easy. The low, constant rumble of the seat only makes the plug’s gentle bump and shift harder to ignore. I squeeze my thighs together, but that only makes it worse. I can feel the incredible wetness emanating from my sex, the raw, yearning, burning need of my own arousal. Without underwear, the sensation is both more explicit and erotic than ever before.

My phone pings
 with a new message. I carefully slip it out of my bag and angle to screen away from the guy next to me. My cheeks are warm. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard.

The message is from him. It says:


Good morning
.

I swallow. The bus makes a sharp right turn. I squeeze my thighs together and inhale a sharp breath. The text box is still open, three little dots bouncing up and down in a looping animation. Jonathan has not finished his message.

After a brief pause, a second sentence appears on my screen.


I see that you got my package
.

Part of me wants to reply with a joke, to say something stupid like, You’ve given me your package before
, but he won’t appreciate my hilarious gag and will probably be offended that I interrupted him.

A third message arrives.

Shall we find out if it works?

I frown for a moment, wondering what he’s talking about. Then it suddenly dawns on me. My thumbs touch the screen, moving quickly, trying to tell him, No, not now, I’m on a bus!
 But it’s already too late.

A second after his message arrives, I feel the plug burst into life. A slow, steady, rhythmic pulsing begins from within the teardrop shape that nestles in the tight tunnel of my butt. My body reacts to this unexpected – but not unpleasant – sensation at once. I clap a hand over my mouth to suppress a groan.

My body contracts and clenches and I almost curl into the foetal position in my seat. I grip my thighs, squeezing my legs tight together, and focus on trying to breathe. My toes curl. My muscles tense and squeeze, trying to stop this incredible stimulation from over taking me completely. It’s not easy. The plug vibrates in gentle, pulsing waves, forcing ripples of delight up and down my body. Just as one ripple seems to reach my brain and finally dissipate, another wave begins. The sensation is indescribable. I’ve experienced a similar sensation once before, about a month or so ago, when Jonathan used a remote-control vibrator to drive me to the edge – and far beyond. This feeling is like that, but also totally different. The knowledge that these vibrations are coming from my ass – in public
, no less – makes it even more wildly erotic than I could have imagined possible.

Another message appears on my phone. I can barely read it.


Feels good, doesn’t it. Let’s try stage two
.

The vibrations grow more intense. I inhale sharply and fight to keep from moaning or gasping or crying out. The powerful vibrations rock my insides, making my teeth shudder as the world becomes a surreal blur of colors. I can’t hear anything. I can’t see anything. It’s taking all my willpower to suffer in silence.

The silver-haired man in the next seat shifts his weight.


Oh, crap!
 I think, he can feel it!


He looks around, confused, and checks his own phone for the source of the buzzing. I lean forward a little more, curling up as though suffering from a painful stomach cramp, and lift my butt off the seat just enough to stop the tremors reaching my neighbor.

This position seems to satisfy his curiosity, but it only increases the intensity of the sensations traveling the length of my body. I bite my hand almost hard enough to break the skin.

It’s too much! It’s too much!

Tears form in the corners of my eyes. My feet shudder, shoes tapping on the floor, with every pulse of the plug. This is excruciating.

The silver-haired man stares at me, worry on his face. I probably look insane right now. Hunched over, fists clenched, teeth on edge, cheeks red, on the verge of tears – just another crazy commuter on the morning bus.

Air hisses through my gritted teeth in shallow, gasping drags. The steady whup-whup-whup
 pulses through my body. I feel like I’m on fire. I can’t hold it in. I can’t keep quiet. It feels too good!

Then the vibrations stop. I finally gulp a lungful of air and sit back in my seat. I’m panting. My brow is sticky with sweat. My body feels like I just did a hundred sit-ups, and there’s a strange – not unpleasant, but unfamiliar
 – burning sensation in my ass. I’ve made deep marks in my bare thighs and there are teeth marks in my hand.

The silver-haired guy stares at me with frightened eyes. He probably thinks I’m going crazy, or about to attack him, or start screaming down the bus.

‘Cramp,’ I say to him, with an apologetic shrug.

He nods and turns his attention away from me, as though afraid to catch whatever I’m carrying. I close my eyes and deep long, slow breaths, trying to get my heart rate back under control.

My phone pings
 once more. I can almost see the smirk on Jonathan’s face as he composed the message.


I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did
.

And just like that, my torment is over. It was a tease, a taste, a sample of things to come.


You bastard, I think
. I close my eyes again and focus on breathing slowly. My right leg shakes uncontrollably with the aftershocks. I can feel sticky heat on my inner thighs. Dammit, I haven’t even started work yet and I’m already a trembling mess. What else does my sir
 have in store for me?

****

I feel so conspicuous walking through the lobby. Everyone else is dressed in professional office attire – suits, long skirts, elegant dresses, etc. I’m wearing a long coat that doesn’t reached my knees. Everyone can see my bare legs.

Am I walking funny? It’s hard to tell. The plug seems to be affecting my movements, throwing off my stride. I keep unconsciously clenching my butt, even though it’s not going to fall out.

The elevator to the executive floor seems to take an eternity. I keep my eyes on the floor, not daring to look at anyone in case they can tell what secrets lay beneath this coat. The elevator slowly empties as the car ascends the building, people drifting out onto their floors one by one, until I am the last one standing.

I realize that I’ve been holding my breath and exhale in one long drag. What the heck is wrong with me? Why did I agree to do this? It makes no sense. I love my job, why do I keep sabotaging it by playing these ridiculous games with my boss? If something happened or someone found out… I don’t even want to think
 about what might happen.

How long can I keep playing these games? How long do I want to keep playing these games? A guy like Jonathan Whitman can get any girl he wants. He’s rich enough to go anywhere and do anything, so I don’t understand his infatuation with putting me through the ringer like this. What does he gain from it? He barely ever touches me. We haven’t had full sex since that first night in his hotel room. Whenever he sets a task or makes me fulfil some sexual goal, his focus is on me – talking to me, watching my face, encouraging me on. It’s almost like he doesn’t get pleasure out of sex, but instead draws his enjoyment from watching someone else submit to his will.

He once described me as his masterpiece
. About a month ago, when he locked me in place in his office and tormented me with a vibrator, he made some big speech about how much he loved to push people beyond their limits. He talked about the two kinds of people – achievers
 and deniers
. People who either know what they want and aren’t ashamed to go after it; and people who pretend to be above their own base desires. Once I came to terms with my own wants and needs, I joined the achievers camp and Jonathan promised to walk the rest of the way with me.

But, again, how long can I keep playing this game? Nothing made me put this outfit on today. I am my own woman, I could easily tell him to shove it up his ass and walk away… so why don’t I?

The truth is – deep down – I love it. I love playing his game. I love being the center of his attention. I love being the focus of his desires and fulfilling these naughty goals and pushing my own boundaries. And, above all, I love
 the fact that I should not be enjoying this. It feels wrong to submit to a man – and just any man, but to my boss
 – and play these twisted games at work. It’s so, so wrong and that makes it feel even more incredible. Would I be wearing this ridiculous get-up if he didn’t tell me to do so? No, of course not. And as aggravating as it was to be reduced to a quivering wreck on the bus earlier, it was also one of the hottest moments of my life.

So, yeah, I’m a mess. A walking contradiction. A girl who has never tried anal, walking around her workplace with a vibrating plug in her ass.

The elevator stops on my floor and I step out into the hallway of the executive offices. No matter how many times I walk through this place, it never ceases to amaze me. With its high ceiling and dark polished floors and oak-panel walls, it feels less like an office and more like an old library. I walk the short distance to the front desk, where a beautiful black woman wearing a pale blue business suit sits, her face tilted town to her computer screen.

‘Good morning, Lauren,’ I say, coming to a stop in front of her. ‘How are you today?’

The executive secretary flicks her eyes in my direction. The barest hint of a forced smile pushes up the corners of her lips.

‘Fine,’ she says, returning her attention to the computer on the desk.

Her coldness catches me by surprise. When I first started working here, I thought Lauren would be my ally in the bizarre sexual world of our boss. Whenever Jonathan wanted to explain a new desire or show me a particular kink, he would summon Lauren to his office and make me watch as she demonstrated what was expected. Hell, on my first day
 in his office, Jonathan ordered Lauren to bend over his desk and he spanked her with a paddle from his so-called toy box
.

But in the following days and weeks, Lauren was summoned less and less to his office. Jonathan began to focus all his attention on me instead. Her attitude toward me slowly changed over time, becoming frosty and distant, before this more recent turn into downright hostile territory.

It hurts that Lauren is acting like this around me. I never asked to replace or remove her in Jonathan’s eyes. I honestly though that the two of us would work together as his submissive women, but instead she has been completely forgotten. I have no idea how long she’s worked here. No idea how long how long she has enjoyed Jonathan’s attention and affection. It’s no wonder she dislikes me.

‘Lauren,’ I say, keeping my voice down. I want to talk to her, to smooth things over, to make it right. ‘Can we talk?’

‘Mister Whitman has asked to see you in his office as soon as you arrive,’ Lauren says, not looking at me.

‘Jonathan?’ I say, confused by the sudden change in how she refers to our boss. ‘You mean, sir
?’

She looks at me with the coldest eyes I have ever seen and says, ‘He is not my sir.’

Then she grabs her coffee cup and walks away, leaving me alone at the desk. I listen to her footsteps echoing off the dark walls, before the door to the break room opens and closes, plunging me into total silence. I let out a long sigh, wondering how on earth I could have ended up in this situation.

I follow the hallways around the floor. I pass the closed doors, each bearing a plaque and the name of a high-level executive on the front. I snatch occasional sounds of muffled voices or telephones or faint music from behind each door. Every step draws me a little closer to him
, to my sir
, to the lion’s den.

My feet feel heavy and my knees threaten to buckle with every step. My heart thunders and blood rushed through my ears louder than a monsoon downfall. Each little movement makes the plug shift and touch new parts of my ass, driving me crazier and crazier. I can feel how goddamn wet I am. My inner thighs are red hot and almost sticky with excitement. It’s not even eight thirty yet and I’m already a fucking wreck.

I reach his
 door and stop. I take a long moment to catch my breath and regain my focus – not easy, with the plug and the straps and my wet pussy and hard nipples.


Come on, Katie
, I tell myself, repeating my personal mantra once more, you can do this
.

I raise my hand to knock. His muffled voice cuts me off.

‘Come in, Katie,’ he says.

He knows. Of course he does. He always knows. I turn the handle and open the door and step inside his
 domain.

‘Good morning, Katie,’ he says, looking up from his desk.

‘Good morning sir,’ I say, closing the door.

‘Lock it,’ he says. I do as I’m told and click the door lock into place.

His office is the same as always – more like a home than a workplace. Comfortable chairs and tables at the near side, with his wide, spacious desk and leather office recliner at the far end. Windows perforate the opposite wall, the drapes thrown open to welcome the morning’s slowly rising fall sunshine into the room. I glance up at the window nearest the comfortable guest chairs, a tremble running through me. I catch a glimpse of the carefully-hidden restraints tucked away behind the drapes.

I approach the desk and stand before him, hands clasped in front of my stomach, like a schoolgirl waiting for the headmaster to address her. He types a few keys on his computer, ignoring my presence for a long, silent moment. His desk is one of those heavy dark wood builds with a pane blocking off one side, so his feet are nestled inside a small cubby hole. I glance out the window. Flags silently flutter in a heavy breeze. Brown leaves swirl and flutter.

‘Lose the coat.’

I snap my attention back to him. Jonathan – sir
 – is staring at me over his desk, hands clasped together under his chin. He looks at me with his usual implacable expression – patient, serene, with only the tiniest hint of the raging tempest within. He is both solemn and wild at the same time. I’ll never understand who anyone can be both those things and flick between the two so effectively.

My fingers grasp the zipper on my coat and I ease it down in one fluid motion. None of my previous anxiety shows. I’m in his
 domain, I’m with my sir
, I am safe. He’s here and that’s all that matters. Nothing bad will happen to me now.

I hold the coat open, showing him the outfit underneath. The low cut blouse. The tiny skirt.

‘I said, lose the coat
.’

He speaks firmly but clearly. This is not an invitation, but a command. I shrug off the coat and toss it onto one of the chairs. I place my hands at my side and look down at him. His eyes sweep my body, the corner of his mouth twitching upwards in satisfaction. My heart races. I have pleased him! Sir is happy with me!

‘Wonderful,’ he says. ‘How do you find the plug?’

I nod slowly, biting my lip. Christ, it feels sensational. The feeling of being full – even right now, standing still – is almost overwhelmingly erotic. My inner thighs are soaked with arousal.

‘Use your words,’ he says, gently chastising me.

‘It feels… different
,’ I say. ‘Different to how I imagined it would.’

‘But you like it?’

Again, I nod.

He leans back in his chair, surveying me with a clinical eye. He says, ‘I’m glad you like it. One of my greatest pleasures is introducing you to new sensations. That plug is training your ass… for something much bigger.’

A cruel smirk touches the corners of his lips and I know exactly what else he plans to fit in my ass. The thought makes my heart race.

‘Do we have time, sir?’ I ask, barely daring to hope that he might claim my ass here and now, over his desk, during work hours.

‘We have all the time in the world,’ he says. ‘I have a meeting this afternoon with my father and an outside agent. Until then… you’re all mine.’

He holds up a small purple box between one finger and his thumb. It’s the same shade of purple as the booty plug. I know exactly what that is and what it does.

‘Inspection stance,’ he says.

I take a breath and do as he says. He surveys me with an impassive expression. I stand with my feet apart, a little wider than my shoulder. I interlace my fingers together behind my head, elbows raised. I am vulnerable, exposed, and utterly at his mercy.

He moves the little purple box left and right. I follow it with my eyes. Then he presses the button.

The plug jerks into life in my ass. I gasp and throw my head back, fighting to keep from crying out in pleasure. His office is soundproofed, but I don’t want to risk anyone hearing me right now. I look at him, my sir
, pleading with my eyes, begging him to stop tormenting me. It feels too
 good. I can’t think. I can’t breathe. All that matters is the feeling, the waves of rapturous delight pulsing through my most intimate hole, to the very core of my being.

He presses the button again and the plug returns to its former silent nature. My body shakes and trembles, but I remain in position. Jonathan nods slowly and puts the remote on his desk. He pushes his chair back and taps the heavy wooden desk with a hand.

‘Come here,’ he says. ‘Hands on the desk.’

I walk around the desk on nervous feet, my heels tapping on his wooden floor. He watches me silently as I walk, my thighs clamped together to stop a flow of excitement from gushing down my legs. I reach his side of the desk and place my hands down on the cool wood surface a few inches apart, fingers spread, exactly as he showed me.

‘You look phenomenal,’ he says.

His praise makes me tingle almost as much as the plug did. I smile to myself, heat creeping to my cheeks. Why does he have this effect on me? I’m a grown woman, I shouldn’t be blushing like a child because a handsome man said something nice about me.

‘Do you enjoy these tasks I set for you?’ he says.

I hesitate for a brief moment, then say, ‘Yes.’

‘You paused.’ He places a hand on my bare thigh. The heat of his touch sends waves of pleasure through my skin. ‘Tell me.’

‘It’s just…’ I swallow. ‘I wish we didn’t do this at work. I feel sexy, but totally uncomfortable, sir.’

‘I see.’ Now it’s his turn to pause for a moment. ‘Actually, I have something to tell you-’

The shrill buzz of the intercom interrupts his thoughts. Lauren’s voice comes through the speaker, a little distorted and metallic, but perfectly clear.

‘Mister Whitman, your father would like to discuss today’s meeting with you.’

Jonathan jabs a finger on the microphone button and says, ‘I’ll talk to him later.’

Lauren starts to speak again, but Jonathan hits the mute button, silencing her before the first word can come through.

‘Where were we?’ he says, placing his hands on my thighs and gently squeezing.

‘May I ask a question?’ I say, struck by a sudden thought.

‘Just one,’ he says. ‘And be quick.’

‘What happened to Lauren? She said you’re not her sir
 anymore.’

His hands pause on my legs.

‘I have relieved Lauren of her duties,’ he says. ‘From now on, she will serve only the role listed in her contract.’

‘I don’t think she’s happy about that.’

I feel him stiffen behind me and immediately regret speaking out of turn. My hands clench on the desk, bracing for his sudden and swift punishment. But – this time – it doesn’t come.

‘I don’t care what makes her happy,’ he says, his tone as sharp as cracking whip. ‘From now on, I am yours exclusively.’

Emotions clash in my heart like armies on a battlefield. Sadness for Lauren. Shock at the sudden change in his tone. Happiness that he didn’t punish me. Delight that he wants to be my sir.

But one thought rises above all the others:

He’s all mine!

Jonathan stands s up behind me, his hands sliding beneath the hem of my tiny skirt and casually flipping it over my ass, exposing me to him. His warm, strong hands squeeze my ass and a sigh escapes my lips.

‘Enough,’ he says. ‘I want to enjoy your new toys.’

He leans over me, pressing his body against mine, allowing me to feel the fabric of his pants on my bare ass. I keep my hands on the desk and my eyes forward, not wanting to show any weakness. He grasps my shoulders and says, ‘I once asked if you were an achiever
 or a denier
. Do you know the answer to that question now?’

I nod.

‘What is your answer, Katie?’

‘I’m an achiever,’ I say. ‘I know what I want.’

‘And what is that?’

‘Whatever you want to do to me, sir. I want it all.’

He makes a satisfied chuckle behind me. I hear one the many drawers of his desk slide quietly open, wood dragging on wood. I hold my breath, not wanting to sound shy or nervous or scared – I’m none of those things. My fear ended as soon as I stepped into his office. He reaches into the drawer and removes something. I keep my eyes fixed in front of me, not daring to move without his express permission.

‘Gather your hair,’ he says. ‘Lift it up.’

I do as he says, taking both hands off the desk and sweeping my hair up into a tight ponytail, making sure every last strand is in place. He stands behind me and stretches his arms forward. Something hard and round and plastic touches my lips.

‘Open,’ he says.

I open my lips and the object slips between my teeth, jamming my mouth open and simultaneously blocking it. I know exactly what this is. It’s a ball gag.

‘Hands behind your back,’ he says.

I do as I am instructed again, placing both hands behind my back, palms open and facing him, as he prefers. Cold metal snaps into place around my wrists. Handcuffs. I am plugged, gagged, handcuffed, and totally at his mercy.


Exactly as I like to be
.

‘Comfortable?’ he says.

I nod. I can feel drool already trickling from the corners of my mouth, seeping around the plastic ball. How long before my jaw starts to ache like this?

‘Bend over,’ he says. ‘Lean on the desk.’

I place my face and breasts on the desk, exposing my ass to him once more. His hands grope and squeeze my butt cheeks. I don’t move or flinch. He spanks me once. I don’t move. He spanks me again, harder. I inhale sharply through my nose. His hand slips between my legs and cups my burning, dripping sex. The feel of his palm against my womanhood sends electric tongues of pleasure coursing through my body. It feels so wonderful. So perfect. So good.

‘Shall we begin?’ he says.

I nod, but a loud thump
 on the office door makes me jump.

‘Oh, for God’s sake!’ comes a muffled voice. The voice of Jonathan’s father, Frank, the owner of the entire company. ‘Open the damn door, boy!’

‘Fuck,’ Jonathan says, hissing under his breath.

My heart leaps into my throat. What the hell is the CEO doing here now? What if he catches me like this? In my panic, I freeze in place, hands on the desk and my ass exposed.

‘Get under the desk,’ Jonathan says. ‘Don’t let him see you. I’ll make him go away.’

I try to move, but fumble and slam my leg into the desk. Pain shoot through my thigh. Pens rattle on the desk. Jonathan steps away and walks across the office. He turns and jabs a finger at me. I ignore the pain in my leg – that’s gonna bruise, Katie!
 – and curse my clumsiness. I crouch down into a ball – really tricky to do when you’re wearing heels and your hands are cuffed together like this – and curl up on my knees under his desk.

My body trembles with adrenaline and fear and excitement and arousal. This is crazy. I feel like I’m seventeen again, hiding in my boyfriend’s closet when his parents came home early. But this situation is way, way crazier. I could be fired. Hell, I could be arrested! Jonathan could lose his job. The scandal – oh, fuck, the scandal! – could get into the press. My face could be plastered over all the front pages across the nation. I’d forever be known as the woman who dressed like a filthy slut and let her boss shove a vibrating butt plug in her ass in the workplace. I’d never find another job again. I would have to change my name. Change my face. Move to Thailand and work in a titty bar.

Get a fucking grip, Katie!

The voice that fills my mind is not my own. It is the voice of sir
. It soothes me. Calms me. Helps me see this situation logically. I’ll hide here until the visitor leaves. Then I’ll go back to my own office and never open the door again until everyone else is gone home.

I hear voices at the doorway. Frank and Jonathan. Low but forceful. Then the sound of the door opening and several pairs of feet entering the room. My heart hammers in my chest now. Why are they in the room? Why won’t they go away?

‘I wasn’t expecting this to happen yet,’ Jonathan says. ‘I thought we were meeting this afternoon. I haven’t prepared any of the paperwork.’

I hear the sound of furniture squeaking as people sit down. They’re in the seats on the other side of this desk, just a few feet away from me. They have no idea I’m here! No idea that the office slut is underneath her boss’s desk wearing fetish clothing, with a plug in her asshole. Fuck! I’m going fucking crazy here!

My heart punches my chest like a boxer going to town on a bag. How long is this gonna take? Why does this have to be right now? Why couldn’t I have slipped out of here sooner?

‘Doesn’t matter. Let’s get this started,’ Frank says. Even though I recognize his voice, the tone surprises me. In all my interactions with Frank, he’s been polite and kind and damn near fatherly toward me. This man is totally different. This is Frank the Businessman.

‘It would be better to rearrange the meeting,’ Jonathan says, his forced politeness almost painful to my ears. His footsteps slowly walk back around the desk. I see his legs as he sits back in his chair and pulls it a little closer to the desk, trying to block me from sight.

‘I don’t have time for that,’ says a third voice. This is also a man’s voice, but I don’t recognize it. ‘My plans have changed, it’s now or never, boys.’

The door opens and another person enters the room. I hear the soft tip-tap
 of heels on a hard floor and immediately know who this new intruder is. Lauren. I hear her set a tray of coffees down on the desk and step back.

‘Lauren,’ Frank says, ‘stick around. We might need notes.’

Lauren’s footsteps tip
 and tap
 across the room, drawing ever closer. She walks around the desk and sits in a small seat tucked into the corner of the room, a notepad on her slender thighs. She’s in the perfect position to see my hiding place. I cower back behind Jonathan’s legs as much as possible.

That’s when I see it
. On the floor. A good few feet away from the desk. Out in the open. Behind Jonathan’s chair. It
. A small purple box with several buttons on the front.

The remote control for my butt plug.

The ball gag muffles my gasp. The sound is lost amid the continued conversation of the three men above me. How the hell did it wind up over there? It must have fallen off when I slammed into the desk a few seconds ago. Oh, shit! Oh, fuck! What the hell am I gonna do? What if someone sees it?

Someone does see it.

Lauren’s head turns toward the purple object on the floor. It must stand out like a beacon against the dark wooden floor. She leans over to get a better look at it. My heart freezes mid-beat. My hands bundle into tight, terrified fists at the small of my back. I watch Lauren bend down and pick up the remote control, confusion written on her face. She sits upright and turns it over a couple of times. Then realization dawns on her face. She knows exactly what this object is. She knows exactly who
 would need something like this. Her eyes slowly raise, tracing a clear line through the air like a searchlight, until she looks at the one place where a small woman could hide in this office. Our eyes meet. Me, under the desk, cuffed and plugged and gagged, cowering behind our boss’s legs. Her, on the chair, sitting in the corner, out of our boss’s eyeline. She looks right at me.

I beg Lauren with my eyes. Please, please, please
… But she merely smiles. It is a cruel, taunting smile. It is not a kind expression on her face – she resembles a cat who knows she can toy with a mouse at her leisure. She leans back in her chair, notepad and pen poised in front of her, and gets comfortable. The purple box slips out of my sight, into her hand. She ignores me and turns her attention to the meeting at hand.

Minutes pass. Long, slow, torturous minutes that drag like hours. I watch her work, taking rapid notes, her mind on other, more important tasks. I hear muffled conversation – Frank, Jonathan, the third man – all speaking at leisure. Nobody is in any hurry. How long am I going to be down here?

Then it happens.

The booty plug comes to life in my ass, pulsing and vibrating and throbbing. My teeth clamp down, but the gag forces them apart. My mind is lost in silent horror and pleasure. I try to squeeze my thighs together, but that only makes the pleasure more intense. The sound of my own ragged breathing is as loud as a scream in my own ears.

Nobody hears.

I clench my fists tighter, willing myself to stop from screaming out loud or making a single noise, and look out from behind Jonathan’s legs. Lauren’s eyes are fixed on a point somewhere in the room behind me. Her pen swirls back and forth over the notepad, taking hurried notes. But I see a small upward curve in the corner of her mouth. She knows what she has done. Hell, she probably has plenty of experience in what this feels like, too.

I screw my eyes shut and try to push it all away, to somehow ignore the sensation of these vibrations coursing through my tight little asshole. But it’s completely impossible. It feels so fucking good, despite the fear gripping my heart right now. In fact, that fear somehow makes this moment even more overwhelmingly erotic. I haven’t felt this way since… since…


Since Sir ordered me to put my hands on the hotel window and spread my legs for everyone to see
…

My body shakes and rocks in silent, uncontrollable pleasure. I curl into a ball at my sir
’s feet, forcing myself to stay quiet, unable to breathe, desperately hoping I don’t slip and crash into the desk. The three men keep talking, oblivious to my situation.

Drool coats my lips and my chin, dripping down to the floor in silvery droplets. A few strands land on Jonathan’s shoe. I ignore them. He’ll probably forgive me when I explain. If I get
 the chance to explain.

The relentless vibrations continue. I start gurgling in the back of my throat. Holy shit, this is intense! I can feel the burning fire of an explosive climax building in my belly. I can’t ignore this. It feels too good! Thick, syrupy juices trickle down my thighs. I don’t dare look back, in case there’s a pool of my lust on the floor.

I glance up at Lauren, tears swimming before my eyes. She lifts up the notepad, still apparently making copious notes on the front. But I see two fingers on the back of the pad. She taps the paper with those fingers. It takes me a second to understand what she’s trying to tell me.

Too late, I realize. Stage two
. The vibrations suddenly kick up a gear. My body rocks and shudders in silent pleasure. This is the most exquisite agony I’ve ever felt. My pussy must be damn near gushing right now. My inner thighs are soaked and sticky. My asshole burns from being used so much, but – goddammit!
 – it feels so fucking good.

I close my eyes and place my forehead on the office floor, hoping the cold wood will somehow save me. It doesn’t help. It only makes my body shudder in time with the pulsing vibrator. I can’t breathe, I can’t think.

If this goes on much longer, I’m going to come!

What can I do? I can’t move. I can’t make a sound. I can’t even get Jonathan’s attention. All I can do is stay where am I and try to fight the incredible, impossible, delectable pleasures of the vibrator as it buzzes and trembles and throbs inside my tight asshole.

The fire in my belly becomes a white-hot inferno. I feel it burn me from the inside out. I can’t fight it. I can’t stop it. I am going to orgasm. Here. Now. Like this.

My eyes roll up. Stars explode across my vision. I lose all feeling in my fingertips and toes. I gasp into the ball gag, spit flying from the corners of my mouth. It takes all my energy to stay upright and not to fall over and smash into the desk. I spread my knees wider on the floor and feel warm, sticky trickles of arousal dribble down my legs. It’s overwhelming. It’s beyond overwhelming. I can’t take this anymore. Can’t take this. Can’t-

I blink several times, forcing the world back into focus, and see Lauren’s cruel, taunting smile. She can see me in her peripheral vision. She’s loving every moment of my torture. But she’s not doing it for her own pleasure, like Jonathan does. He torments me and enjoys my reaction. Lauren is doing this to hurt me, to humiliate me, to punish me for taking her place as his favorite toy.

And she’s going to break me!

She taps on the back of the notepad with three fingers. I shake my head, begging her silently not to do this, not to increase the vibrations, not to push any further-

It doesn’t matter. The vibrator goes into overdrive, pulsing and throbbing more violently than ever before. It feels like nothing I’ve ever experienced. The vibrations touch every part of my tight asshole at once, sending wave after wave through my entire body. I can feel the vibrations in my teeth. It hurts, but in the good way. My body is exhausted, pushed to the limit – beyond the fucking limit – but I am totally at Lauren’s mercy.

And she has none
.

I climax over again, little gurgles escaping my throat. Jonathan hears. He shuffles his feet on the floor to mask the noise. I can’t help it. It’s the only way to ease the incredible pressure that threatens to consume me from the inside out.

My hands shudder, causing the handcuffs to rattle. I hear sir
 tap on the desk with his fingers and move paperwork around, muffling the noise. I can’t even think. I don’t care if they catch me, I just want this to be over! It’s too much! Far too much!

My mouth and my pussy gush with juices. I can’t control my own body anymore. I’m a passenger in my own mind. I see Lauren’s cruel smile once more through tear-glistened eyes.

Orgasm after orgasm rips through me. I lose count of how many after three. They all begin to merge into one. It stops feeling good. My body becomes too sensitive. Far too sensitive. Pleasure slowly turns to pain. Each fresh orgasm begins to hurt my aching, sore body. My asshole burns from the constant pressure and endless buzzing. I can’t feel anything anymore. Nothing except the vibrator. I am continuously dripping from each end.

Finally, Jonathan moves. He stands up and walks around the desk. I hear low voices talking, but can’t tell what they’re saying. All I can hear is my own ragged gasping through the ball gag. Lauren stays in her chair. She has stopped writing. Her eyes are fixed on me. Her face is a picture of triumph. She holds the notepad up, concealing part of her body from the rest of the room, and uses it to block her other hand. I see the remote control in her hand. She grins, bends down, and slips it into her shoe. No way I will be able to get it back now. It’s hers.

She stands up and walks out of my sight. I hear Lauren’s heels tapping on the floor, then the sound is lost amid my own gasping, drooling, whining breaths. I stay where I am for the longest time, cheek pressed against the floor, eyes rolling in my head like a drunk, feeling my body ache and burn with every tremble of the vibrator.

The office door opens. I can barely comprehend what that sounds means. After an eternity, the door closes again. Footsteps rush toward me. Loud, heavy footfalls. I look up into the flushed, smiling face of Jonathan Whitman.

‘It’s done,’ he says. ‘Now we can…’

I collapse onto the floor, more liquid than woman. He bends down and slides his arms underneath me, concern on his face.

‘What’s wrong?’ he says. Then he hears it. The slow, steady whirring of the vibrator inside my asshole. ‘Dammit, how did that get turned on?’

I try to answer, but it’s impossible. Even if the gag wasn’t obstructing my mouth, the only sounds I can produce right now are faint gurgles. He lifts me to my feet. I collapse forward onto the desk. My legs have no strength left in them. He unclasps the handcuffs. My arms flop to my sides. I try to reach back and remove the plug, but I can’t. There’s no strength left in me.

‘Here,’ he says, ‘sit in my chair.’

I want to stop him, to push him away, to give some warning that my soaking pussy will surely ruin his beautiful leather office chair, but I can’t. He eases me back into the seat. I lop onto the leather, my limbs rubbery and weak. I can barely hold my head up. Jonathan kneels between my legs and reaches under my ass. His finger and thumb grasp the base of the plug and pull it free. I shudder all over for a final time as the vibrator blazes one last trail through my aching and exhausting asshole. He twists the head of the base open, exposing the mechanics inside, and breaks the circuitry, killing the device once and for all. The vibrations finally come to a stop.

He tosses the broken plug in the trash and unclips the ball gag from around my face. More drool falls from my aching lips. I try to say something – to thank him, maybe – but I can’t. I’m finished. I’m broken. I can’t even see straight.

‘Katie?’ he says, kneeling at my side, concern all over his face. ‘Katie, are you okay?’

I open and close my mouth and look around, blinking like a stunned cow.

‘Katie?’ he says again, pressing a hand on my shoulder and shaking me. ‘Can you hear me?’

I nod. The world swims before my eyes. He sounds as though he’s taking through a tube, like he’s ten feet away from me. Relief floods his face.

‘What happened?’ he says.

I try to respond, but I can’t. All the air has been sucked out of my lungs. All I can do is sit here, leaking all over his beautiful leather chair, and pant breathlessly. I can’t even raise my arm.

He takes my hand and kisses it. Even in this state, the tenderness of his action shocks me. I stare at my hand for a moment, as though his lips have discolored the skin.

‘I’m glad you’re okay,’ he says. ‘I don’t know what happened, but that was a lot more than I wanted you to endure. God, I hope that wasn’t on for the whole thing… we were talking for over an hour.’


An hour?
 God, it felt like a whole day had passed under that desk. It felt like I had gone freaking crazy a hundred times over waiting for my torment to end!

‘But tell me this,’ he says, his lips curving upward in the semblance of a smile, ‘did you enjoy it? Did you like anal play?’

I nod again. I want to tell him how many times I came. How hard I climaxed under that desk. How much I loved the feeling of being utterly helpless. How much I loved the feeling of that plug filling my tight asshole. But I can’t speak right now. I can’t do anything.

‘I can tell you did,’ he says. His hand slips from my shoulder and finds my bare thigh. Goddamn, his hand feels incredible on my skin! ‘Your pussy is practically gushing.’

His hand slides along my thigh, drawing steadily closer to my aching, pulsing, dripping womanhood. My lips are swollen and pussy. My entrance is wide open and desperate for relief. God, I need
 this!

‘Now that my meeting is over,’ he says, ‘I’ve got the whole day. Don’t worry, I’ll assign your work to the floor below. All I want is the pleasure of your company. And the pleasure of your pleasure…’

His fingers brush my burning lips and my body shudders. How can something this good also hurt me at the same time? Fuck, I want him to touch me. I need him to touch me. But my body aches so bad right now. Even the lightest touch of his fingers against my slit sends waves of fresh agony coursing through my pussy.

‘Please,’ I say, panting, the word sounding so weak and pathetic right now. ‘I can’t… I can’t… it hurts. My body’s so sensitive.’

He clicks his tongue against the roof of his mouth, frowning in disappointment.

‘That’s unfortunate,’ he says. ‘But there are always… other avenues we can explore.’

Before I can ask what exactly he means by that, my sir
 stands up. His zipper is now in my eyeline, his bulging, throbbing package lurking beneath.

‘I trust that your mouth is not too sensitive?’ he says.

Strength suddenly returns to my arms. I reach up and unzip him in one fluid movement, despite the trembling in my fingers. He takes off his suit jacket and tosses it aside, hunger written all over his face. I reach inside his pants and unbutton the flap on the front of his shorts. My hands can feel the incredible heat wafting off his throbbing manhood. God, I crave his satisfaction!

I ease his length free, marvelling once more at its perfect size and shape. How is a man like him blessed with the most perfect cock I’ve ever seen? It doesn’t make sense. His shaft fills my hand – fills both
 hands – and still there’s plenty left over. It pulses with life and energy; yearning for a soft, wet hole to fill; seeking a willing slut to bring this beautiful erection to climax. No matter how many times I see his cock, no matter how many times I please his cock, no matter how many times I taste his delicious come, I’m always in awe of how fucking perfect my sir
’s cock truly is.

I open my mouth. He steps closer to the chair, thrusting his manhood at my willing lips. He glides inside. I make an involuntary purr of delight as his shaft slips across my tongue and pushes to the back of my throat. He groans with pleasure as my lips encircle his thick shaft, gripping his cock tight, my tongue caressing the sensitive underside in slow, repetitive movements. He tastes better than ever.

He places a hand on top of my head, gently guiding my movements, slowly easing me forward and back, allowing my lips to slide up and down his shaft. He stays where he is and uses my mouth to get himself off. There is nothing on earth that turns me on as much as being used like this – but only by him
.

I let him fuck my mouth like this, bobbing my head back and forth along his shaft, letting little groans of pleasure escape my lips every so often. My arousal only makes the soreness worse. My gut feels like it’s been pummeled by a prize-fighter.

‘This is good,’ he says. His satisfaction feels like a drop of liquid courage that trickles all the way down my throat, to the very back. I want to do more. I want to please him. ‘Your mouth is so perfect, Katie. I would like to come down your throat.’

I moan onto his shaft, forcing my head forward, taking every perfect inch inside my mouth. My eyes water with the effort, but I hold him there, controlling my gag reflex and willing myself not to disappoint him. It’s so rare that I am allowed to pleasure him like this. Usually our games only revolve around me climaxing – or, worse, being denied at the last instant – so the fact that he wants to come in my mouth is a huge achievement for me.

He begins to move my head faster now, fucking my mouth quicker and quicker, using my lips and tongue and throat to pleasure himself. He groans deeply now, losing himself to the feel of my mouth slowly working its magic on his cock. The sound of his pleasure is like a beautiful symphony to me. I love it.

I continue to build my pace, willing him to climax for me, tasting his arousal on the tip of his cock. He is getting closer with every passing second. I feel it. I know my sir’s pleasure. I have given him this pleasure many times now and I recognize the signs. He is just a few short minutes away from pumping my throat full of his hot, bittersweet come.

‘What the hell
 is going on here?’

I jerk my head back, shocked, and look toward the source of the voice, clamping my legs together in fright. Frank Whitman stands in the open doorway, his face a mixture of horror and rage and disappointment. Over his shoulder, I see Lauren, her dark face a picture of victory.

What the hell am I supposed to do right now? Drool coats my chin. He probably saw my pussy. Hell, he definitely
 saw me giving his son a blowjob. All I can do is stare at Frank, my eyes bulging out of my head, and wonder how long he’s been standing there.

‘Why don’t you fucking knock
?’ Jonathan says, anger in his voice, as he tucks his slippery cock back inside his pants.

‘I don’t need to knock,’ Frank says, ‘I own the fucking door.’

He strides into the office, slamming the door behind him. I feel myself cowering into the chair, unable to move or say anything or look away. Tears prick the corners of my eyes again. Tears of fear. Tears of shame. Tears of sadness.

Frank looks from his son to me, the wrinkles of his once-kindly face deepening into fierce, furious crevasses. The man who once took my side against Jonathan now looks as though he wants to hurl me out the window.

‘You,’ he says, his voice dripping with acid hate, jabbing a finger in my direction, ‘you were supposed
 to reign him in. I counted on you to put a stop to his bullshit!’

‘You leave her out of this,’ Jonathan says. He steps toward Frank, but the old man shoves him back with surprising strength.

‘Shut up,’ Frank says, almost growling. ‘I will deal with you later.’

‘I can explain,’ I say, with no idea how I’m going to explain any part of this.

Frank turns back to me. His face is so contorted with anger that I almost gasp in shock. I have never seen this side of him. Not once.

‘You stupid fucking slut
,’ he says. ‘I thought you were different to all the other worthless two-bit whores I’ve hired over the years. You were the only one who ever stood up to him. But now I see that you’re just another goddamn cunt-’

Jonathan roars in anger and lunges at his father. I curl up in the seat, horrified, as the two men grab at one another, slamming against the desk. The computer falls to the floor with a thunderous crash
, smashing and splintering. A coffee cup overturns and shatters. Paperwork goes flying. Frank’s cheeks redden with rage. He shoves at Jonathan, but the younger man clings on tight, teeth bared, incoherent snarls filling the air. They push forward and back for several long moments, arms flying, raining blows on one another.

‘Don’t you ever
 fucking call her that!’ Jonathan says, slamming his father against the desk, fists curled around the old man’s collar. ‘Don’t you ever
 say that to Katie again!’

Frank stays where he is for a moment, pinned up against the desk, barely staying upright, only held in place by his furious son’s hands. His eyes flick from Jonathan’s red face to my pale, terrified face.

‘Have you gone mad?’ Frank says. ‘You’re really gonna do this? For what? For her
? Another worthless slut? There are thousands of girls like her in every city in the world! What the hell makes her so special?’

‘Because I love her!’

Silence falls across all three of us, as thick as a blanket. For a long, long moment, the only sound is the two men’s ragged breathing. I stare at Jonathan’s face, barely able to comprehend what I’ve just heard.


He loves me
.

I thought he was affectionate
 towards me. I thought I was special
 to him. Not once, even in my deepest, darkest, wildest dreams did I ever dare to hope that maybe he loved
 me. The thought had never even crossed my mind.

‘You – you what?’ Frank says, bewildered.

‘I love her,’ Jonathan says. The words seem to deflate him, to take all the rage out of his body. He releases Frank’s collar and stands back and turns to me. ‘I love you, Katie. I don’t know if you feel the same way. But I love you. I’ve never felt this way before with anyone.’

He reaches out a hand toward me.

I open my mouth and the words fall out. I never even have to think about them.

‘I love you too, Jonathan,’ I say.

‘That meeting today – that was me selling my percentage in the company. As of this moment, I quit. Will you come with me?’

‘Where?’ I say, staring up at him with awe.

‘Anywhere.’

I take his hand and stand up. My legs are still unsteady, but he helps me to my feet.

‘Goddammit
,’ Frank says, pushing himself off the desk and straightening his crumpled shirt and loosened tie. ‘God fucking dammit
, boy. You listen to me. You can sell your share or the company – my
 company – that’s fine. But if you walk out that door with her
, you’ll never work in this town again! Mark my words, boy, bimbos like her are all the same! She’ll bleed you dry and dump you the second your bank empties!’

Jonathan laces his fingers through mine and smiles at me. His cheeks are red with anger, but his eyes are bright with happiness.

‘Are you sure?’ I say. My head is spinning. So many crazy things have happened today, and it’s not even lunchtime yet.

‘More sure than I’ve ever been of anything.’

He smiles and we walk across the office.

‘You fucking idiot
!’ Frank says from behind us. ‘Don’t done running back to me when she dumps you! I know exactly what that little whore is!’

Jonathan opens the door and lets me walk ahead. Lauren stands in the hallway, listening. Her eager smile drops when she sees me.

Jonathan – my sir
, the man who loves me – turns back to his father and says, ‘You don’t know shit, dad.’ Then he closes the door and turns to Lauren. ‘If I still worked here, you’d be fired. Enjoy working for that asshole.’

He takes my hand again. We walk along the hallway together. If any of the other executives heard the fight, they keep their doors shut. We walk all the way around the floor until we reach the elevator. I press the button and we step inside.

The last thing I see as the doors slide shut is Lauren’s stunned face, wondering what the hell just happened.


I know the feeling
.

###


Epilogue:

Becoming His Wife


Come on, Katie, you can do it
.

My heart hammers like a rocker giving a drum solo. I can’t even hear the ocean over the sound of my racing heart. I force myself to breathe and calm down. I open the window and gaze out at the crisp, clear, azure sea, as perfect and still as a mirror. Tiny schools of tropical fish swim past, heedless of my worries.

Why am I so nervous? This is what I want. This is what he wants, too. The both of us, together forever. I grip the window frame, taking long, deep gulps of the sea air, smelling the salt and feeling the dry breeze on my skin. All I’ve gotta do is walk down an aisle. That’s all. I can do that. One foot in front of the other. How long is the aisle? Ten, twenty feet? That’s nothing. I’ve walked further in higher heels than these.

I catch a glimpse of my face reflected in the window. I look like a totally different woman. These past few months have completely changed me. Being with him
 has completely changed me. My skin glows. My eyes shine. I look like a woman who has found her place in the world. Hell, I feel that way, too.

Right now, my makeup is flawless. I have beautiful red lips. Glowing cheeks. Deep blue eyeshadow that makes my eyes gleam like jewels. My hair is braided into flowing chains that run along the sides of my head. I look so stunning that the reflection doesn’t even resemble the woman who left her place of employment six months ago, running away with the CEO’s son. It seems so crazy how quickly life can change on a dime. This time last year, I was working out of the New York office, living in a crappy apartment, and stuck in a failing relationship. Now I’m on a tropical island, about to walk down the aisle and marry the man who stole my heart and ran away with me. Where will I be this time next year?

The door to my bridal room opens and the wedding planner enters. She’s a beautiful slim woman, with skin bronzed by the sun and dark hair that flows down to her shoulders. She speaks with a wonderful velvet voice, her accent deep and dreamy.

‘We are ready for you now, Miss Katie.’

I smile and close the window. I feel calmer now. Settled. I know that I can do this. I can do it because he is waiting for me on the other side. All I need to do is walk to him. Then I will become Mrs Katie Whitman.

The wedding planner holds the door open for me. I grab my bouquet and take one final look at myself in the mirror. One final look at Miss Katie Morgan, before she disappears forever. Miss Katie Whitman looks perfect. Her tight white dress clings gently to every curve, accentuating her bust and hips. It hags off the shoulder, with a simple pearl-studded belt running around her waist. I blow my reflection a kiss and leave the room.

I follow the dark-haired woman through a short hallway, to another door at the far end. We pause for a moment – only a couple of seconds, but time seems to stand still. My destiny is on the other side of this door.

Then the woman nods and pushes open the door. I step through into the bright sunlight. Jonathan stands twenty feet ahead of me, at the end a wooden gangway built over the water. His face brightens as he sees me. A handful of people sit in the few available chairs, their heads turned toward me. Behind Jonathan, the sea stretches on forever, until it meets the cloudless horizon in the far distance. My skin tingles under the baking sun. I have no idea how Jonathan can wear a suit in this heat.

Music plays from small speakers mounted on the wall above my head. The bridal march, played on a piano.

Tears suddenly well in my eyes. This is real. This is really real. My Jonathan. My sir
. My love.

For the rest of my life.

I hold my head up high and put one foot in front of the other and walk down the aisle to be with the man of my dreams. The man who fills my heart and soul more than any other. The man who awakened the beast inside me. The man who showed me what life and love could really be, under the right conditions. The man I call sir
.

The man I will always call sir
.


Forever
.

###


Cuckoldress:

Hubby Bends Over


The best part of having a cuckold like Josh for a husband is how much goddamn fun I get to have every single day of my life. Being a cuckoldress is one of those things that people will never understand unless they experience it for themselves. Check this out, for instance. Last night, my husband sucked my toes. Why, you ask? Because I told him to. I just had a mani-pedi and really wanted to keep feeling pampered. I laid on the bed and gave him an order and he did as he was told. The best part about it all was that my husband paid for the mani-pedi, and the reason I had that done is because my boyfriend is taking me away for a filthy fuck vacation this weekend. I get all the joys of being married, with absolutely none
 of the downsides.

It makes me laugh when I hear the girls in the office bitching about their useless husbands and how crap the men in their lives can be. What’s that, Karen? Your husband forgot to empty the dishwasher? Don’t make me laugh – mine waited in the car while my Tinder date bent me over his couch and fucked me so hard I couldn’t sit down the next day.

Becoming a cuckoldress is one of the best decisions I ever made. It helps that my husband is already naturally submissive and I’m the kind of woman many people refer to as kind of a bitch
. (I thought I was an alpha female go-getter, but bitch
 is good, too). Hubby and I have a good marriage, but after a few years, it was clear that we were starting to have issues. My high-profile job earns about four times as much as his, so we agreed that he would become a house husband. He seemed to enjoy that, so we slowly started to explore his submissiveness together, both in and out of the bedroom. First, we started only having sex when I wanted it – and how
 and where
 I wanted it. My job is highly stressful and frustrating, so I like to enjoy lots of rough, energetic, hard sex when I get home. Those few short hours I get to be with my husband are the hours I look forward to the most, and I hate
 wasting them.

Unfortunately, my husband soon proved unable to keep up with my voracious appetite. When I climax, I want to go again, immediately. When Josh climaxes, his cock wilts like a deflating balloon and he needs at least an hour to recharge. That does not fly with me, no sir. I get what I want.

Maybe it was only a matter of time before we progressed from Josh orally pleasing my unsatisfied and hungry pussy to me insisting that something needed to change. If he wasn’t up to the task of making sure his wife was pampered, pleasured, and thoroughly fucked, then someone else was going to have to do it instead.

He did not take long to warm to the idea. My sweet man went from caring house husband to obedient beta cuckold in record time. Our marriage grew stronger and my sex life hit the stratosphere and neither one of us have looked back since. Now barely a week goes by that I don’t experience the kind of rough, hard, intense, all-consuming sex that I so desperately require from a lover. And as for Josh – he loves hearing my stories. Sometimes, when I get home, we lay in bed together and I slowly, softly, gently whisper in his ear all the naughty things I did with another man and my sweet, caring, cuckold husband comes in his pants with anybody touching him.

It’s been almost ten months since I took up the role of cuckoldress in my marriage and Josh hasn’t fucked me once in all that time. The most action he gets is my hand – or, if I’m feeling especially kinky – I’ll sit on his face and let him enjoy everything my lover left behind, but that hasn’t happened for about two months now. These days, the most my husband gets to enjoy my body is when he hands me a towel after my shower, or peeks through the crack in the door while I dress for work. I took control of his pleasure a long time ago…

I sit in the break room at the office, staring through the window at the gray buildings beyond, my fingers absent-mindedly toying with the key hanging from the chain around my neck. Back when I first started wearing it, some people asked me why I have a key on necklace. I always gave the same response – a coy smile, followed by the words, ‘It’s a gift from my husband. It’s the key to his heart
.’ People always thought it was so cute. They had no clue that it’s really the key to the tight metal prison that keeps my husband’s penis locked up tight, only to be released when – and if
 – I deem it necessary for him to receive pleasure. Naturally, I haven’t touched his penis for around three months now. What’s the point in giving him a handjob when he hasn’t earned it? If Josh was capable of pleasuring my pussy in the manner that a Goddess like me deserves, then why would I waste my energy jerking his little cock?

Around me, I hear the vague gossip of the other women in the office, bitching about their husbands and boyfriends, their sex lives and the general state of their homes. It takes all my energy to refrain from saying, ‘All you gotta do is lock up his dick, girls. You’ll be amazed how much better your life gets
.’ I toy with the key a little more, smiling at nothing in particular. I like to imagine that Josh’s cage gets a little tighter every time my fingers brush the key. Wherever he is right now – grocery shopping, doing chores, watching TV – he’ll feel the pinch of unyielding metal around his shaft and balls and know that I am taking pleasure in his pain.

He’s such a good husband like that.

I glance at my watch. Half past three on a Friday afternoon. The working week is almost over, thank the lord. Everyone is looking forward to the weekend, to heading home and enjoying themselves for forty-eight hours and not have to think about anything work-related. As for me, I have other plans. Once five o’clock hits, I’m heading straight over to my current boyfriend’s apartment to spend the entire weekend lost in erotic bliss. I’m so looking forward to it – Chris always gives me the kind of hot, hard, heavy fuck I deserve. Josh gave me his blessing – not that he had much choice in the matter – so long as I told him everything and took plenty of videos.

My phone buzzes on the table, flashing my boyfriend’s name. I snatch it up and head back to my office before answering the call. Last thing I want is all these gossipy bitches overhearing me talking to a man who is not my husband about all the filthy sex we’re going to have for the next two days.

‘Hello lover,’ I say, pushing the office door shut with my heel. ‘I was just thinking about you.’

‘Something good, I hope?’ Chris says, an edge of humor in his voice.

‘Always. What’s up? Can’t wait another couple hours to have me?’

‘Actually…’ I hear resignation in Chris’s voice. ‘I’m really sorry, Megan…’

I lean against the edge of my desk, already knowing what he’s going to say. All my adrenaline and excitement and energy fades away, like a pan of water coming off the boil.

I listen in silence as Chris explains that his plans have changed at the last minute. Clients, meetings, projects. Whatever. All I can hear is the sound of my pussy groaning in frustration.

Dammit! This was supposed to be our big, sexy weekend! Now what am I supposed to do?

‘I’m really sorry,’ Chris says. ‘We’ll definitely do it another time.’

‘Yeah, fine,’ I say, not even trying to hide how pissed off I am. ‘Gimme a call next week.’

I hang up and stay where I am for a moment, leaning against the desk with the phone in my hand. All those naughty, wicked, deeply erotic fantasies I’d been imagining throughout the week just went straight down the tubes. All the delicious scenarios Chris had whispered to me over the phone while Josh ate my puss – gone, just like that.

‘Fuck,’ I say, to nobody in particular. To say that I’m frustrated right now is a fucking understatement. I’ve been craving this all week. Hell, I’ve been counting on having this wild, spectacular weekend of free-for-all fucking to the point where it was the only
 release I was going to enjoy. Now I’m just gonna go home to my husband like all the other sad sack clueless women in this office.

Unless…

A naughty voice whispers in the back of my mind. The same naughty voice that gives me all my good ideas – like locking Josh’s cock in a cage, or getting new boyfriends, or taking control of my own sex life. That naughty voice whispers, telling me a brand-new idea. A really fun, sexy idea. An idea that brings a cruel smile to my face.

I dial home and lift the phone to my ear. Josh answers on the third ring.

‘Hello?’ he says.

‘You took your time answering,’ I say, my voice pitched somewhere between mocking cruelty and amusement.

‘Hello Megan,’ my husband says. ‘I’m sorry, I was in the kitchen.’

I can picture the scene. My trained house husband, bent over the sink, scrubbing the dishes. One day I’ll have to get him a little maid’s outfit. That image brings a smile to my face.

‘I’m calling because Chris had to bail on me,’ I say, absent-mindedly playing with a button on my pants. ‘Something came up, so this weekend is a bust.’

‘Aw, no!’ Josh says. My husband sounds even more disappointed than me that I won’t be getting fucked into oblivion tonight. ‘What’re you gonna do instead? Want me to call around, see who’s free?’

My sweet, cuckolded husband. How many other men would volunteer to call around his wife’s friends and find out who’s free to fuck her pussy raw that night? I bet the other women in this office would melt if they ever got such an offer.

‘Thanks,’ I say, ‘but not today. I can’t wait that long. I need to fuck the second I get home.’

‘I’ll do anything you need,’ Josh says, subservient to the last.

‘I know you will,’ I say, toying with the key around my neck again. Can he feel it? Does the cage get a fraction tighter around his cock? I wish it did. ‘But I really need to fuck
 tonight. You understand me? I want to fuck you
 tonight, Josh.’

There is a split-second pause on the other end of the line as my husband registers what I’ve just said. I can picture him standing in the living room, phone gripped tight by his ear. Maybe his hands are still caked in bubbles. Maybe he’s wearing his lounging shorts.

‘M-me?’ My husband’s stutter is adorable. He’s like a little lost puppy who needs guidance and control and stimulation at all times.

‘Yes,’ I say, putting a coy, seductive edge to my tone, like I would when making plans with any of my boyfriends. ‘I want to fuck
 you. Would you like that?’

‘Yes!’ He says, his eagerness getting the better of him for a crazy second. He takes a moment to collect himself and says again, ‘Yes. I would love that. If you want to, of course.’

‘I would like to fuck you,’ I say, lifting up the key and trailing it over my lips. It smells metallic. Tangy. Still new. Barely used. ‘But only if you’re capable of doing what I want. I like it rough and hard and animalistic, can you do that for me, Josh?’

I hear him swallow. How tight is that cage pinching him now, I wonder?

‘I can do that,’ he says, his voice hollow. He’s already picturing how he thinks this night is going to play out. I guarantee that he is dead fucking wrong on all counts.

‘Good,’ I say, soothing him, putting him at ease. ‘Here’s what is going to happen. When I finish work, I’m gonna make a quick stop before coming home. If you want me to fuck you, you’re gonna have all your chores finished.’

‘They are!’ he says, interrupting me in his eagerness.

‘And
,’ I say, emphasizing my displeasure, ‘you will be wearing your special panties and a pair of stockings.’

There is a pause on the other end. He’s reluctant to talk again in case he interrupts.

‘Is that clear?’ I say.

‘Yes, my Goddess,’ Josh says.

‘Good. Run along now. You’ve got a long night ahead.’

I hang up the phone, a wicked smile on my face. He has no fucking idea what’s in store for him tonight.

****

The rest of my day passes fairly quickly and I have a sly smile on my face until the time finally hits five. I leave the office with everyone else, wishing a good weekend to all and sundry. Friday evening traffic isn’t too bad, either. I listen to my own playlist on the drive home – a special getting in the mood
 playlist – and feel the beat begin to take over, my hips swaying and grinding in the car seat. It’s a shame I won’t be getting the raw, unrestrained, animalistic fuck I sorely need this weekend, but if tonight goes according to plan, I could have a lot of fun instead.

I make a quick stop on the way home to pick up a little something special for tonight. I don’t buy gifts for Josh – usually he showers me with flowers or dinners or whatever – but today I’m making an exception. It’s been a long time since I let him have any fun, so this is going to be a special evening for him. I hope he appreciates all the effort I’m making.

It’s almost six fifteen by the time I roll the car into the driveway and kill the engine. Night has already come and there’s frost in the air outside. It’s gonna be a cold evening. I put my special purchase in my handbag and get out of the car and walk to the front door. As always, my husband opens it as I approach, holding it ready for me like a devoted butler.

‘Hi!’ Josh says, his eyes bright with excitement. He wears a bathrobe, his stocking-clad feet emerging from the bottom. I can see a bare chest through the V-shaped opening in the robe. ‘Did you have a good day, my love?’

I shrug and say, ‘It was fine. Nothing special.’

‘I’m sorry your boyfriend canceled,’ he says. ‘I know how much you were looking forward to it.’

I walk past him into the house and drop my keys on the hook, still clutching my bag. I want to keep the contents of my purchase a surprise for Josh.

‘His loss is your gain,’ I say. ‘Can you grab my overnight bag from the trunk?’

Josh glances out at the car, then down at his feet. I can almost hear him trying to decide if it’s safe for him to walk outside, dressed like that. After a moment’s hesitation, my husband obeys, like he always does.

‘Sure thing,’ he says, taking a step toward the door.

I snap my fingers and he stop immediately.

‘I’m gonna grab a shower and get myself ready,’ I say. ‘I’ll need the robe.’ I hold out my hand, an expectant expression on my face.

Any other husband might protest at this. A real man might try and stand up to me and say something like, Why can’t you use the other robe?
 or tell me to get lost. But Josh is not like all the other husbands out there. Josh is well trained and obedient and knows that I enjoy humiliating him.

My husband glances outside again – making sure the street is still quiet and empty – and slips the robe off his shoulders with a reluctant grimace. I fight to conceal a grin, forcing myself to appear bored, as though such a gut-wrenching and humiliating experience is simply par for the course. Josh takes off the robe, standing in our open doorway wearing only the items I instructed him to wear earlier – a pair of my panties and stockings. He’s chosen a pair of black panties with a little pink bow on the front. Not the sexiest pair, but definitely feminine. His cock cage is totally visible, the metal ridges causing a series of obvious bumps and bulges in the underwear. Nobody would see that and believe that it was his manhood. I can also see that his shaved his pubic hair for me, leaving his tiny cage utterly exposed. His legs look great in the stockings – smooth and feminine and cute. The best part of seeing him in stockings is that I know he would have been forced to shave his legs to put them on. There is nothing more emasculating for a man than the sensation of shaving his own legs, forced to remove something that defines him as a man. It always gives me a wicked thrill to make him humiliate himself for my entertainment. Like now, for instance.

Josh hands me the robe and steps outside, wearing only his stockings and panties. I watch him walk down the driveway, his cute little butt clenched in fear. Who knows how many of our neighbors might catch a peek of him right now? The shame and adrenaline must be causing that cage to pinch his little cock all over again.

I wait until he’s opened the trunk before I close the front door with a loud, definitive thud
 and lock it. Maybe the back door is open and he’ll creep around the house, dressed like a pervert, carrying a bag filled with my naughty underwear and lubes and sex toys. Maybe he’ll be locked outside until after my shower. Either way, it doesn’t matter to me. I head upstairs and strip naked and step into the shower, letting the warm water cleanse my body of the working week. It feels so wonderful. My hands rub lotion into my wet skin, making me feel fresh and alive again.

My fingers cup my breasts a couple of times. Part of me wishes that Chris was here to help me clean up. The feel of his hands on my bare tits always sends a shiver of delight through my body, but I’m never sure if it’s because I love the touch of a new lover, or because I know Josh would go fucking crazy with impotent jealousy if he ever got the chance to watch me fuck another man. Josh has asked if I will fuck my lovers in front of him. I’m considering it, but I much prefer the tease and torment he endures while waiting for me to come home from my dates.

I stay under the water for a few moments longer, letting my body be thoroughly cleansed and soothed by the warm cascade. My hands tease and caresses my mound, enjoying how smooth the bare skin feels. I treated myself to a wax in anticipation of this weekend, but it looks like that was pointless. Maybe – if Josh is a very good, very lucky
 husband – he’ll get to see my perfectly bare pussy for himself. I’m pretty sure he’s never seen that before. Shaved, yes, but not utterly bare and smooth like this. I love the feeling of trailing my fingers over my smooth mound. It makes me feel like a sexy, slutty goddess. Like the most beautiful, desirable woman on earth. I love the way men’s eyes light up when they take my panties off and see my bare lips for themselves.

All right, I’ve been in the shower long enough now. Time to get out and have my fun.

I turn off the water and step out into the bathroom. The tiled floor is warm under my feet. I wrap a towel around my naked body and open the bathroom door.

Josh is sitting in the hallway, on a little stool where he always waits for me. Like a lost puppy. So cute. So pathetic. My overnight bag is on the floor at his feet.

‘Why did you lock me out?’ he says, in a wounded voice. His eyes are filled with hurt. A lesser woman would melt before those eyes. I am not a lesser woman. I am a cuckoldress. I am his goddess.

‘You left the door open. I didn’t want to lose all the warm air.’

‘I had to walk around the house dressed like this,’ he says, starting to whine with indignation. ‘What if somebody saw and called the cops?’

I shrug and say, ‘Then you’d be arrested and I could have a quiet night alone.’ I have to force myself to stop before I say something like, And you’d make very good prison bitch
. I don’t want to spoil my fun surprise.

Josh opens his mouth to say something else – probably something fucking stupid and irritating – but I raise my finger and he stops in his tracks.

‘If you want me to fuck you,’ I say, ‘then the only thing you’re going to say is sorry for leaving the front door open.’

Josh clamps his lips shut for a moment. I watch him swallow his pride. That look on his face makes my stomach flutter with joy. It means I have won again. Every woman should know and love that expression on a man – the look of shame and defeat and acknowledgement that you are superior to them in every way imaginable.

‘I’m sorry,’ he says. ‘I should have closed the door behind me.’

‘Good,’ I say, taking a step toward him. The towel parts for a split second at my side, exposing a brief glimmer of my bare skin. His eyes flick down, hoping to see my body, but the moment is already over. ‘If you complain again, I’ll tie you to the kitchen table and leave you there. Understand?’

He nods, urgency in his movement. He desperately wants to please me. He has no idea what I’m going to put him through tonight. My sex tingles with pleasure at the thought.

I lean down, giving him a brief glimpse of the swell of my breasts, and grab the overnight bag from between his feet. His eyes follow my breasts as I stand back upright, towering over him. If he had a backbone, he would pull the towel down and admire my body. Hell, some of my previous lovers have done exactly that, and fucked me immediately. But my well-trained little bitch doesn’t dare make a move. He’s too afraid that I won’t fuck him afterward. I have all the power and all the control and – mostly importantly – the key to his cock cage around my wet neck.

‘Did you look inside?’ I say, raising an eyebrow.

‘No,’ he says.

‘No what
?’

‘No, Goddess,’ he says. ‘I didn’t look inside.’

I turn away and head back to the bathroom. I call over my shoulder, ‘Are you sure? I know you love to sniff my panties.’

‘No, Goddess,’ he says.

I pause at the bathroom door. I grab today’s underwear out of the laundry basket and toss them on the floor in front of him.

‘You can sniff those until I’m ready,’ I say. ‘But you can’t touch them.’

As I close the door, I see Josh looking at the crumpled underwear on the floor, frowning, wondering how to follow my orders. I shut the door to hide my smirk and begin to get ready.

Every husband loves to see his wife dressed in sexy underwear, but my dear man hasn’t had that pleasure to himself for many months now. This overnight bag contains about a half-dozen lingerie sets that I thought Chris might enjoy seeing me wear. Josh has never had the privilege of seeing my body in anything this revealing for a few years now. I’m pretty sure that brief towel flash a few seconds ago was the most skin he’s seen since I first bought him that cage.

I toss the towel on the rack and select an appropriate set of underwear for tonight. Nothing too frilly or fancy or revealing – a simple plain black bra and matching panties. But I know that the sight of me wearing something even as plain and bland as this will probably drive Josh fucking crazy. I gather up my wet hair and tie it into a tight bun on top of my head. Nothing makes a woman look more powerful than having her hair tightly constrained like this. Once Josh sees me looking this way, he’ll know I’m not fucking around.

I check myself out in the mirror, making sure that my breasts look full and swollen in this bra. They do. My butt looks pretty hot, too. Shame Josh won’t be enjoying any of it tonight. I have something else in mind for him. Something we’ve never done before.

I open my own bag and take out the items I bought on the way home tonight. The items I picked up from an adult store behind the mall. The items that brought a smile to the cashier’s face when he rang them up.

Today’s purchases – a little treat for my husband for being such a good, obedient boy – are a purple strap-on dildo and a studded dog collar with a matching leash. Good gifts for a good boy. I can’t help but smile at the weight and feel of the dildo in my hands. It’s about six inches long, about as thick as my index and middle finger together. Beginner size
, the guy at the store called it. Perfect for someone new to anal
, he said. I wonder if he imagined me using it on a girl, or if he could tell by the key around my neck that this toy was going to burrow into my husband’s asshole? The thought that someone out there knows what I’m planning to do to Josh tonight – and is amused by it – makes me flush with excitement.

The strap-on is a mixture of harness and underwear. The dildo protrudes through a tight hole in the front to keep the shaft from loose, while the straps tighten around your thighs to hold everything in place – after all, you want your hands free to really enjoy this. I slip the straps up my legs and buckle them into position, flexing and bending to make sure it’s all comfortable. The dildo doesn’t feel awkward or heavy. I shimmy side to side a couple of times, watching the purple shaft sway left and right. It’s a comical image. No wonder guys keep admiring their junk, it’s hilarious.

I gather up the collar and leash in one hand and open the bathroom door a crack. What I see in the hallway makes me grin with happiness.

Josh is on his hands and knees, sniffing at my panties like a dog. I hear him inhale deeply a couple of times, his nose as close to the fabric as he can get. How much does his cage grip now, I wonder? Does it hurt him to smell my panties while wearing that device?

‘Close your eyes,’ I say, giving him an order.

My husband snaps upright, staying on his knees, and squeezes his eyes shut. I open the door and walk out into the hallway, the purple dildo bobbing and waving in the air with every step.

‘I have a couple of gifts for you,’ I say. ‘Presents. You’ve been a very obedient boy, Josh. Very well trained. I’m proud of you. Thanks to you, I get all the big, hard cocks I want, while you wait at home with nothing.’

I bend down and slip the dog collar around his throat. He keeps still, eyes shut tight. He’s better than a real dog.

‘It’s not really fair that I should get all these big cocks and you get nothing,’ I say, carefully adjusting the collar and pulling it tight, making sure that he won’t choke on it. I’m a dominant bitch, not a cruel one. ‘So I decided that – for tonight, anyway – I’m gonna let you have a little fun. Would you like that?’

‘Yes, Goddess,’ he says.

‘Good.’

I stand back, holding the leash in one hand, and put the other hand on my hip. I aim the dildo at his face and say, ‘Open your eyes
.’

Josh looks up at me. At first he sees me in my underwear. His face lights up in joy. Then he sees the dildo and a cloud of confusion crosses his expression. Finally, he turns his head and follows the studded leash from my hand, realizing what I’ve looped around his throat. He absorbs all these details in just a few seconds.

‘Goddess?’ he says, hesitation in his voice. He doesn’t want to sound ungrateful, but he’s worried. Intimidated. The beginner-sized
 dildo pointing at his face is bigger than his own cock. We both know it.

‘Yes?’ I say, forcing myself to sound irritated by his lack of appreciation. In all honesty, his reaction amuses me. ‘Is this what you wanted?’

‘Uh…’ he pauses, trying to find the words. ‘I thought you said…’

‘That I was going to fuck you,’ I say. I rattle the leash, jerking his neck gently. ‘And I am. Like I said, it’s not fair that I get all the big cocks to myself. I need to learn how to share.’

His eyes flick between my face and the purple cock aiming at his face. I can see worry in his expression. Not outright fear, but worry.

‘Goddess,’ he says, ‘we haven’t talked about this…’

I pull him a little closer with the leash. He doesn’t resist or try to move away. He is my lamb to the slaughter.

‘We don’t need to,’ I say. I stroke the key hanging from my necklace. ‘I wear this, so I make the rules, isn’t that right?’

‘Goddess…’

I pull him a little closer. The dildo is only an inch from his face now. The sight of my husband kneeling so close to a cock makes my pussy throb.

‘Did you think I was really gonna let you put that pathetic little penis anywhere near my body?’ I laugh at the absurdity of such an idea. ‘The only thing your tiny cock is good for is being locked away. I did the world a favor when I caged you. No, Josh. I said I was going to fuck you
 tonight, and this is what I meant.’

I stroke the shaft with my free hand, jerking off myself off in his face. His eyebrows knit together as he studies the length and thickness of the dildo. I can see that he’s weakening. His resistances are slowly tumbling.

‘Does it…’ he licks his dry lips, ‘does it hurt?’

I shrug.

‘I’ve had my ass fucked by bigger men than this,’ I say. ‘I enjoyed it.’

He opens his mouth to plead again, but I cut him off with a raised hand. I’m starting to get sick of his whining.

‘I’ll give you a choice,’ I say. ‘You can either do as I fucking say – right now, like you always have – or I can call up my biggest, blackest boyfriend to come over here tonight and give you the real thing. What’s it gonna be?’

He swallows. There is a moment’s silence.

‘This,’ he says at last.

I smile.

‘That’s what I thought,’ I say. I grip the leash tight with one hand and cup his chin with the other. ‘I’ve always wanted to say this… suck my cock, you fucking bitch
.’

I pull the leash again, yanking his head toward the dildo. My husband finally opens his mouth and the dildo glides between his lips. I can’t wipe the vicious smile of purest satisfaction from my face. This is the most humiliating thing I’ve ever done to him. Worse than making him wear my panties and stockings. Worse than locking him out of the house earlier. Even worse than sending him to the store to buy more lube while I fucked my lover in our bed. This is the sexiest, most empowering, most exhilarating experience of my sexual life.

Josh sucks the tip of the dildo, slowly at first, his eyes burning with shame and humiliation. After a few moments, I push my hips forward, plunging the purple shaft deeper into his mouth, grinning as I watch two, three, and four inches enter my husband’s mouth.

‘Oh, look at you,’ I say, taunting him, ‘look how easily you suck that cock! Are you sure you’ve never done this before?’

He shakes his head, the collar jingling like chimes.

‘No?’ I say. ‘Not even once? I can imagine you at a rest stop bathroom, sucking dick through a glory hole. I bet you would love
 that.’

Before he can respond, I push the dildo further into his mouth, until every purple inch is buried between his lips. His eyes water with the effort of not choking. My sweet little husband has six inches of my girl cock in his throat.

‘Come on,’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his short hair. ‘Show me how thankful you are. I bought this cock for you! I’m not gonna suck it.’

I start to move his head back and forth, forcing him to fellate the dildo. After a few moments, he gets the idea and starts moving on his own, sucking my cock like a good bitch. A tear rolls down his face.

‘Do you like the taste of my cock?’ I say.

He doesn’t answer. I pull the cock out of his mouth and slap him hard across the cheek with my free hand.

‘Hey, cocksucker!’ I say, pulling the chain tight and forcing him to look up at me. ‘I asked you a fucking question! Do you like the taste of my cock?’

‘Yes Goddess,’ he says, panting, spit and drool leaking from the corners of his mouth.

I pull his head toward me again, shoving the dildo to the back of his throat. He takes it all like a good little bitch, hands at his sides, even when she starts to make those cute gagging noises. My boyfriends love hearing me make those sounds when I deepthroat their cocks. I can see why. It’s fucking adorable hearing someone put your own pleasure before their ability to breathe.

Josh bobs his head back and forth, his lips dragging up and down the shaft. I watch his spit slowly coat the purple shaft. After a few moments, I begin to get bored. He’s just going through the motions. I want him to enjoy
 it.

‘Come on, you worthless bitch!’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his hair, seeing pain contort his face. ‘Suck it better! Pretend you’re sucking my boyfriend’s cock!’

He starts to move a little faster now, beginning to get the hang of giving a blowjob. I see his tongue flick out and around the shaft as he moves his head at different speeds and angles.

‘That’s it, just like that,’ I say, stroking his hair with affection. ‘You’re good little cocksucker, aren’t you?’

He makes a throaty groan of agreement. I let him move at his own pace for a few moments, until I’m sure he’s well acquainted with the size and thickness of my toy. Then I tug the chain a couple of times, pulling him deeper onto the shaft. He looks up at me each time, tears filling his eyes. He looks so adorable like that – on his knees, wearing a collar and panties and stockings, his cock all caged up and a helpless look on his face. It’s enough to make a girl weak at the knees – shame I’m not the kind of girl who gets weak at the knees.

‘You’re good at this,’ I say, teasing him. ‘I want you to get my cock nice and wet. We both know where this is going next, don’t we?’

Josh’s water-filled eyes look up at me. He pleads with me silently, still slowly sucking my purple dick, begging with his eyes not to do this to him.

‘Don’t give me that look,’ I say. ‘I told you exactly what was going to happen tonight and you agreed. I said I wanted to fuck you – rough, hard, intense fucking. You wanted it, too. Don’t fucking look at me like that.’

I push his head back, forcing the dildo to slip out of his mouth with a loud, wet noise. His spit and drool clings to the shaft in silvery strands. I get a wicked idea and pull him in close again with the leash. I use my other hand to grasp the base of my new cock and wipe it over his face, spreading spit and slobber across my husband’s lips, cheeks, chin, and forehead. He grimaces, closing his eyes.

‘There,’ I say, leaning back and inspecting my handiwork. ‘You look so much prettier now. You look like I do when my boyfriends throat-fuck me.’

Josh gasps for breath and says, ‘Thank you, Goddess.’

I step back and turn in the direction of our bedroom. Josh stays on his knees for a moment, until I give his leash a tug.

‘Come on,’ I say. ‘Let’s get the real fun started.’

Josh starts getting to his feet. I slap his shoulder, hard. The sound echoes in the hallway. A red handprint immediately blossoms on his bare skin.

‘No,’ I say. ‘You stay on your knees. Only a man walks into this bedroom. Do you see a fucking man
 around here? All I see is a cocksucking sissy bitch wearing panties and stockings!’

Josh’s cheeks flush with color. He sinks back to his knees and crawls along the floor behind me. I lead him into our elegantly decorated bedroom like that, forcing him to crawl like a dog. The sight of my husband acting so submissive and meek sends more tingles rippling through my pussy. I gotta hurry up so I can get my turn. All this dominance is making me wet.

I stop at the foot of our bed and hook the leash over the end of a bedpost. Josh gets the hint and kneels in place, like a dog waiting for his owner to leave the store. I walk around the bed and open my underwear drawer and take out a few items – two pairs of handcuffs and a small bottle of lube.

Josh follows me with his eyes as I walk back to him and stop, the wet and shiny dildo just a few inches away from his face. He doesn’t flinch or back away. His lips part and seal again a few times, as though he wants my cock back in his mouth. He’s already learning.

‘Hands,’ I say.

My husband raises both his hands, reminding me of a dog begging for treats. I hide a smirk and snap one handcuff around each wrist. I point at the bed frame.

‘On your feet,’ I say. ‘Hold.’

Josh stands up and places his hands on the bed frame, spread nice and wide. I take the other end of one handcuff and snap it into place around the frame. I walk around him and do the same on the other side. My husband is now cuffed to the bed, arms spread wide, unable to free himself or move away or resist in any way. The sight of him like this – helplessly spread and wearing those cute panties – makes me tingle all over. Sometimes it’s fun to be the dominant one.

‘Let’s get these off,’ I say, grabbing his panties and pulling them all the way down. ‘These look good on you. I think you’ll be wearing these every day from now on, what do you think?’

‘Yes, Goddess,’ he says.

I toss his panties on the bed and pop the cap on the lube bottle. He turns his head to watch me squeeze a little out onto my palm, eyes wide with both fascination and fear. I stroke the dildo with one hand, caressing pale, shiny lube across the surface, until the whole thing gleams.

‘Goddess,’ he says, voice trembling a little now. ‘Please…’

‘Shut up,’ I say. ‘From now on, the only thing I want to hear from you is, Yes
 and, Thank you
. Do you fucking understand?’

He hesitates before nodding slowly.

‘You know what,’ I say, snatching up the panties again, ‘this’ll keep you fucking quiet.’

I stuff the panties into his mouth, gagging him. Josh’s cheeks burn with shame and humiliation. His eyes flick down to the key around my neck.

‘Oh, this?’ I say, catching his gaze and lifting up the chain. ‘You want me to unlock your little dickie, do you?’

He nods.

‘You want me to jerk you off while I fuck your ass?’

He nods again.

‘I don’t think so.’ I let the key fall back into place against my skin. ‘You can wish
 that I’ll touch your cock, but that’s not happening tonight.

His expression turns to begging. I slap his cheek again.

‘Don’t fucking look at me like that,’ I say. ‘This is happening. Right now.’

I step around behind him. I force my knees between his legs and shove his feet apart. He spreads his stance for me, leaving his ass unprotected and available.

‘You’ve always wanted to be my little bitch,’ I say, with a trace of cruel humor. ‘Looks like you’re gonna get that wish…’

I trail the wet and slippery head of the dildo up and down his ass crack. He shivers and trembles, the handcuffs rattling against the bed frame. The sound makes me laugh. Then I grab one ass cheek and pull it gently, opening him up, and press the tip of my purple cock against my husband’s asshole. I hear a sharp intake of breath, muffled through the panties in his mouth.

‘Tell me you love me,’ I say.

Josh’s response is muffled, but clear enough. He says, ‘I love you
.’

I push forward and force the dildo into my husband’s virgin ass. His body tenses as though receiving an electric shock. A muffled whimper escapes his mouth. His hands curl into fists.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Feels good, don’t it?’

He grunts through clenched teeth, air hissing through the panties blocking his mouth. It’s a wonderful sound.

I push forward a little harder, feeling his asshole start to give in to the pressure of my dildo. His shudders, gripping the bedframe, every muscle in his arms bulging with the strain. I slap his ass to get his attention.

‘Relax
,’ I say. ‘You gotta let it in, or it’s gonna hurt.’

He pauses. Takes a breath. Relaxes. Josh’s body unclenches, his muscles receding, posture changing, butt relaxing. I push forward gently and the tip of the dildo penetrates his ass. He gasps, a mixture of pain and pleasure. I know the sound very well. I make that sound every time my boyfriends choose my asshole over my pussy.

‘There you go,’ I say, patting his ass with approval. I press forward a little more and the shaft of my dildo sinks into tight asshole. He makes a series of deep, throaty gurgling noises, hands jerking and rattling the handcuffs as he struggles against the inevitable pressure that now consumes him.

I smile to myself as I take my husband’s ass for the first time, forcing him to experience something very few straight men get to enjoy. The raw, powerful feeling of total control is exhilarating. I feel like the ultimate woman. The strongest, most beautiful Goddess on earth.

‘Oh, you like that,’ I say, pushing the rest of the dildo inside him until the harness touches his bare ass. ‘You like getting fucked by me, don’t you?’

He gasps and grunts and groans. He nods.

‘Look at you, baby,’ I say, in a mocking tone. ‘You’re a filthy little anal slut now, aren’t you?’

He nods again, breathing hard.

‘Does it feel good having my cock in your ass?’ I say, gripping his hips with my hands. ‘It feels so fucking good for me. Better than having you fuck me, anyway.’

He moans into the gag now, his body going limp and accepting this new experience. I take that as a sign to move on to more intense pleasures. I hold his hips and slowly start to fuck his ass, making him my bitch, listening to him gasp and moan and groan with every tiny movement. I know exactly what he’s experiencing. I remember the first time a man fucked my asshole. It was more intense than I expected, but so much fun.

‘Oh, my husband likes having his ass fucked,’ I say, rocking my hips back and forth, thrusting him in slow, careful strokes, making sure I push the dildo all the way inside him every time. ‘My big, strong man is actually dirty little butt slut, huh?’

Josh moans louder in response. Part of me considers unlocking his cage so he can jerk off, but another part really loves the fact that he can’t pleasure himself right now. It feels so much more wicked and cruel.

‘You want me to fuck you harder?’ I say. ‘Come on, you fucking sissy bitch, let me hear moan like a whore.’

Josh cries out as loud as he can with that gag in his mouth. The sound is the most feminine, slutty noise he has ever made. I laugh, loving his submission and his weakness, and start to fuck him harder. He pushes back into my thrusts, taking my girl cock deeper and deeper, moaning louder with every pump. I try and keep up a steady rhythm, slamming into his ass over and over, but it’s trickier than I imagined. I’m not used to being on this side of the thrusting.

I spank his ass and pump him full of my dildo, loving the mewling, whimpering, groaning noises that he makes. I laugh at the way he arches his back, offering his ass to me. I knew he was a natural submissive. I didn’t realize he was a natural anal whore, too.

‘Are you sure you’ve never been fucked in the ass before?’ I say, spanking him again. ‘You’re good at taking my dick. Maybe I’ll have to get my boyfriends to warm you up next time.’

He moans again, either encouragement or fear, and the sound spurs me on. My pussy is on fire right now! I love being in control like this.

I fuck his ass over and over, feeling his butt muscles relax and loosen as the pounding continues. Seems like my little butt slut hubby is getting used to this cock. I’ll have to consider getting a bigger size next time.

His whimpers and moans reach a crescendo. He body begins to jerk and shudder, held in place by the restraints. Before I can ask if he’s okay, it suddenly dawns on me that he’s on the verge of a climax. My husband is going to come while I fuck his ass.

‘Come for me,’ I say, savage fury overtaking me. I want this. I want this more than anything. I want my husband to come while I fill his ass with my girl cock. I want him to know that I took his ass and he loved it so much he came like a dirty bitch. ‘I give you permission to come!’

He moans again, a single rising note of pleasure and shame that fills the air all around us. I pump him again and again and again, not letting up my pace. Then I hear the exquisite sound of liquid dripping on the floor. I glance down to see familiar pearly white drops of his pleasure trickling to the floor in thick, syrupy strands. Josh has climaxed, his come leaking through the cage and splashing onto the floor. I feel warm droplets land on my bare feet and grin. I love it. I’ve broken him. I’ve made him dress in stockings and shave his legs. I’ve made him a cuckold. Now I’ve made him come while I fuck his ass.

Perfection.

His warm, sticky come rolls over my feet, dribbling between my toes. The feeling is both gross and amusing. I continue my steady thrusting, pushing the dildo deep into his ass, each pump causing another trickle of come to cascade through the bars of his cock cage. I wonder how frustrating it must feel for him to climax without managing an erection. That thought makes me feel even more powerful. I drive my girl cock as deep as it can go, loving how fucking good it makes me feel to dominate him like this.

Josh whimpers in pain and pleasure. I can’t keep myself from laughing. The situation is erotic and absurd at the same time. My cuckold husband just became a greedy little anal slut and he loved it so much he came all over the floor.

He trembles and shudders, his moan rising in pitch as the sound of my delighted laughter fills the air. His body bucks, pushing against me, taking my hard purple shaft deeper and deeper into his ass. He must be going crazy with the sensations right now. The earlier pain has entirely faded away, replaced by the sheer orgasmic pleasure of being fucked. I know that feeling very well. Josh has utterly given himself over to the pleasure of having my girl cock thrusting deep into his virgin ass.

Josh’s moans turn to wails of indescribable passion as I continue my relentless, steady pounding. I grip his hips for support and drive the dildo into him over and over, as deep as it can reach. His ass accepts it willingly, taking me hungrily. I’m starting to see why guys love anal so much.

After a few moments, his climax passes and the steady trickle of thick, warm semen comes to an end. His body relaxes, slumping into the bed frame, his ass still thrust out toward me. He pants and groans through the gag, breathing hard now.

I pump his ass full a few more times, feeling him shudder more and more with every thrust. It must be so intense for him right now – whenever my lovers keep fucking me after a climax, I can feel it through my entire body.

Then I finally ease back and let my girl cock slide out of his gaping ass. I pat him on the back like a puppy.

‘Good boy,’ I say. ‘Did you like being fucked up the ass like a little bitch?’

He nods slowly, looking back over at me with a face full of shock, shame, and post-orgasm clarity. It must be dawning on him all over again – my wife just fucked my ass and I liked it
 – and I hope he’s eager to do this again soon.

I leave him cuffed to the bed for a moment and head to the bathroom. I unclip the straps holding the dildo in place at my groin and take the contraption off. I toss the dildo into the bath tub – Josh can clean that later – and glance down at my feet. My dear husband sure made a mess! My painted toes are frosted with fresh cum. He’ll have to clean the carpet this weekend, or his come will leave a stain.

When I return to the bedroom, he’s still exactly as I left him – bent over and trapped in place. I briefly entertain the idea of unlocking him, but then I change my mind. Right now, he’s the most obedient man on the planet. I want to have some more fun with that. What’s the point in having a husband you can fuck up the ass if you don’t humiliate him a little more?

I climb on the bed and sit right in front of him and cup his chin in my hand, forcing him to look me in the eye.

‘You liked being fucked up the ass,’ I say, stating a fact.

He nods, eyes filled with shame and humiliation.

‘Don’t be upset,’ I say. ‘You’ll love it even more next time.’

There’s a tiny gleam of excitement in his eyes, masked by the shame he feels about letting me do this to him. My sweet husband. Such a good bitch.

‘What do we say to our Goddess?’ I say. I take the panties out of his mouth and drop them on the floor.

‘Thank you, Goddess,’ he says.

‘What are you thanking me for?’

He opens and closes his mouth for a moment, stretching his aching jaw. Then he says, ‘Thank you for letting me come. And for… for fucking my ass.’

‘I enjoyed it almost as much as you did.’ I lean in, as though about to kiss him, but stop before our lips connect. ‘But honey… you made a mess.’

Josh glances down at the floor. He sees the creamy pool on the carpet between his legs and a nervous smile crosses his lips.

‘Sorry, Goddess,’ he says. ‘I’ll clean that up.’

‘No,’ I say. ‘Not that mess.’

I straighten my legs and place my feet on the bed frame, underneath his face. He sees the come clinging to my feet and trickling between my toes. He looks at me, face impassive, wondering what I am about to make him do.

‘Clean it,’ I say.

He hesitates for a second. Then he rattles the handcuffs at his wrists, demonstrating that he can’t move.

‘I don’t want you to clean it with your hands,’ I say. I grab the leash again and pull his face down. ‘I said clean it
.’

After a moment’s pause, my husband’s tongue flicks out and brushes my foot. It feels warm and wet and tickles a little. I keep my face neutral as he slowly lick my foot, tasting his own salty spend. It must be so thick and potent after so long without release.

Josh slowly and lovingly licks my foot clean, lapping up every last drop. I push my toes into his mouth, forcing him to suck them. He looks at me with pleading eyes, hoping that he is doing this right. I respond with a cruel smile.

He moves from one foot to the next. I keep a firm grip on his leash, holding him in place. The sight of my husband gingerly licking his own come off my feet drives me fucking crazy. My pussy burns red-hot. I need my turn now.

‘That’s good,’ I say, shoving my toes in his mouth again, feeling his tongue caressing my skin. ‘You’ve done so good, Josh. I think you should get a reward.’

He nods, eyes filled with hope and happiness.

I sit back on the bed, legs parted, letting him see the black V of my panties as they hug my hungry pussy. Josh’s eyes almost bulge out of his head. It’s been so long since he saw my pussy.

‘For being such a good boy and taking my cock up your ass like a dirty slut,’ I say, a smile creeping over my face, ‘you deserve to eat my pussy for a while.’

He nods, desperation in his face. I slip my fingers under my panties, moving extra slow to tease him. I feel my smooth mound and hot, wet lips with a soft fingertip, making a little sigh of pleasure.

My phone rings from the bathroom. I take my fingers out of my panties. Josh reacts like he’s just been stabbed.

‘Goddess, please!’ he says, his desperation reaching boiling point. ‘Please!’

‘Don’t be greedy,’ I say. I climb off the bed and walk into the bathroom. My phone is still in my bed. I take it out and check the screen. It’s Chris. I answer.

‘You better be calling to apologize for fucking up my weekend,’ I say.

He laughs down the phone.

‘Actually,’ he says, ‘I’m hoping to make it up to you… I’ve managed to get a lot of shit done tonight, so I’m free now – if you still wanted to come over, that is.’

My pussy throbs with need at the thought of receiving Chris’s huge, fat cock. I mull over the options for a few seconds. My husband’s tongue, or my boyfriend’s dick? It’s not much of a choice.

‘Sure,’ I say. ‘I can be there in about thirty minutes.’

‘Perfect. I’ll be waiting.’

I hang up and shove the phone in my bag, a warm and fuzzy feeling in my chest. I gather up my stuff and walk back into the bedroom. Josh cranes his head, trying to look at me.

‘Goddess,’ he says, ‘please, I need to taste you…’

‘Not tonight,’ I say. ‘The plan’s changed.’

I open a drawer and grab a simple dress. I pull it over my head and adjust it quickly in the mirror.

‘What?’ Josh says. ‘Are you leaving?’

‘Yes,’ I say, grabbing the keys to the handcuffs. ‘Chris is free now, so I’m gonna spend the night with him. You don’t mind, do you?’

‘But… but…’ His expression is that of a wounded puppy. It’s as pathetic as it is sickening. I grab the panties from the floor and shove them back in his mouth to quell the mewling.

‘I’ll be back tomorrow,’ I say. I drop the keys on the floor at his feet. ‘I expect the carpet clean and your new toy washed and in my drawer. If you don’t do as I ask, I’ll fuck your ass with the biggest dildo possible. Understand?’

He nods slowly, eyes filling with tears.

‘Good boy,’ I say. I kiss him on the cheek and walk out of the room and back downstairs, the sound of his muffled whimpers and sobs filling the air. The sound makes me even wetter. I slip into my shoes and leave the house, ready to get the hot, hard, heavy fuck I deserve.

###


Bad Girl:

Caught by the Cop


The desert wind rustled through her hair as she sped along the highway beneath a starry canopy. The air was cold, but she drove with the top down anyway, feeling more alive than ever before. The chill air whipped her long brown hair, making it ripple and shine in the moonlight, while also pulling her clothes back against her skin, tightening the fabric against the curves of her body, her nipples hard under the skimpy button-up shirt she wore. She never felt as sexy as she did when she made the getaway. It was easily the best part of the job.

Vikki Delastro was a bad girl. Blessed with a body men would kill to possess and the wiles to know how to use it, she’d spent her life playing fast and hard and never slowing down. The beautiful red sports car she now drove was an unwilling gift from her latest lover, a property tycoon who thought he was only going to have a quick thrill while his wife was away. Vikki smiled to herself as she stroked the smooth curves of the steering wheel, thinking how her lover had been. He was reasonably well-endowed, that was true, but he’d been lazy in bed, preferring to let her get on top and paw at her heaving tits like some clumsy teenager. That was the downside of the way she lived – the men were never as satisfying as the thrill of leaving them in the rear-view mirror. This was the part that she lived for, the highlight of her lifestyle. She loved the feeling of being bad, of doing something so wrong as stealing from a man who had wanted her body and running off in the night. The thrill was everything she needed, everything she wanted. It started a fire coursing throughout her body, fuelling her with desire, her aching sex needing another orgasm until she was satisfied. It always struck her as strange – and a little disappointing – that the men she conquered were never as pleasing as her own fingers after a midnight getaway.

She could feel it now, the yearning, the need
, spreading throughout her body, filling her up. She could also feel the heat between her thighs, knowing that the thrill was making her wet all over again, making her more aroused than any man she’d ever met had done. She bit her lip, smiling at the empty, rocky wasteland around her, knowing she would soon have to pull over and relieve herself. She smiled a wicked little smile at herself in the rear-view mirror, watching her soft, full, pink lips stretch and move, still tasting her latest lover’s cock on her tongue. It was a shame that he hadn’t lasted very long. She might have been able to enjoy herself a little more… oh well. There was always next time…

The road stretched on before her, disappearing over the horizon. It was a long, straight line of tarmac, laid down in this arid landscape in years gone by. She couldn’t imagine trying to drive along this desert without it. Along the road were boulders, cacti and tumbleweeds. She could make out distant mountains, black silhouettes that blocked out the starlight on the horizon. Some stretches of road were empty on all sides, just vast patches of total nothingness. Vikki tried not to relate to these, tried not to think about how she preferred those parts of the road to any other.

Every so often, a large, dark shape appeared out of the gloom beside the road. Vikki identified these as enormous billboards, advertising things she couldn’t make out in the dark. They seemed strangely pointless out here, so far away from civilisation. Clearly, somebody needed advertising placed here. She wondered what they could possibly be advertising all the way out here.

The wind felt cold against her face, against her body. Her nipples were hard, sensitive. She took one hand off the steering wheel, cupped one firm breast, squeezed it. Christ, she was horny. It was time to look for a motel, or somewhere she could pull over.

She picked up her bag from the passenger seat, took the man’s wallet out from inside, flicked through it. She’d left all the cards with her conquest, preferring to take the cash. They were always less inclined to report her to the police if she left the cars. Besides, it was a rare man who admits to his wife that the car was stolen by the woman he bedded on her weekend away…

There were a few large bills in the wallet, leftover from the bar she’d picked the man up in. It was easy this time. Almost too easy. A few flirty smiles, some light touches on the arm, a couple of choice words casually dropped into conversation and he’d been eating out of hand. If only he’d eaten her pussy with the same vigour, she might have decided to stick around a little longer…

Vikki sighed, returning her hand to the steering wheel. She would have to stop soon, she knew. But where? The desert stretched on endlessly in all directions. She’d just have to keep driving forward, always forward. Story of her life, really.

She raced past another enormous black rectangle along the roadside, another massive billboard in the middle of nowhere, still driving fast, still going off into the distant horizon.

Lights appeared on the road behind her. She started, looking in the rear-view mirror, confused. Where had they come from? There hadn’t been anything there just a few seconds before…

More lights joined the headlights. Blue and red flashing lights. Above the roar of the wind in her ears, Vikki could hear the distant wail of a siren.

Fuck!

A dozen thoughts exploded in her mind, all colliding at once, each one a valid idea, a possible escape route. What should she do? Should she put her foot down, try and outrun the cop? Should she get off the road, drive out into the rocky wasteland around her? Should she slow down, engage the cop, try to knock him out and escape that way? All valid ideas, but nothing solid was coming to mind.

She started braking, slowing down. Maybe it’s nothing
, she thought. Maybe he just likes stopping cars on the road, checking in on people. Maybe he’s bored
.

As the car slowed to a halt, she got a new idea. A much, much better idea. If the cop was looking for trouble, well, he was going to get it.

Vikki popped a couple of buttons on her shirt, exposing more of her ample cleavage to the night air. She never wore a bra, so the shirt strained against her chest, barely held in place by her rigid nipples. She checked her face in the mirror, checking to see whether the wind had blown her makeup out of place. She still looked immaculate.

Vikki pouted with her beautiful lips, lips men always imagined wrapped around their hard cocks. If this cop was going to cause trouble for her, she was more than happy to oblige with a little trouble of her own…

The cop car stopped a short distance behind her, the lights still flashing, causing red and blue shadows to wash out on the desert floor around the vehicles. The siren was off now and the only sound Vikki could hear was the pounding of her own heart. This was a new kind of thrill for her, and she felt the heat spreading between her thighs. God, but she was wet.

A car door slammed behind her, the sound strangely muted in the still night air. She glanced into the side mirror, watched the cop approach. He was a well-built man, the uniform straining against his arms, taut over his firm stomach. He had a crop of short, dark hair. Maybe he was a former military man, a marine, or maybe even an officer. He walked like one. Held himself proudly, walked upright, head high.

Vikki pulled the skirt up a little higher, exposing more of her thighs. She smiled to herself. Two men in one night? That might be a new personal best
…

The cop stopped a foot from her car, torch in one hand, the other resting on his gun belt.

‘Goin’ pretty fast there, weren’cha?’ he said. He had a local drawl, a lifting of the words as he spoke. It was a cute accent. She liked cute accents.

Vikki smiled up at him, batting her eyes. She noticed how the torch beam checked out her body, light spilling across her chest and thighs before returning to her face. ‘Was I? It can be hard to tell on a night like this, you know how it is, I’m sure.’

The cop said nothing. She couldn’t see his face behind the brightness of the torch. That made it hard to tell what he was looking at, what he was thinking. She decided to direct his attention.

She placed one hand on her thigh, stroking the soft skin, the other raising to her lips, gently playing with the corner of her mouth. ‘You know, I’ve never been stopped by a real-life cop before… it’s pretty exciting.’

‘I’m sure it is,’ he replied, voice flat, giving nothing away.

Was it supposed to be this hard? She’d have to try a little harder.

‘So, what can I help you with, officer?’ she asked. ‘Have I been a… bad girl
 in some way?’

There was a pause.

‘Do you know why I’ve pulled you over?’ the cop asked.

She grinned up at him with her naughtiest smile.

‘I’m sure I can think of many reasons you’d pull over a lonely girl on a dark road like this,’ she said, ‘but which one did you have in mind?’

He leaned in at that point, and she could finally see his face. He was a good-looking man, though his expression was a stern one. She usually went for men with softer features, but in this case, she would happily make an exception…

‘One of your rear lights is out,’ he said.

‘Oh, that silly thing?’ she said. ‘It’s always cutting out on me, I swear. I’ve only just had it changed.’

‘It’s always the unexpected things that give you the most trouble,’ he said, eyes fixed on hers. For just a moment, a tiny ripple of fear went through her. She got the impression that he wasn’t going to fall for these tactics. It was time to get out and move on.

‘Do you know where the nearest gas station is?’ she asked. ‘I could drive there and get it sorted out first thing.’

He shook his head. ‘Nearest place like that is a good thirty miles down the road. Can’t have you driving all that way with a broken light. Against the law. Hazardous. Wouldn’t want you getting into an accident. Could get hurt.’

Her eyes flashed as she responded.

‘Maybe I like being hurt,’ she said, hoping to challenge him, to throw him off balance.

His eyes narrowed as he considered her. ‘Don’t make promises you can’t keep,’ he said. Then he stood up. Inside, she breathed a sigh of relief. It’s over.


‘This is a nice car,’ he said. ‘When did you get it?’

‘Oh, a couple of years back,’ she said. ‘Thought I’d treat myself.’

‘Been thinking about getting one for myself,’ the cop said. ‘How many miles d’ya get?’

Her mind raced. ‘Uh, about average,’ she said, hoping it was the right answer.

The cop nodded, slowly. ‘It’s funny,’ he said. ‘Had a call a while ago. Guy reported his car stolen. Description was a lot like this car.’

She tried to control herself, not giving anything away. Inside she was in turmoil. Panic raced through her body, clouding her thoughts.

‘Report also gave a description of the possible thief,’ the cop went on. ‘Said an attractive young woman. You wouldn’t happen to know anything about that, would you?’

Fuck!

She gave a laugh, hoping it didn’t sound too nervous. The sound of her mirth seemed to die in the still night air. ‘Attractive? Me? Aren’t you sweet! But, no, I’m afraid I can’t help you out there.’ She scratched at her neck, making a subtle adjustment to her shirt as she did, knowing that it revealed even more of her breasts to the officer’s gaze.

‘You’ll catch a chill,’ he said. ‘Outfit like that, chilly night like this. Askin’ for trouble, if you ask me.’

‘I like trouble,’ she said, meeting his gaze, a wicked smile on her lips. Let me go or fuck me
.

The cop looked at her again, his face unreadable. ‘So, if I asked you to show me your licence and registration, you’d be able to oblige, would you, ma’am?’

She smiled at him, heart racing. FUCK!
 ‘Of course, I could,’ she said.

‘Then would you kindly oblige me?’

She smiled again. If I hit the gas right now, I might get away
… Instead, she reached over to the passenger seat, picked up her bag. She made a show of looking through it, searching for something that both she and the cop at the door knew didn’t exist. How long can I stall him for?


‘Maybe I dropped it,’ she said at last, unable to prolong the bag search. ‘Hang on.’ She slipped off her seatbelt and turned around, one last killer trump card left to play. Vikki bent over, making out like she was searching beneath and the seats. As she did, she stuck her ass in the air, knowing that her perfect cheeks looked fantastic framed by the skirt, the tight pink thong providing a tantalising glimpse at the treasure hidden inside. If this didn’t work, nothing would.

She could see the light from the torch beam, saw how it shifted when she moved. She smiled to herself, knowing that it was currently focussed on her ass. She wiggled as she pretended to look for the licence, letting him see how her ass moved and shook. That had to be it, had to be enough. There was no other subtle way of distracting his attention. After this, it would all be blatant, and if he was the Dudley Do-Right kind, then it would never work.

She heard him softly clear his throat over her shoulder and almost laughed in delight. It had worked! She gave one final wiggle beneath the seat, letting him watch her ass sway and move. He had to be picturing it now, had to be imagining how her ass would ripple when he spanked it, how it would sway when he fucked her. He had to be.

Finally, she sat up, the show over. She put on her best embarrassed face. ‘I’m so sorry, officer,’ she said, ‘I seem to have misplaced my paperwork…’

‘I see.’ His voice was husky, his gaze falling to her open shirt and ripe tits beneath. She finally had him.

‘What can I do?’ she asked, trying her best to look like a damsel in distress. ‘This has never happened to me before, I swear. Isn’t that always the way? The one time you need your licence is the one time you don’t have it…’

The cop looked around, scanning the road. There was endless, dark, nothingness in all directions. No sign of life for miles around. Just the two of them, alone on the dark desert road.

‘What can I do?’ she said again, now putting tears in her eyes. It’s too easy, it really is
… ‘There must be something I can do, some way to convince you that this is my car…’

The cop scratched his chin with one hand, the torch steady in the other. ‘I’m sure there is,’ he said at last.

‘Really?’ She did her best to look surprised, delighted. ‘What is it?’

‘I think you know,’ the cop said.

She bit her lip, feigning puzzlement. ‘Is there a form I have to fill out, or...?’

The cop stood back. ‘Step out of the car, ma’am.’

‘Oh, really?’ she said. ‘What do you need me to do?’

‘Step out of the fucking car.’

The sudden change in the cop’s tone shocked her. He had been sternly but softly spoken before. Now he almost barked the words. There was no mistaking which of them was in control here.

‘Y-yes officer,’ she stammered.

She got out of the car, stood next to it. She pulled her skirt down, a little afraid, wondering where this was going. I’m the one in control
, she reminded herself. Not him
.

‘Turn around, place your hands on the vehicle,’ the cop said.

She did as she was told in silence, trying to remain calm. She was afraid, she was panicking. What if this doesn’t work and he pulls me in?
 But her body was betraying her. She could feel incredible heat emanating from her sex, her lips wet from the intensely naughty thrill of being caught. Making a successful getaway was one thrill, but getting caught was something else entirely. I may have to make myself come a few times tonight
, she thought, even as the cop stepped in close behind her.

Suddenly Vikki could feel rough hands running over her clothes, across her body. He was patting her down! Shit, I could be in real trouble here
. But as his hands patted and caressed her body, she felt herself surrendering to the pleasure of his touch. He wasn’t exactly gentle, but there was something in the commanding way he took control of her that she liked, something she’d never experienced before.

She felt his hands move lower across her body, down to her waist, around to her front, touching her stomach. She bit her lip to keep from groaning as his hands seemed to dance across her pubic bone. Then the cop went to his knees behind her and his hands went to her thighs.

He slowed down now, stroking her smooth skin with his rough hands, pushing her legs apart to pat her down better. She wasn’t wearing pants, so she couldn’t think of any reason he’d need to frisk her legs… until his hands moved up, between her inner thighs and he cupped her burning sex with one strong hand.

She gasped out at that.

‘There something about your situation you find arousing, ma’am?’ he asked. ‘Most people are frightened of me when I stop them.’

She had no answer to give. It took all her willpower not to cry out as his hand stroked her thong, sending jolts of pleasure through to her dripping folds.

‘I asked you a question.’ His voice was stern, tough.

‘I just… I like… the feel… of your hand…’ she said, gasping as his hand stroked and touched her.

‘You’re not afraid of me?’ he asked.

She grabbed hold of the car, desperately trying not to moan or cry out in some embarrassing way. Vikki shook her head.

‘You should be, Ms Delastro.’

She shuddered. How the hell did he know her name?

But there was no time to think about it. She felt his other hand reach up and lift her skirt, exposing her ass to the world.

‘What are you going to do to me?’ she said, trembling in a mixture fear, pleasure and anticipation.

‘Isn’t that the question,’ he said. ‘Isn’t that the question.’

His hand started to circle as it stroked her wet thong, sending waves of delicious pleasure coursing through her. I thought I was in charge here
…

‘Please,’ she said, ‘please don’t take me in.’

‘Are you going to stop me?’ The cop sounded amused, almost bored, as his hand continued its torturous strokes along the thin cotton thong.

‘Please,’ she said again. ‘I’ll do anything.’

The hand tormenting her aching folds paused for a moment before continuing.

‘Anything?’

Her hands gripped and clenched the car.

‘Anything,’ she said.

The hand now slipped beneath the thong, began caressing her soft, wet pussy.

‘You are aware that attempting to bribe a police officer is a serious offence?’ he said.

She nodded, biting back more cries of pleasure, trying to think, trying to focus, trying to remain in control.

‘You are also aware that this cop will not be easily swayed?’ he said. His hands teased her folds, driving her wild with need, clouding her thoughts.

She nodded again.

He slipped a finger inside her tight, burning hole.

Vikki moaned, loud and long, unable to hold it in any longer, eyes closed, her groans lost in the night air.

Cold steel snapped down on her wrist. She tried to turn around, but the cop pushed her down against the car, pulled her arms together behind her back. She felt the handcuffs click shut, trapping her hands together at the small of her back. Panic flooded her now, even as her pussy reacted to this new thrill.

‘What are you doing?’ she asked, voice tight with fear, husky with arousal.

‘The same thing that happens to all the bad girls,’ the cop said.

Vikki was bent over the car, hands cuffed together behind her back, skirt pulled up, her pussy slick beneath the pink thong, yearning to be fucked by him despite the fear she felt in her heart.

‘What happens to all the bad girls?’ she asked, afraid to know the answer, but hoping it was the one she wanted.

‘Turn around.’

She stood back upright and turned to face him. The cop had turned the torch off, hung it back on his gun belt. The shadows that crossed his face and body came from the lights of the cop car a few feet behind them. Vikki could make out the bulge of his arousal in his uniform.

‘Kneel.’

She looked at him with wide, fearful eyes. What was he going to make her do? She was totally helpless, completely at his mercy.


And I like it
.

‘Don’t make me ask twice.’ His voice was hard as steel.

She obeyed him, sinking to her knees on the hard, rough tarmac of the desert road. How had this happened? How had he taken control of her? She was always the one on top, always the one who snapped handcuffs onto her lovers. It had never happened like this before. Never had she been in a situation like this.

She looked up at him, the big, strong cop who stood over her, with wide eyes and a pounding heart. She watched as his hands, finger slick from her juices, moved to his zipper. They pulled the zip down, reached inside. Her eyes went even wider as he pulled adjusted his underwear and pulled out his member.


Holy fuck
.

His cock was enormous. Long, hard, and thick. It hovered in the air before her, pointing at her face like an accusatory finger.

‘You have no idea how much trouble you’re in, do you?’ he said, smiling a cruel smile down at her.

‘No,’ Vikki said honestly. ‘But I think I’m about to find out.’

He chuckled, running a hand through her hair. Then he grabbed a handful and pulled her face towards his throbbing shaft. She smelt the aroma of his arousal, the scent of him. He smelled good.

‘Open,’ he said.

And she obeyed, opening her mouth as wide as she could. Even then, it was barely wide enough to take all of him in. He kept hold of her hair with one hand, always looking down at her as his cock thrust in and out of her mouth. She looked up at him, fists clenching behind her back, wishing she could get her hands free – she knew many good tricks, but he was preventing her from using any of them. Instead, she was helpless at his feet, unable to do anything except suck his cock, running her tongue up and down the shaft, taste the salty texture of his arousal, trying to take as much of him down her throat as she possibly could.

‘Bad girl,’ he murmured, looking down at her, eyes bright.

She tried to reply, but there was no stopping the movement. He was slowly fucking her mouth, going deep enough to almost gag her with one stroke, then pulling back, going shallower, always controlling the thrust by tugging her hair. He wasn’t hurting her, but he wasn’t gentle either.

And she was inescapably his, for as long as he willed it.

‘Something tells me you’ve never been controlled like this,’ the cop said.

She shook her head as his cock slid over her tongue, feeling the member slip from side to side in her mouth.

‘But you’re a natural at sucking cock, aren’t you?’

She nodded, made an mmm
 from somewhere in the back of her throat. She was good at sucking cock; many men had told her so. But this was the first time she really, truly wanted to prove how good she could be.

His grip on her hair relaxed and she started moving at her own speed, controlling the speed of her mouth, taking him as deep as she could, then letting go of him so she could run her tongue up and down the length of him, never looking anywhere other than his face, watching the way his smile grew wider as she pleased him.

She teased him, sucked him, tasted him, pleasured him. He was making her his own person fuck toy, his own dirty slut, and she loved it. She felt her pussy growing wetter with each passing second. She was at his mercy, felt her lips desperately trying to open like a budding flower, yearning to have this hard cock inside her, to truly make her his.

Finally, he took hold of her hair again and gently pulled her away from his manhood.

‘Good, good,’ he said softly. ‘But what do we do with you now, I wonder?’

Her knees were aching from the hard floor, but she didn’t dare beg him to fuck her, no matter how much she wanted it. He was in control here and she wasn’t about to change that.

His hands gripped her under the arms and she felt the strength of him as he lifted her to her feet. She licked her lips, trying to taste more of him. He stepped back from her, looking her up and down.

‘Have you learned your lesson yet, bad girl?’ he said sharply.

Vikki nodded. Could it really be so easy…?

‘I don’t believe you,’ he said.

He pushed her back against the car, pining her between it and him. He leaned against her, holding her in place, while his hands went below and grabbed the thin pink thong. She almost cried out as he pulled the thong with his hands, then gave a tug and tore it right off her.

He tossed her torn underwear away and returned his hands to her sopping entrance. She moaned and gasped as his fingers explored her folds, teasing her hard clit, slipping through her wet lips. His body held hers in place against the car, making her unable to move, no matter how much she wanted to. Her hands thrashed inside the cuffs, desperate to be free, to grab him and pull his against her, to grab his face and kiss him hard.

But she was his prisoner now.

She cried out into the night as two fingers slipped inside her yearning pussy, deeper and deeper until she could feel his palm pressing against her wet lips. He started moving his hand, pumping her with his fingers, slowly getting faster and harder.

Vikki moaned as long and loud as she could, delighting in the feeling of total surrender to the cop. She didn’t know who he was. She didn’t know anything about him. She didn’t care, either. She was entirely his.

The cop’s other hand tugged Vikki’s shirt and suddenly her firm breasts were exposed to his pleasure. He groped one, squeezing it so hard she almost cried out, then lowered his hot mouth to the firm, pink nipple that yearned for attention and began to suck on it. All the while his fingers thrust in and out of Vikki’s tight pussy, driving her closer and closer to climax, his hard, wet member poking out of his zipper, pressed against her smooth thigh.

‘Why are you doing this to me?’ she said, gasping and moaning.

‘You need to be taught a lesson,’ he said, rocking his hand back and forth, sliding his fingers deep inside her.

Finally, she couldn’t take anymore and she tossed her head back, feeling her entire body give in to the mounting pressure in her groin. Her pussy became even tighter, gripping the cop’s fingers, trying to hold them deep inside her as her body wracked and heaved with the power of her orgasm. The cop continued his assault on her sex, pounding her with his fingers, tormenting her breasts and sensitive nipples with his mouth and tongue, increasing the intensity of her orgasm with every movement.

Vikki’s legs almost gave out, but the cop held her pinned in place against the car with his strong body, never letting go of her, never slowing down, almost unaware of what he was doing to her, save for a wicked glint in his eye. She sagged against him, still crying out, desperate to get free, unable to take any more of his punishment.

After an eternity, he finally stopped. He ceased teasing her hard tits and slipped his fingers out of her tender slit, looking her in the eye once more.

‘Have you learned your lesson yet, bad girl?’ he said sharply.

Vikki nodded, weakly.

‘I don’t believe you,’ he said.

‘Oh, god,’ she said, sighing the words up at the empty sky. What more could he possibly do to her?

He grabbed her by the waist and spun her around as easily as if she was made of cotton, facing her towards the car. He placed a hand on her shoulder and bent her over, gently, but the grip making it very clear that Vikki had no choice in what was about to happen to her.

Her breasts pressed against the cold metal of the car hood, the shocking coolness another stimulant to her dangerously overloaded body. She felt the cop’s rough hands on her legs, parting her thighs like they did for the pat down. When she was finally in position, bent over the car, hands cuffed behind her, legs spread wide, gaping pussy available for the taking, she felt him move into place.

His hot cock stroked her ass cheeks as he manoeuvred himself into position and she moaned as the head of his member passed right over her other hole. She silently thanked him for not insisting that he fucked her in that
 hole. She couldn’t imagine that he would even fit.

Then, at last, she felt the exquisite pleasure and pain of her tight entrance opening, flowering, wetter and wider, ready to take him inside her. His thick cock seemed to stretch her, opening her up more than any other man she’d ever taken. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying not to cry out when he filled her all the way. Then, finally, he was inside her with his entire length.

He felt incredible. Hot, hard, thick, and huge. Her muscles started to relax around him, her pussy growing used to his size. She let out a moan of pleasure, enjoying the feel of him, of his total command over her body.

Then he began to move in her, withdrawing until just his tip parted her lips, then pushing back inside until his balls brushed against her. She cried out, already getting closer to another orgasm, not knowing if she could go on much longer.

‘Bad fucking girl,’ the cop said over her shoulder, through gritted teeth. His hands grabbed at her hips, pulling her hard against him with every thrust. As he sped up his pounding, he began to spank her, hard, one hand slapping each ass cheek, alternating with every stroke of his enormous length.

That was when Vikki finally felt herself surrender completely. She climaxed again, lost in the sea of her orgasm, floating away on the waves of pleasure that took possession of her senses. The only sensation she knew was the blissful pleasure of being fucked,
 or being completely dominated
 and controlled
 like she’d never experienced before. Up until now, she’d only ever know what it was like to be in control, to be on top, to be the one in charge. This was the first time she had ever been dominated by someone else.

The cop slammed into her, punishing her with his length, smacking against her thighs, slapping her ass hard enough to leave red handprints in the rippling flesh, pulling her against him harder and harder with every thrust. Her pussy was the tightest he’d ever fucked and it gripped him now, squeezing his erection as he filled her again and again. He began to feel his own pressure building, the surging wave growing larger deep within his balls.

‘You – bad – fucking – girl,’ he groaned as he pounded her, his member slipping easily in and out of her dripping hole, her body rocking as he entered her over and over. Her cries were lost on him. All he cared about was punishing her.

He grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head back as he pounded her aching sex. She couldn’t move or resist or fight back against him. She was totally at his mercy.

‘I’m a bad girl,’ she cried. ‘I’m a bad fucking girl!’ Her moans of pleasure were lost to the night.

Suddenly he withdrew from her. She gasped in surprise, her body needing him, wanting him, desperate for more. His hand moved from her hair to the back of her neck, gripping tight. He carefully pulled her from the car and stood her up, turned her around to face him.

‘You had enough yet?’ he said.

She looked at his face. He was breathing hard, a wicked smile on his lips. He wasn’t finished with her yet, no matter what he said, and she knew it.

‘No,’ she said. ‘I need more.’

He shoved her back against the car, pining her arms between her back and the cold hood. He leaned her back over the hood, lifting her legs at the same time, spreading her wide. She tried to struggle, just for show, but there was no way he wasn’t about to fuck her again. She was totally helpless, completely at his mercy. And he was extremely short of mercy.

His thick shaft pierced her tight slit again, sliding all the way inside her. He felt bigger from this angle, like he was reaching new depths of her body. She cried out to the night sky as he filled her and began his punishing pounding.

‘Please!’ she said. ‘Please stop! I can’t take it anymore!’

‘I say when it’s over,’ he said, thrust even harder inside her.

Vikki screamed again, feeling another climax growing and building, like an explosion heating up before the burst. Her arms were handcuffed behind her, pinned against the hood of the car. It was uncomfortable, but not unpleasant. She’d never been dominated like this before. The men she usually seduced all thought
 they were good in the sack, and she could always control the action, even when she was beneath them. They always threw her on the bed and climbed on top and pounded away aimlessly like they were drilling for oil. This guy really, truly knew what he was doing with his body. He understood how to use his hands, his mouth, his manhood, and how to manipulate her body. It made her head spin. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been fucked like this.

Then the explosion detonated inside her. She kicked her legs, screwed her eyes shut, clenched her fists and screamed in ecstasy. Her body clenched, gripping his shaft inside her, trying to keep her still, but he continued his relentless assault on her body.

She moaned over and over, begging for forgiveness, begging him to stop, telling him that she couldn’t take anymore, that it was too much for her, that she was sorry, that she would be a good girl from now on. He smiled at her. That was what he wanted to hear.

Finally, she heard his breathing change and knew that he was about to come. She let him pull her hard against him and clenched her groin, hoping to hold him in place. She wanted him to come in her, needed him to come in her, and she didn’t want him to cheat of that, at least. He could do whatever he wanted to her, but she needed to feel him climax inside her.

His hands gripped her hips tighter and he gave one final thrust, pushing his length as deep inside her as he could and made a strangled cry of his own. She cried out, weak and exhausted, but delighted as he finally came. His hot, sticky come shot up inside her, filling her up, sending liquid sensations of sheer joy through her. It was so hot it felt like a volcanic explosion had gone off inside her.

Her entire body relaxed, drained and emptied, as he finally withdrew from her, a trickle of his spend running down her thigh, giving her a further dirty thrill. He was breathing hard, a wicked gleam in his eye, as he let her down off the hood of the car. Her knees were weak. He held her to keep her standing upright.

‘Have you learned your lesson yet, bad girl?’ he said one last time.

‘Fuck yes,’ she said, exhausted.

He grinned a sharp, cruel smile.

‘Not yet you haven’t,’ he said. ‘I’m taking you in, Vikki Delastro.’

She didn’t care by that point. She had been fucked better than ever before, been made to feel sensations she didn’t even know existed.

He read Vikki her rights as he walked her to the car, her legs weak and unsteady from the pounding he’d given her.

‘You’ll find prison is a place that sorts out the real bad girls from the pretend ones,’ the cop said. Then he opened the rear door and helped her inside.

‘Aren’t you going to help me get dressed?’ she said, looking at her torn, discarded panties at the roadside.

‘No,’ he said. ‘I think the boys at the station will want to teach you a lesson too.’

He shut the door on her. She watched as he tucked his soft, wet cock back into his uniform pants, feeling his hot come moving around inside her, feeling the incredible tenderness of her pussy.


I’ve been a bad girl,
 she thought.

And she smiled to herself.

###


Confessions:

Her Hot Past


‘Oh my gosh, this place is amazing!’

I follow my wife into the room and see what made her react like that. Our home for the next week is beautiful – a wide, open bedroom with a huge bed, easily big enough for four adults, plus that view
. The entire back wall of the room is dominated by a set of enormous glass doors that look out on the resort. Ahead and a little below is the vast, calm, azure ocean, gently lapping at the pure white beach. The glass doors open directly onto our private balcony, where a small hot tub waits to be used, and there’s a small flight of stairs leading down to the beach at the rear of the space. It feels like we’re standing in a hotel room on the edge of the world.

‘Yeah,’ I say, hefting the suitcase onto the bad with a grunt. ‘Amazing. Goddamn.’

And just like that, the hours and hours of travel – the taxis, the airport, the flight, the sweaty and stress and worry – melt off my body like butter under the sun. I run a hand over my face and let out a happy sigh. Despite the heat outside, the room is cool. I can’t even hear the air conditioning that must be working overtime to keep this hotel feeling so fresh and sweet. This place is already worth every penny we spent.

‘Oh, I can’t wait
 to get out there,’ Hailey says, walking up to the doors, her voice both desperate and wistful.

‘What are we waiting for?’ I say, unzipping the suitcase. ‘Let’s get changed and go. We can still get maybe another hour or two before sunset.’ I flip the suitcase open to display our tightly-packed clothes carefully placed into the two halves, buckled into place with elasticated straps.

‘Hey, honey,’ Hailey says, her playful tone grabbing my attention. ‘They’ve got a hot tub out here…’

‘Yeah?’ I look up, drawn by that tone in her voice. My wife doesn’t often use that kind of voice, but when she does, it always leads to memorable sexy times.

‘You remember,’ she says, turning to face me, a naughty smile on her face, ‘what happened when we…’

Her voice fades. Her face falls.

‘What?’ I say. ‘What is it?’

‘Nothing,’ she says, far too quickly. ‘Nothing. Forget I said anything. Can you toss me my bikini?’

I unbuckle the strap in the suitcase, my mind whirling and reeling. What was she about to say? I rack my brain, trying to remember if we’ve ever done anything naughty or sexy or fun in a hot tub, but I can’t recall. In fact, I’m pretty sure we’ve only ever shared a hot tub one time, and nothing sexual happened during that encounter. So what was Hailey thinking about? What memories were triggered by the sight of the hot tub? It must have been a good memory; it sounded like she was on the verge of sharing a sexy story – at least, she was, until she remembered that it didn’t involve me.

My stomach clenches. God, what happened? What did she remember? I glance up at Hailey, pulling her red bikini from the mass of neatly-folded clothing, but her face is unreadable. A touch of pink in her cheeks – though if it’s from embarrassment or from recalling past sexual pleasures, I can’t tell. She grabs the bikini from my hands and disappears into the bathroom to get changed.

I look out through the glass doors at the still, mirror-like hot tub on the balcony. Damn, why did she have to tease me like that? My wife has a full and wild sexual past that she tries to keep hidden from me. But sometimes – like right now – it finds ways of peeking through the curtain. And I love
 moments like this.

****

She looks sensational in her red bikini. I hang back as we descend the stairs of our balcony to the beach, watching her wonderful ass sway left and right, perfectly filling her bikini bottoms. It’s difficult to concentrate on my footsteps when my eyes are being pulled toward her curves. My mind is filled with thoughts and images and fantasies – what did she do in a hot tub? Who was she with? All I know is that she’s had some
 kind of erotic experience in a hot tub, but since those words slipped out of her pretty lips, she hasn’t mentioned it since. I desperately want to hear more about her sexual past, but she’s either too embarrassed to share those stories, or she doesn’t want to upset me by talking about it.

I know a few small details of the life she lived before we began to get serious. I know the number of lovers she’s had is higher than ten and fewer than thirty – far, far more sexual partners than I’ve had. I know she’s had one threesome with male partners and two encounters with other women. But she refuses to tell me anymore details, no matter how much I assure her that the thought of her being a wild girl – being a sexy, slutty wild girl for someone besides me – is a huge turn-on. Only small fragments of her sexual past have ever slipped through her lips, usually mentioned in unguarded moments, or when she enjoys teasing me. The first time she let me have her ass, I eased inside and she moaned the words, ‘Oh, fuck, I forgot how good this feels
…’

Yeah, my Hailey has a past and it turns me on like nothing else. But I would kill to know more about the things she’s done. I totally understand why she’s reluctant to divulge more details – she doesn’t want me to judge her or be upset or change the way I look at her. If the tables were turned and I was the one with an extensive sexual history, I’d be hesitant to tell her about it. After all, how would she react if I started talking about a former girlfriend blowing me?

But in spite of this, the knowledge that my wife has been around the block – maybe more than one block and maybe several times each – is the single hottest thought in the world. Nothing turns me on like wondering how many other men have entered her. How many other men and women have kissed those lips. How many people have seen her the way I do – the way her eyes half-close in pleasure as she approaches orgasm and releases that wonderful, beautiful, intoxicatingly sexual groan – Oh!
 – as her climax explodes. Maybe I’m a freak for finding the idea of her past so arousing. Maybe I’m crazy for wanting to know more. Maybe I’ll regret ever opening that door, but I have
 to know. I have got to find out what my wife did in a hot tub all those years ago. I will do anything it takes to hear this story.

We step off the wooden steps and onto the scorching white sand. I gasp in shock and pain – why is the beach this hot to touch? – and we both start running toward the sea, laughing and hopping like idiots to stay off the ground as much as possible. I toss our towel onto one of the few vacant sunbeds as we race past. Hailey stays ahead of me, laughing with giddy delight, her skin already glowing in the sun, hair waving in her wake. God, her ass can move
! I feel eyes turning toward us, sunbathers attracted by the sudden noise of two grown adults running toward the sea and laughing like children. I glimpse a couple of guys looking in Hailey’s direction, eyes shielded by their sunglasses. I wonder what they’re thinking when they see her? She looks like a bikini-clad goddess, her breasts shaking, ass swaying, thighs gleaming. I hope they find her as sexually appealing as I do. I hope they wish she was with them.

Hailey hits the water first, crashing in up to her knees, laughing with breathless excitement. She splashes water on herself, gasping with delight at the feel. I enter the sea and splash in after her, kicking up water, trying to get her with the spray. We laugh and splash each other like children, still wading deeper into the cool, refreshing water. The sea rises past my waist. I slip my arms around Hailey’s waist and pull her into a deep, passionate kiss. She responds, parting her lips and accepting my tongue with greedy hunger, heedless to all the late afternoon sunbathers watching us with indifference. She grabs my ass under the water, pulling my body hard against hers, allowing me to enjoy the feel of her barely-covered breasts pressing into my bare chest. What’s made her so excited? Is it because we’re finally on vacation? Or because her mind is still on the hot tub?

My manhood stiffens in my shorts under the water, pressing into her thigh. She slides one hand off my butt and gives my growing length a playful squeeze, giggling into my mouth as she does. I pull away in shock – she’s never acted like this before, not in public, anyway.

Hailey laughs and leans backward, falling into the water and allowing herself to become totally submerged. I watch her shape swim around beneath the calm waters for a few moments, before she rises again like the goddess of the ocean, a smile on her beautiful face.

‘This is wonderful
,’ she says, wrapping her wet arms around me again and holding me tight. ‘I feel a million times better already. This is just what I needed. Thank you.’

We kiss again, long and deep and slow, her arms draped around my neck, my hands grasping her waist. She flicks her tongue against mine, teasing me, before delving back inside my mouth for more. My manhood pulses again with urgent need. She knows exactly how to press me, how to force me to react. I love it.

But my mind is on other things right now. All I can picture is the hot tub on our balcony, and Hailey in the center of the pool, naked and smiling. I have to know more. I have to know the rest of her story. What she did. Who she did it with. I’m not even remotely jealous. I’m just a happily married man who loves that his wife has a naughty past. Whatever it takes, I’m going to get this story out of her.

We kiss deeply in the sea, feeling the heat of the sun warming our bare skin and the refreshing sea lapping at our bodies. I hold my wife tight, my tongue dancing with hers, and a single thought races through my mind-

How many other men have enjoyed this mouth?

****

‘Miles, honey, could you get me a drink?’

‘Sure,’ I say, glancing across at her, seeing how she lies splayed on the sunbed, her pale skin already beginning to darken in the sun. Her body is a work of art. I’ve already sensed more than a few heads turning to admire her figure as people headed along the beach as the sun began its descent toward the horizon. ‘What do you want?’

‘Mmm… something strong,’ she says.

I chuckle and put my book to the side. I lean across and kiss her on the cheek.

‘Be right back,’ I say.

‘Don’t take too long,’ she says. ‘You don’t want someone trying to hit on me, do you?’

The thought makes my damp shorts tighten. I grin and get up and run across the hot sand toward the bar positioned at the beginning of the beach. A few people mill around, mostly drinking insanely colorful liquids presented in tall, shapely glasses and topped with straws, umbrellas, and pieces of fruit. I step up to the bar and the young, tanned man on the other side greets me with a bright smile.

That’s when I get an idea. Hailey wants something strong to drink, right? And I want her to tell me the rest of the hot tub story, right? Well… what if there’s a way that I can make both these things happen at once? We’ve mixed alcohol and pleasure before and the results have always
 been enjoyable. Some of the most erotically satisfying nights we’ve ever had were under the influence of a drink or three. The first time she begged me to come on her face was after a bottle of red wine. The few times she’s slipped to her knees and jerked me off with her beautiful, heavy breasts were all motivated by liquor. Hell, my pretty, innocent-looking wife loves anal sex… but only when she’s had a little Dutch courage first.

So what if – crazy thought, I know – I give her a few drinks tonight and try to loosen her wicked tongue? What if I could get her just
 drunk enough to walk me through one of her sexual escapades? I’m not planning to get her totally wasted, or even to take advantage of her, but just liquored up to the point where she stops worrying about being judged for the way she used to live. I want my wife to openly embrace her past, to wear it as a badge of honor instead of trying to hide away from it. Her experiences are not something to be ashamed of, but celebrated – they made her the woman she is today. The woman I love. The woman I married. I wouldn’t change a thing about her past, and neither should she.

‘What can I getcha, mister boss?’ says the young bartender, still smiling that brilliant please-leave-a-generous-tip smile.

‘I’ll take the strongest, fruitiest drink you have,’ I say. ‘Plus two tequilas and a beer.’

His smile widens and he goes to work, taking a tall glass and scooping up several ice cubes. I watch him work a moment, then glance back toward the main beach. The sun is beginning to set now and the sunbeds are slowly emptying as people head back to their rooms to shower and change. Attendants and lifeguards stalk the sands, gathering up the discarded sunbeds and stack them all in towering rows at the back of the beach. I watch Hailey for a moment, watching her rub extra lotion into her arms. One of the lifeguards smiles and nods at her as he passes. She gives him a lazy wave in return. My stomach tightens again. If she wasn’t married to me… what would she do in this position?

‘Here you go, mister boss!’

I turn back to the back and see all four drinks laid out before me – two shots, a fancy-looking multicolored cocktail in a glass, and one bottle of beer. I take one of the tequila shots and tip it into the cocktail glass. Then I refill the empty shot glass with my beer. The two shots look pretty similar, at least from a glance. I grab my four drinks and turn back toward the beach.

‘Jeez, shots?’ Hailey says, sitting up as I set the glasses down on the sunbed. ‘What are you trying to do, get me drunk?’

‘Would I do a thing like that?’ I say.

She laughs and takes the shot of tequila. I raise the shot glass filled with beer and touch it to hers.

‘Happy vacation,’ she says.

We drink. She grimaces and studies the glass carefully.

‘Tequila?’ she says. ‘Goddamn, that stuff’s my kryptonite.’ I keep my face straight. She grabs the fruity-looking cocktail and sips from the straw. After a mouthful or two, she stops to exhale and roll her eyes. ‘Holy shit this is strong!’

‘You wanted a strong drink,’ I say.

‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘But I wasn’t expecting it to take my head off.’

‘What does it matter?’ I say. ‘We’re on vacation.’

She smiles at me over her straw. She says, ‘Yeah we are. And it’s gonna be so much fun!’

My shorts tighten again. Oh, it’s going to be fun, alright. I can’t wait.

****

That first drink goes down pretty easily. So easily that Hailey asks for another before we leave the beach. By the time we’re heading back to our room, she’s giggling at every stupid joke we make. We shower and change and head to the restaurant for dinner. Hailey sinks a glass of wine before we make our food orders. She’s bubbly and chatty and her cheeks are pink. By the time we finish our meals, my sweet wife is well on her way to being drunk.

I spend the meal carefully sipping at a beer, keeping the conversation flowing between us. The food is sensational and slips down almost as easily as the drinks. Hailey has another glass of wine with dinner and begins to sway in time with the restaurant’s peaceful ambient music while I pick up the check.

‘So,’ I say, finishing my beer and placing the bottle back on the table. ‘What would you like to do now? We could take a long walk along the beach…’

I let my voice trail away with the possibilities, watching my wife’s flushed face across the table. She tilts back her head and drains at least half her wine glass in one long swallow. She chuckles at my stunned expression and puts the empty glass on the table. I reach across and entwine my fingers with hers. She smiles at me – a little goofy, a little drunk, but filled with genuine happiness and love.

‘I’m kinda tired,’ she says. ‘I’m still exhausted from all the travel. How about we head back to the room?’

‘If you like,’ I say.

I pay the check and we walk out of the restaurant and back up to our room, Hailey drunkenly stumbling and giggling at my side. I unlock the door and she strolls through and kicks off her heels. I close the door behind us. Hailey hugs me tight and plants a drunken kiss on my lips.

‘Thank you,’ she says. ‘Today has been… so good.’

‘It doesn’t have to end yet,’ I say. She raises a cheeky eyebrow. ‘I don’t know about you, but I could go for a dip. You know, to cool off.’

She nods slowly, coming around to the idea.

‘Sure,’ she says. ‘That would really nice.’

Hailey shrugs off her shirt and unbuttons her shorts. She tosses them to the floor, turns and walks toward the glass doors, unclasping her bra.

‘You coming?’ she says, opening the door. She throws her bra away, standing in the open doorway in just her panties.

‘Yuh-huh,’ I say, peeling off my shirt as fast as possible. I kick off my pants and follow her out onto the balcony, wearing just my boxers.

Moonlight turns the lapping ocean waves into a sparkling, shifting black mass. The sky is clear and beautiful. A warm, gentle breeze gently flows across my bare shoulders. Hailey climbs down into the hot tub and sits down, leaning against the back.

‘How do we turn it on?’ she says.

I look around the balcony and spot a small box on the side wall. I open it up and find a switch with two options – on and off. The switch is currently set to off. I turn the dial and the water immediately begins to bubble and boil. Hailey shrieks with laughter.

‘I’m sitting on a jet!’ she says. ‘It went right up my ass!’

I laugh and climb down into the water, standing in the middle of the pool. Hailey shifts to the side, moving her ass away from the water jet, and smiles up at me.

‘God, this is beautiful,’ she says, looking up at the clear night sky, a black canvas gleaming with scattered starlight.

‘Yes, it is,’ I say, my eyes fixed on her.

She sees my gaze and laughs, getting the joke. She leans back against the edge of the tub, head resting on the rim, arms spread out, and closes her eyes with a sigh of sheer happiness.

‘I love you,’ she says.

‘How much?’

‘So much. You’re so perfect.’

I move closer and stand between her legs. She parts her thighs, allowing me to step up to her cleft, underwear to underwear. I bend down and kiss her neck. She sighs again, a little deeper this time.

‘I’ve been waiting all day for this,’ I say, slipping my arms around her waist. She lifts her legs and locks her ankles together behind my back, a smile on my face.

‘Waiting for what?’ she says, her tone one of playful innocence.

‘To get you all to myself,’ I say. ‘I really wanted to make love to you in the sea earlier…’

‘Why didn’t you?’ Raising a curious eyebrow.

‘We were surrounded by people.’

‘So?’ She shrugs. ‘We’re never gonna see any of them again. Total strangers.’

I blink in surprise. Is she really suggesting what I think she’s suggesting?

‘Have you ever…’ I say, trying to find the right way to phrase my question, ‘done anything like that? I mean, in front of people?’

Her beautiful smile turns naughty and mischievous for a second, before she shrugs.

‘Maybe,’ she says.

Fuck. My cock is already getting hard. Now all the blood in my body flows south, thickening and flooding my manhood to full length. She feels me pressing into her mound and giggles.

‘Oh, you like that?’ she says, eyes sparkling.

‘The thought of you doing something bad, while people watch?’ I say. ‘Yeah, it does.’

‘Maybe we’ll have some fun tomorrow,’ she says with a naughty laugh.

I grin. My cock jolts. She squeezes her thighs tighter around me.

‘Tomorrow?’ I say. ‘I was kinda hoping we could have a little fun… tonight.’

She bites her bottom lip, making that seductive face I really love. That seductive, naughty, hungry-yet-restrained face I adore.

‘Tonight?’ she says. ‘You mean… right here? In the hot tub?’

My heart almost skips a beat. This is it. I’m so close now. So damn close. Just a little more. I need to be careful. Don’t want to push too hard or scare her off. Gotta be gentle.

‘Why not?’ I say. ‘I’ve always wanted to do it with you in a hot tub.’

She makes a throaty purr of approval. I lean in again and kiss her neck a little more, listening to the happy, erotic little sighs she makes. She rolls her hips gently, grinding her mound into my stiff, full manhood, enjoying teasing me under the bubbling water.

‘It’s fun in a hot tub,’ she says, a wistful, almost melancholic hint to her voice. As though her mind is somewhere else. As though she’s remembering something from her past.

I kiss her neck slower and deeper, pressing my lips into the crook of her shoulder, the place she loves to be kissed the most. Her sighs start to become more like gentle groans.

‘Really?’ I say, keeping my voice neutral. ‘How do you… recommend we do it?’

She is silent for a long moment. Long enough for me to start worrying that maybe I’ve caused her to clam up. I keep kissing her neck and bring my right hand back around her body, stroking her barely-covered mound. But then she speaks again and I almost jerk backward in shock.

‘Last time I fucked a guy in a hot tub, I sat in his lap.’

My heart almost skips a beat. She’s telling me about it! This is really happening! She’s on the verge of opening up about one of her sexual escapades for the first time.

‘Oh, really?’ I say, my hand massaging her mound a little firmer as I kiss her neck. ‘What happened?’

She giggles for a moment, sounding both drunk and horny. She opens her legs a little wider, sighing with contentment.

‘I didn’t even know who he was,’ she says, a touch of hesitancy in her voice. I keep kissing her neck, keep rubbing her mound through the panties. Don’t stop
. Please don’t stop
. I want this so much!
 ‘I was on a weekend retreat with my girlfriends. You remember Clarissa? It was her bachelorette weekend. We went to a spa.’

She pauses for a moment, letting out a passionate sigh. I slide my hand beneath her panties and cup her bare, shaved mound in my palm. She burns red hot, lips already flowering with excitement. A moan escapes her parted lips. Her pupils are dilated. Her body is relaxed and fluid, like warm putty in my hands.

‘I thought it was kinda boring,’ she says, her voice now calmer, her breathing deeper. I trace my fingers over her warm lips, still kissing her neck deep and slow, just the way she likes. ‘But Clarissa liked it. Anyway, there was this guy there. One of the spa attendants, I think. He gave me a massage on my first day there. Fuck, it was… awesome.’

Her voice fades away for a moment as she drifts back, back, back in time, to the night in question. Is she remembering this other man’s hands on her body right now? Is she recalling how good it felt to be caressed and massaged and stroked by that man’s skilled, powerful hands? My cock throbs once more. Even if she’s not picturing herself being rubbed down by another man’s oil-coated hands, I am.

‘What made it so good?’ I say, desperate to know what she’s imagining right now.

‘I was kinda into him,’ she says, with a shy giggle. ‘So, I… I let the towel slip a little while he massaged me. Two of the girls were getting massages at the same time, but they didn’t see. It was so hot.’

‘Where did he touch you?’

She sighs with passion as I carefully part her swollen lips with my fingers.

‘Right where you’re touching me now,’ she says. ‘Does that make you jealous?’

My stomach tightens. It feels like I’m suddenly dropping down the long slope of a rollercoaster without warning. The air is sucked out of my lungs. She has never – ever – talked so openly and honestly about her past before. Never gone into this much detail. I had to probe and pry; guess and infer. And now I have solid confirmation that another man – a total fucking stranger, a masseuse at a spa – cupped her bare pussy long before I ever had the chance.

‘Does this feel jealous?’ I say, pushing my hard cock into her thigh a little more. ‘What happened when he massaged you?’

Her breathing deepens now. My fingers trail up and down her slit, teasing her entrance and taunting her lips. Her hips move instinctively to try and meet my touch.

‘It was so hot,’ she says, her eyes closed. She’s not here in the hot tub with me. She’s traveled back in time to that night in the spa. My loving wife is lying on a bed with a strange man’s hands touching her naked pussy while her clueless friends are a few feet away. ‘He teased me. I wanted him to… to fuck me. Right there. But we couldn’t. I was so horny. But he just teased my pussy. Like you’re doing right now.’

I groan into her neck and swirl my fingertips across her pulsing slit. She sighs again, a naughty, happy sound. It’s taking all my focus not to push my fingers inside Hailey or tear her panties off. I want to fuck her so bad right now, but I need
 to hear this story. I’ll never get another chance like this.

‘After the massage,’ she says, letting out another little moan, ‘he whispered in my ear that he would meet me in the hot tub after closing. So I waited for him. I slipped out of bed and met him at the hot tub later. He had the key. It was just me and him. Put your fucking fingers in me.’

She reaches under the water with one hand and grabs my wrist and forces my hand to stay still. I push two fingers inside her. She lets out a low groan, the sound carried away on the warm breeze. My cock already feels full enough to burst.

‘What next?’ I say, unable to disguise the urgency in my voice. I kiss and bite her neck. I push my fingers deep inside her red-hot velvet tunnel. I feel her other arm drape around my neck, holding me close. ‘What happened next?’

She giggles, amused by my desperation.

‘He kissed me,’ she says. ‘He pinned me against the wall and kissed me hard.’ She turns her head. Flicks her tongue across my ear. Moans gently. ‘He kissed your wife, honey. It was the hottest kiss of my life. We weren’t supposed to be there. He could have gotten fired.’

I can see it. The strange man. My young wife. Alone in a dark room. Maybe the moon shone through an open window. Maybe a single light glowed softly from above. He pushes her against the wall and kisses her and she moans into his mouth.

‘God,’ I say, slowly working my fingers in and out of her tight entrance. ‘I bet that was really hot.’

‘Mmm,’ she says, moaning in agreement. ‘I could feel how hard he was getting. He asked if I’d ever done it in a hot tub before. I said no.’

She pauses to groan in passion, my fingers slipping in and out of her slick pussy a little quicker.

‘That feels so good,’ she says. ‘So fucking good.’

‘Do I touch you better than he did?’ I say, my jealousy and curiosity finally getting the better of me. In the few times Hailey has allowed me to peek into her past, she’s never compared me to anyone else. She always dodges the question or tells me that what we have is way more special
, which is the most bullshit answer possible. I’ve always wanted to know for sure.

‘He never fingered me,’ she says, breathing harder now, her breasts rising and falling faster, exposed and then covered by the quietly bubbling water. ‘He teased my pussy during the massage, but he didn’t finger me. You know what he did?’

‘What did he do?’

She moans louder now, turned on both by my fingers and her own story. Her hips buck a little quicker now, allowing me to finger-fuck her tight slit even faster. I stop kissing her neck to watch the expression on her face.

‘I was only wearing a robe and my panties,’ she says, talking faster, her cheeks flushing with color. ‘He pulled off my robe. Told me to strip. Then he climbed into the hot tub.’

‘Oh, my fucking god,’ I say, on the verge of losing control completely. My balls are full, heavy, and ready to pop. My dick can’t get any harder than this. If she keeps talking, I’m gonna come right here in the water.

‘You want me to show you what he did?’ she says. ‘You want to fuck me how he fucked me?’

‘Yes!’ I say, not even thinking about it.

‘Sit back,’ she says.

I do as she instructs and pull away, my fingers slipping out of her tight womanhood. She pushes me to the edge of the pool, until I’m sitting on the seat, facing her with my back to the wall. My sexual goddess stands up and takes off her soaking panties. She holds them up in front of her smiling face and throws them onto the wooden deck.

‘We don’t need those any more,’ she says, face filled with erotic lust. ‘Now your turn.’

‘Was he naked?’ I say. ‘I’ll be naked if he was.’

She nods.

‘He was totally naked,’ she says. ‘He only wore his uniform shirt and a pair of shorts. Nothing underneath. He took them off and got in the tub to wait for me.’

I push my boxers off and throw them out of the water. My hard cock is free, bobbing and waving side to side in the bubbling water. Hailey steps over to me and lowers herself into my lap.

‘Do you like my story?’ she says. Her eyes glitter and gleam with excitement.

‘I love it,’ I say. ‘I love it. I love you
. So much.’

‘This is how he fucked me,’ she says, reaching down between us and grasping my cock. She eases down and guides my shaft toward her entrance. I grab her hips and slowly pull her into my lap. We moan in unison as I enter her burning sex and push all the way inside in one long, smooth stroke.

She stays in place for a moment, allowing her body to get used to the feeling of being filled. Then she places her hands on my shoulders and slowly rocks in my lap, grinding herself into me.

‘He fucked you like this?’ I say, fighting like hell to stay in control. I have never been so turned on in my life as I am in this moment. I could easily blow my load inside her right now. I’ve got to hold on, just for a few more moments!

‘Yeah,’ she says, moaning louder, her sex tightening around my cock. ‘He sat me in his lap and I rode him. Didn’t even know his name. I felt so slutty. I was a real slut that night, wasn’t I?’

‘Yeah, you were,’ I say, fingers gripping her ass tighter. ‘You’re my perfect slut.’

‘I wasn’t back then,’ she says, a naughty, wicked grin flashing across her lips. ‘I was his
 perfect slut.’

She falls silent for a moment and rides me in the hot tub. Our heavy, passionate breathing and soft moaning is masked by the bubbling pool. I watch her face as she bites her lip, lets out small moans of pleasure, and tosses her head back to gaze up at the sky-scattered sky. I watch her perfect naked body sway and buck and grind against me, firm breasts and hard brown nipples pointing at my face. I lean forward and suck her nipples, flicking my tongue across them one at a time. She lets out a happy little sigh, body clenching. I can feel her excitement beginning to build. After a few moments, I finally get up the courage to ask the one question that’s been on my mind since she sat in my lap.

‘Was he bigger than me?’

Hailey smiles with serene grace. She moves a little faster, her womanhood gripping me tighter. She moans louder, breathing quicker, and looks me right in the eye.

‘Yes,’ she says.

At that word, my wife climaxes. Her sex grips my shaft in a tight, velvet grip. She tosses her head back and moans up to the stars. I grab her hips in a firm grip and pull her down into my lap, driving my cock as deep as possible inside her. My wife is orgasming on my cock, but she’s thinking about someone else. Another man. A man with a bigger cock than mine.

‘Fuck!’ she says, crying out the word in blissful passion, her pussy clenched tight around my cock. ‘He fucked me just like this!’

‘Did you come for him?’ I say, so fucking close to my own climax. My body burns from the inside out. I can’t hold on much longer.

‘Twice!’ She moans the word, still climaxing in my lap.

‘Oh, fuck
,’ I say. ‘Hailey, I’m gonna come!’

‘Come in me,’ she says, ‘like he did!’

‘Wait, you – you didn’t use a condom?’ I say, eyes bulging in shock.

‘No!’

‘But I thought… you said that I was the first guy to come inside you?’

She smiles in response. That look on her face – that confident, seductive, teasing look, the expression of a woman finally sharing a deep, dark secret – tips me over the edge.

I cry out in passion, my long-awaited release pulsing like a beacon through my hard cock, pumping and unloading deep inside Hailey’s willing, hungry womanhood. She moans louder as I fill her tight slit, pumping wave after wave of my hot, sticky passion into her sex. My wife’s hands slide around my neck and she kisses me long and slow and deep under the stars as our mutual climax passes. It’s so intense that my legs quiver.

‘Goddamn,’ she says, leaning back in my lap, a smile on her face. My member is still pretty hard inside her, but my orgasm has passed. She’s now filled with my come, just as she was filled with that stranger’s seed all those years ago. ‘That felt so good.’

‘Better than when he fucked you?’ I say, breathing hard, desperate to keep going.

‘So much better,’ she says, her face the picture of love and comfort. ‘It was fun with him. Dirty, sexy, slutty fun. But I never knew his name and I never saw him the next day. It was hot letting a total stranger blow his load inside me, but this always
 feels so much better.’

Her slow, gentle hip movements finally come to a rest. She eases back, my wilting manhood withdrawing from her puffy and used slit.

‘Oh, God, shit,’ she says. ‘I feel so full now… I love it.’

‘What happened next?’ I say. ‘With the guy at the spa, I mean?’

She shrugs. ‘Not much. He fucked me. Came in me. Then we cleaned up and left before anyone caught us. I went back to my room, he went back to wherever. I probably wasn’t the first or the last slut he fucked in that hot tub.’

My shrining cock throbs again at her words. My wife was one of many for that guy. And she doesn’t seem to mind or care about that fact.

‘That was the hottest thing we’ve ever done,’ I say. ‘I love hearing your naughty stories.’

She smiles and stands up and climbs out of the pool, totally naked, skin glistening in the moonlight. I watch her leave a trail of footprints across the decking and through the back doors into our hotel room. She lies down on the bed on her back, legs spread open, facing me. I have the perfect view of her swollen and freshly filled womanhood.

‘Maybe tomorrow you can tell me the story of you doing it in public?’ I say, a note of hope in my voice.

‘Tomorrow?’ she says, her hand slipping between her legs. ‘Why wait until tomorrow? We’ve got all night…’

I clamber out of the water and rush inside the room, naked and laughing, and leap onto the bed next to my perfect wife.

###


Cuckoldress:

Love, Honor & Obey


‘Okay, folks,’ says the DJ, his voice amplified and distorted through the microphone. ‘This is it! Last dance of the night! Let’s get the bride and groom back up here!’

Multiple hands grab me by the arm. Other hands reach out and snatch the glass from me. Before I can even say, ‘Hey, the bride is me!
’, I’m being spun around and pushed back toward the dance floor. The flashing colored lights beam out from the DJ’s set at the back of the room, making it harder for my booze-addled brain to figure out which way to go. I stumble forward, grabbing the front of my flowing white gown, doing my best to stay upright in these heels, and almost collide with Jerry’s dad.

‘Kayla!’ he says, roaring with drunken good humor. ‘Get out there and dance with your husband!’

I stumble past him, laughing, and walk back into the centre of the dancefloor. Jerry is already ahead of me, laughing and joking with the assembling crowd. He holds out his hand to me and I take it, turning to smile and wave at all our guests. They fan out around us in a loose semi-circle, the DJ to our backs. I see smiling faces, drunk faces, happy faces, and phones filming our every movement.

‘You know what time it is!’ says the DJ, loving the attention. ‘Time for the husband to get that garter
!’

The crowd whoops and hollers and a steady, rhythmic clap begins. All eyes are on us. We can’t back out or get away. Not that I mind being the center of attention.

Jerry gestures off to the side. A chair is passed forward. Jerry grabs it and places the chair in the middle of the dancefloor. The lapping continues, slowly building in pace and volume. The DJ puts on cheesy backing beat, whipping our guests up into a frenzy. Jerry gestures at the chair, but I don’t sit in it. Instead, I raise one leg and put my foot on the cushion, feeling the white stiletto sink into the soft padding. He looks at me, confused. I raise an eyebrow, challenging him. He smiles.

My new husband sinks to his knees in front of our laughing family and cheering friends. I lift up the bottom of my white dress, allowing him access between my legs. The crowd cheers even louder and more high-pitched as Jerry kneels down before me – in his proper place
 – and shoots me a wink.

The cheering reaches deafening levels as Jerry reaches under my dress. I feel his warm hands on my raised calf, clearly enjoying the feel of my smooth, freshly-shaved skin. His hands begin to slide up my leg. It’s been a while since he was even allowed to see my body, let alone touch me. He grins around at our heckling audience, loving the attention – almost as much as he’s loving the feel of my leg.


Enjoy it while it lasts, hubby
, I think, smiling to the cheering crowd. Jerry grins up at me. His hands graze my thigh, heading toward the lacy white garter about halfway up my leg. He’s taking his time, loving the fact that I won’t do anything to stop him in front of all our friends. We gotta keep up appearances, but we both know that I’ll make him regret this later.

‘Remember, husband!’ The DJ’s voice booms through the speakers behind me. ‘You gotta use your teeth
!’

The crowd roars with drunken laughter. My cheeks darken. I feel Jerry’s hands pause. He glances up at me, unsure how to proceed. His mouth hasn’t been that close to my legs in… well, I can’t remember. Pretty much since we agreed on our current relationship arrangement
.

After a moment’s hesitation, Jerry leans closer, clips his head beneath my dress, and puts his lips on my thigh, grasping the garter with his teeth. I feel his warm breath on my leg. Oh, honey, that’s the last time you’ll do anything like this
, I think, my smile growing ever wider. Everyone watching thinks I’m smiling because the situation is funny. Nobody – not any of our friends or family members, not even his parents – has a clue about what our life is really like behind closed doors. Jerry can put his hands and lips on my leg all he wants – it’ll be the last time he enjoys that privilege for a long, long
 time.

And he knows it, too.

My new husband eases back, tugging at the garter. I feel the fabric begin to slide down my thigh. I’m laughing along with everyone else. The slow, steady applause begins to pick up in pace. Even I start to clap. The atmosphere is infectious. Jerry grabs my foot with his hands, pulling the garter down my thigh and over my knee. Finally the little lace ring slips down to my foot. Jerry pauses again, soaking up the moment. I’m clapping. The audience is laughing and applauding.

Then Jerry does something totally unexpected. He kisses the V of my panties, his warm lips brushing my waxed mound. I gasp, surprised by his boldness. Then he bites the garter again and slips it off around my shoe.

He climbs back out from under my dress and stands up, still clenching the garter between his teeth like a dog with a trophy. The crowd cheers in approval.

‘All right!’ says the DJ, laughing into the mic. ‘Well done hubby! Let’s play this last song, and then the happy couple can get started on the wedding night… if you know what I mean
!’

He starts playing old dance anthem. Someone takes the chair away and crowd breaks up into little groups, everyone dancing and having fun. Jerry takes me by the waist, the garter still clamped between his teeth, and we begin to dance in the center of the room, surrounded by everyone we know and love. He smiles at me and I smile at him. I lean in close enough to be heard over the music and say, ‘You’re going to regret that kiss.’

His eyes gleam with excitement. Maybe that’s the reason he kissed my panties – so I would find a way to make him pay. My mind is already racing with possibilities.

****

The night finally draws to a close. The DJ wraps us his set and wishes everyone a good night. We say our goodbyes to friends and family, heading through the dance hall to the hotel’s front lobby. My parents kiss my cheeks, tears in their eyes, and head off to their rooms. Jerry’s parents bid us goodnight, smiles on their faces. My new mom and dad are lovely people. I wonder if they have the same bedroom arrangement as we do? Maybe Jerry’s dad is a cuckolded husband as well.

The last person to wish me well is Lucas, Jerry’s best man. He gives me a big, warm hug, his arms wrapping around my body. Being held by him sends waves of excitement washing through my waxed and ready womanhood. To the outside world, it looks like my husband best friend is giving me a hug. But, to the three of us, there’s something much, much deeper going on right here. I sense Jerry hovering off to the side, a goofy grin on his face.

‘You look beautiful,’ Lucas says.

‘Thanks,’ I say. Then, in a lower voice, ‘Come up in ten minutes. Bring it
 with you.’

His hand squeezes my back, an unspoken yes that only he and I know. He steps back, his hands sliding away from my waist. They’ll be back in place soon enough. I’ve waited all day for this moment; I can wait a little longer.

‘And you
,’ Lucas says, in a louder voice, turning to Jerry, ‘you got one hell of a wife!’

The two old friends shake hands, laughing, putting on a show for the stragglers heading out into the car park or toward the elevators. Lucas slaps Jerry on the arm.

‘This was a hell of a good day,’ Jerry says, his red cheeks getting even redder. ‘Thank you so much for everything!’

Lucas gives a deferential shrug, shaking his handsome head.

‘This was all you guys,’ he says. ‘Thanks for letting me be a part of your day.’


And a part of our night
, I think, unable to hide my smile.

‘Nah,’ Jerry says, ‘no way we’d have been able to do all this without you.’

Lucas laughs. He looks us over one final time and heads toward the stairs. He calls back over his shoulder, ‘You kids go and your wedding night, y’hear?’

We laugh, watching our friends and family head out into the dark car park. The clock on the wall says that it’s about ten after midnight. We’ve been husband and wife for ten whole hours already. Our lifetime together has begun.

Jerry slips his arm around my waist, waving as the last guests head to their cars. Aside from the hotel staff – busy cleaning up the room after our party – Jerry and I are the last people in the lobby.

‘And then there were two,’ Jerry says.

He slips his arm around my shoulders and leans into me, careful not to step on my dress. It’s not an especially long dress, but there are a couple of inches that brush along the floor in my wake. It’s a beautiful dress – it fits my waist and makes my hips and breasts look amazing, giving me a wonderfully sensual hourglass figure. The dress hangs perfectly off my shoulders and flowing down my legs, making me look both elegant and exotic at the same time. I’ve felt everyone’s eyes on me all day and I’ve loved it. Jerry’s gaze has often drifted downwards throughout the day, admiring the swell of my chest and the deep crevice between my perky breasts. Lucas, on the other hand, has been a complete gentleman, keeping his eyes on my face. He knows he’ll get to see – and enjoy – everything I have to offer, so why stare at me like a horny dog? Jerry is the only man who gets denied that privilege.

And he adores me for it.

‘Did you enjoy taking off my garter?’ I say, letting my hand drop as the last guests disappear from view.

‘Oh, yes,’ he says. ‘God, yes. I can’t remember the last time… well, you know.’


The last time you were between my legs
, I think, a cruel smile tugging the corners of my mouth. It’s been a while, hasn’t it, my love?


‘Good,’ I say, leaning into him and lowering my voice a little. ‘Because that kiss is gonna cost you.’

His face flushes with color, eyes flashing with both fear and excitement. I feel his grip tighten by a fraction on my shoulder.

‘How?’ he says, in the same low voice. ‘How will you make me regret it?’

He looks at me like an excited puppy sensing the chance to earn a treat. My sweet little husband. My pathetic cuckold. So eager, so keen to learn how I plan to humiliate him later. He’ll have to wait a little longer to find out what I have in store for him. If he thinks our relationship so far has been intense, our marriage is going to blow his mind.

‘Control yourself,’ I say, grabbing the front of his pants, getting a generous handful of his growing manhood. ‘Remember, this belongs to me now.’

‘Yes, my love,’ he says. ‘Anything you say.’

‘Good boy.’

I release him and walk across the lobby to the elevator, hearing his footsteps follow in my wake. I feel sensational in this wedding dress – like a beautiful, perfect princess. I never imagined that I would wear a dress like this on my wedding day. But I also never imagined that I would marry a man who wanted me to have sex with other people. Life’s full of surprises.

The elevator doors open as we approach and two drunk young women step out, laughing and stumbling. I recognize them from the wedding – Jerry’s co-workers, I think. Probably came along mostly for the booze and the chance to get laid. I wonder if either of them had designs on the best man? Well, sorry girls, but I’ve called shotgun on him tonight.

We step into the elevator and I press the button for the top floor – the penthouses and bridal suite. It’s a long ride up – and a hell of a lot of money just for one night, but you only get married once, right? The car starts to lift, rising up and up through the quiet hotel. I stand in the back corner of the elevator, checking out my makeup in the mirror. The artist did a fantastic job – I still look as radiant, fresh, and flawless as I did walking down the aisle, hours before. My hair is still neatly braided, running around my head in careful looping, flowing weaves. Jerry stands next to me, unable to stop smiling or tear his eyes away from my body.

‘God,’ he says. ‘I can’t believe how stunning you look.’

‘No?’ I say, cocking an eyebrow. ‘You didn’t think I could look this good?’

He suddenly realizes what he’s said and begins to stammer, trying to dig himself back out of this hole. I cut him off with a mischievous smile.

‘Expose yourself,’ I say.

‘Now?’ He glances toward the door.

‘Now.’

He hesitates for a moment, breathing hard, eyes shifting to the door and the panel of buttons. Nobody has stopped the elevator – yet.

‘Or I’ll make it worse for you,’ I say, folding my arms.

Jerry shuffles his feet for a moment. Then he stands in front of me, blocking the door with his back, and unzips his pants. The look of fear and excitement on his face makes me smile. He opens his pants and unbuttons the flap in his shorts and eases his member free, the shaft about three-quarters erect, bobbing as blood fills and thickens the organ. His cheeks flush a furious tomato-red. This is probably the most humiliating thing I’ve ever done to him. Our little games and erotic obsessions have never left the comfort of our own home. Now here he stands in a hotel elevator, exposing himself on my command.

‘Is that good enough?’ he says.

‘Come closer.’

He steps closer, still holding his fly and shorts open with both hands, manhood poking through like a tongue from a mouth. When he finally gets near enough, I reach out with one hand and seize his balls in a fierce grip. He gasps – a little shock, a little pain – but doesn’t pull away or try to resist. My husband is too well trained for that. Too obedient. He knows that I will always find ways to punish him for resisting me.

‘Shit,’ he says, his face contorting into a grimace. I am not being gentle with his balls. Why should I be? They belong to me now.

‘Something wrong, husband?’ I say, smiling sweetly, even as my fingers slowly squeeze his fruits. I can see the discomfort crossing his face over and over, like ripples from raindrops hitting the surface of a lake. He grits his teeth, nostrils flaring, breathing harder and harder. His eyelids flicker. I squeeze tighter – not quite crushing his balls, but close to it – and I keep a pleasant smile on my face, like we’re having a nice conversation.

‘No,’ he says, the word strained, leaving his mouth in a grunt of pain. ‘Nothing… wrong.’

‘That’s right,’ I say, flexing my fingers, enjoying the grimace as it flashes across his face. He’s in pain, but he doesn’t say anything. I wonder how much he would endure before trying to stop me? ‘Everything is exactly as it should be. These,’ I give his balls a tug, causing him to gasp, ‘belong to me. And if I want to hurt them in public, I’ll hurt them in public.’

He inhales sharply and nods, unable to speak. The elevator comes to a stop. I look over his shoulder. This isn’t our floor. Someone has called the elevator. I shoot him a look, telling him to be quiet. He squeezes his lips together and tries to open his legs to a more relaxed stance.

The door opens and a strange man steps inside. He glances over to us and presses the button to his floor and stands in front of the doors, hands at his sides. As the doors close, he turns back to me, looking over Jerry’s shoulders.

‘Congratulations,’ he says, offering a warm smile. He has no idea what’s happening in here right now. No idea that I’m punishing my husband’s balls.

‘Thank you,’ I say, all sweetness and light. I tighten my grip. Jerry winces. The elevator begins to ascend again, pulling the three of us higher and higher.

‘Did you folks have a good day?’

‘We did,’ I say. ‘Best day of my life. What about you, honey?’

Jerry’s face burns bright red with the effort of staying quiet. A vein throbs at his temple. His lips are white.

‘Best day… ever,’ he says, finally.

‘I remember mine well,’ he says. ‘What a day. You gotta make each day special, that’s what I learned afterward. If you don’t mind a stranger offering you advice, that is.’

‘Not at all,’ I say. ‘Thank you.’

The elevator comes to a stop and the doors open again. He nods toward us and steps out.

‘Have a great night, folks,’ he says. ‘And a great life together.’

‘Thanks!’ I say.

The doors close and the stranger is gone. Jerry exhales loudly, eyes watering.

‘Please,’ he says, ‘please, Kayla…’

I smile at his pain and say, ‘Are you ever going to try and put your face near my pussy again?’

‘No!’

‘Are you ever going to touch my body without permission again?’

‘No!’

A single bead of sweat trickles down his brow. His hands tremble. Part of me almost feels bad for tormenting him like this. Almost. But he broke the rules that we established when we became a cuckold couple. He has to be punished for breaking the rules, even if it is our wedding night.

‘Does my pussy belong to you?’ I say, shaking my clenched hand back and forth. His body follows my movements, like a puppet controlled from below.

‘No, it doesn’t!’

‘Who owns my pussy?’

‘Anyone but me!’ he says. ‘Anyone you want!’

The elevator stops moving again, this time on our floor. I smile sweetly and release my grip. He steps back, gasping with relief, and massages his tormented balls. The doors slide open quietly onto an empty hallway.

‘Put that away,’ I say, wrinkling my nose. ‘You don’t want to be arrested, do you?’

Jerry looks away from me and pulls his pants back into place, tucking his cock away. He can tell himself that he doesn’t like me hurting him, but that erection proves otherwise. Or maybe he’s trying to convince himself that he only got hard because my hand felt good on his balls.

I push past him and head out into the hallway. It’s the kind of space I would expect to find on the penthouse floor of an expensive hotel like this. The scent of fresh flowers fills the air. Jerry follows me through the hallway, past a couple of closed doors, to the bridal suite. A painting of a bouquet is framed on the door. It looks cute.

‘Do, um, do you…’ Jerry says, stammering a little. ‘Do you want me to carry you across the threshold?’

I think about it for a moment. He probably could carry me – I’m not that heavy and he’s got a little muscle on him – but that isn’t how our wedding night should begin. No, our wedding night should follow the rest of our relationship so far.

‘No,’ I say. ‘I want you to crawl behind me on all fours.’

He glances around, making sure we’re alone, and sinks to his knees in obedient silence. I unlock the door and walk through, into our martial chamber, the sacred space shared by a husband and wife after the wedding. I glance down, laughing at the sight of Jerry crawling like a dog in my wake. Back when he first confessed to being turned on by humiliation, I thought it was weird. Now I find it amusing. Sometimes it even turns me on to be cruel to him. It’s a shame he never gets to enjoy my excitement. That’s why I have other men.

‘Close the door behind you,’ I say. ‘Don’t get up.’

I walk deeper into the plush, expansive room. There’s a beautiful king-size bed to my right, the headboard against the wall. To my left is the door to the wide, pristine bathroom, complete with a hot tub. Ahead of me are the wide windows that look out on the surroundings, though the drapes are currently pulled shut. Comfortable chairs are positioned here and there around the room. It’s a beautiful space for a wife to lose herself with a loving husband. Or for a woman like me to fuck whoever she wants.

Jerry pushes the door shit with his nose, still crawling on his hands and knees. I laugh, watching him, and point to the space in front on my feet. He crawls into place and rests on his knees, looking up at me with wide, innocent eyes. Who needs a dog when you can train your husband?

‘You have something of mine,’ I say.

For a moment, he doesn’t understand what I’m saying. Then he reaches into his suit jacket and removes the little white fabric loop. My garter. I stand on one leg and place my raised foot on his shoulder, the white heel pressing into his body through the jacket. He winces.

‘Give it back,’ I say. ‘Only a man should remove my garter. Are you a man?’

He shakes his head, cheeks turning a soft rose-pink.

‘No,’ I say. ‘You’re not a man. A real man would want to fuck his wife on their wedding night, but you’d prefer to let someone else do it, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yeah,’ he says, breathless with excitement. He holds out the garter to me. I snatch it away and shoot him a cruel smirk, pushing him backward with my heel

I tower over him, a goddess robed in white, enjoying the expression of undying love and devotion in his eyes. There are few things more deeply satisfying than seeing a man’s total subjugation before you. I recommend cuckolding to any woman who is having relationship troubles. It solves all your problems – hubby becomes more attentive, more desperate to please, and you can have all the hot, wild sex you want with any man who catches your eye. The first year we began to explore his fantasies, I fucked more guys than I ever had as a single woman. I’ve had more sex this past year than I have in most years of our relationship. I’ve never been so sexually satisfied than I have since becoming his cuckoldress. And he loves
 that I deny him.

‘My feet are sore,’ I say. ‘Kiss them better.’

He nods, eager to please, and bows at my feet. I lift the dress just enough to expose my shoes and he gets to work like a starving man. He kisses my feet, trailing his tongue over the shoes, desperate to please me. I laugh, loving how easily I can make him do anything. A simple word, a short command. Back when we first met, he said he’d never do anything with feet. Well, look at you now, husband. Look how the mighty have fallen.

A knock at the door brings me out of my moment. I push Jerry’s face away with a gently nudge of my foot and point to the door. He crawls over and opens it for me. Lucas is on the other side, holding an ice bucket with a fresh bottle of champagne glistening inside.

‘I remembered one very important wedding tradition we forgot to observe,’ Lucas says, walking inside and handing Jerry the ice bucket. ‘The best man gets to kiss the bride.’

I laugh and pull him into an embrace. He kisses me slowly, tenderly, deeply. The way a lover greets the best fuck of their life. His tongue caresses mine. His hands glide around my body, exploring the shapes and curves of my figure under the dress. He cups my ass playfully, causing me to giggle into his mouth. Behind him, Jerry closes the door and crawls on his knees toward the bed, still carrying the ice bucket.

Lucas breaks off the kiss, a happy sigh escaping his lips. He says, ‘I’ve been waiting all day for that.’

‘Me too,’ I say.

Jerry places the bucket on the night stand by the bed. He crawls back over to us. Lucas smirks down at him.

‘Get up,’ I say. ‘It’s painful to watch you embarrass yourself like that.’

Jerry gets back to his feet, pants bulging with excitement.

‘So,’ Lucas says, ‘shall we give him his present?’

Jerry frowns at us, the wheels turning in his head. I smile again, excited to reveal our wicked little secret.

‘Not yet,’ I say. ‘There’s something we need to do first.’

I turn to my husband and put my hands on my hips, a display of calm power and control.

‘Undress,’ I say, my voice firm and full of authority. ‘Now.’

Jerry glances between me and Lucas, curiosity in his expression, but he doesn’t ask stupid questions or hesitate. His hands fly up to his neck and he begins unfastening his tie. I turn to Lucas, who watches my husband undress with quiet amusement, and cup his face with my hand. He turns his attention toward me and slips his arms around my waist. We kiss, Long. Slow. Deep. With plenty of tongue. I savor his delicious taste – masculine and powerful, with a hint of alcohol – and moan in my throat as his hands explore my ass. I know he’s been admiring my figure from afar all day, not wanting to draw attention to himself or our unorthodox arrangement. Finally, he’s got me all to himself.

Next to us, Jerry frantically undresses, tossing clothes aside like they’re about to burst into flame. I pull away from Lucas, laughing and pointing at how ridiculous Jerry looks right now. His shirt is off – cufflinks scattered across the floor – but he’s still wearing the tie and his pants and inside out, caught around one foot. He hops up and down on the spot, frantically trying to kick off his pants, until they finally come free and fall to the floor.

‘Hurry up,’ I say. ‘We haven’t got all night. Well, actually, we
 do.’ I place my hand on Lucas’s chest. ‘But whether or not you
 get to be a part of it…’

Jerry moves even faster, peeling off his socks and tossing them aside. He yanks at the tie, almost choking himself for a moment, before pulling it loose from the right point. He kicks all his fallen clothes to the side and stands before us in just his underwear.

‘I said undress
,’ I say, pointing one perfectly manicured finger at the growing bulge in his shorts. ‘Can’t you do what you’re told for once?’

Jerry blushes and shoves his shorts to the floor. He steps out of them and stands in front of us, cock at half-mast, eyes fixed on mine, color rising in his cheeks. It’s the first time he’s ever been the only one naked in the room like this. Usually he either stays fully clothed while Lucas and I have our fun, or he undresses while we’re too distracted to care what he’s doing. This is the first time Lucas has ever really seen Jerry’s body. My lover smirks, studying my husband’s body – his semi-erect penis; shaved pubic hair; heavy, full balls; the bulge of his gut – and chuckles.

‘Good boy,’ I say, as though talking to a dog. ‘Now come here. We’ve got something for you.’

Jerry steps up in front of me. The three of us form a triangle. I feel like I did several hours before, when we said our vows, only Lucas is standing in the official’s spot. Lucas’s grin widens and he reaches inside his suit jacket and produces a smell black felt bag, bulging from the contents inside.

‘This is for you,’ he says.

Jerry looks at the bag in his best friend’s hand, confusion on his face. He says, ‘Okay, what is it?’

I open the bag and reach inside. I make sure Jerry can clearly see me removing the items and hold them up in front of him. In my left hand, I hold a small silver key. In my right hand, I hold a series of small, cruel metal rings in a loose curve, about two inches in length.

Jerry’s eyes widen as he realizes what I’m holding and what is going to happen next. The items I am holding are a cock cage and the key to lock and unlock it.

‘You gave me a ring earlier,’ I say, wiggling the fingers on my left hand. ‘It’s a symbol of our marriage, our love and commitment. It promises that I will always be bound to you, in mind and heart and spirt. This-’ I shake the cage in my right hand ‘-is a symbol of your
 commitment to me, and me alone. This is a promise that I own your cock, always and forever, and only I have the power to remove it.’

My husband’s eyes gleam with anticipation, even as his face shows a mixture of emotions. I see worry. Doubt. Fear. Excitement. Shock. Arousal. Each expression rolls across his features like a cloud, replaced by the next in quick succession. He opens his mouth, breathing hard, and looks at me.

‘You want me… to wear this now?’ he says.

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘And, like our wedding rings, I don’t want you to take it off. Ever.’

He swallows. He looks from me, to Lucas, to the cage, and back to me.

‘Oh my God,’ he says. ‘You really… I mean, you really want me to do this? All the time? Not just when we get naughty?’

I shake my head, smiling. I say, ‘No, my love. This lifestyle was your idea. I want to make all your dreams come true. While we’re together, I want to control your cock and balls. And I don’t want to worry about you jerking off in secret behind my back. So we agreed to get you this.’

‘Shit…’ he says, looking nervous and apprehensive. For a brief moment, I start to worry that we’ve gone too far. Sure, we’ve done a lot of crazy, fun, sexy stuff together, but this is taking it to the next level. He won’t just be my cuckold in the bedroom, he’ll be my subservient husband twenty-four-seven.

But I keep my face neutral. I don’t let my doubts show through. Jerry looks at the cage one final time and nods.

‘Okay,’ he says. ‘For you. I love you.’

I smile, satisfied with his choice. He’s a good man. He’s going to make a great husband.

‘There’s just one problem,’ Jerry says. He glances down at his cock, now at full length and hardness, pulsing with aggressive, eager intent. The cock that hasn’t been allowed to come in months already. The cock that hasn’t entered my body in over a year. The cock I haven’t touched since the night he proposed to me. ‘I’m not gonna fit in that. Unless…’ His eyes sparkle. ‘Unless you plan to, you know, lend a hand?’

Jerry’s face lights up at his own suggestion. I raise an eyebrow, annoyed by his boldness. He assumes that I’m going to help him climax. Why, because it’s our wedding night? Oh, hell
 no. That ship has sailed.

‘Sure, I’ll help you out,’ I say. Jerry’s grin widens. He almost bounces up and down on his heels with giddy excitement. I look over toward the bed, at the champagne bucket. ‘Lucas, bring that over here. I’m gonna relieve my husband’s swelling.’

Jerry’s smile fades. He frowns, concern filling his eyes. Lucas grabs the champagne bucket and holds it out to me. I drop the cage into the bucket. It lands among the ice cubes.

‘You want me to lend you a hand?’ I say, reaching into the bucket and grabbing a generous handful of large, wet cubes. ‘I’ll make sure you fit in that cage. Get his arms.’

Lucas puts the bucket on the bed and stands behind my husband. He grabs Jerry’s arms and pulls them back, as though making an arrest. Jerry struggles for one brief moment, then holds still. He looks at me with wide, frightened eyes, silently pleading with me not to do this.

But I ignore him. I smile and cup the ice with both hands and grab his swollen cock. He cries out in shock and pain from the sudden cold pressing tight against his most sensitive areas. He shudders, but Lucas holds him in place. My lover grins, enjoying this cruel treatment, this unusual punishment, this erotic mockery. I glide my cupped hands up and down Jerry’s cock, coating every inch of his skin with the ice cubes. He wails, the agony overpowering him, but doesn’t say anything to stop me.

I continue my torment, the ice slowly melting in my hands, dripping onto the carpet. My husband’s erection slowly wilts, droplets of water rolling down his penis and over his balls. Tears of pain and frustration fill his eyes. This must be such torment for him… but he still doesn’t say anything to stop me. He only moans with the pain.

‘This is how it’s going to be from now on, my love,’ I say. ‘I own you. I own your cock. I own your balls. So that means I control your little erections, too. Once this cage goes on, only I have the power to remove it. Is that clear?’

Jerry nods, his arousal finally fizzling away to nothing. I keep my hands on his cock, letting the last tiny chunks of ice melt and flow down his manhood.

‘You come when I let you,’ I say. ‘You’ll be good and obedient and faithful to me and me alone. In exchange, I’ll fuck whoever I want, whenever I want, however I want. And if I really, truly want to, I’ll let you out of the cage and make you come. But only if
 I feel like you deserve to come. Do you understand me?’

‘Y-yes,’ he says, nodding, his face almost as red as it was back in the elevator.

‘Do you think you deserve to come tonight?’ I say.

‘Please,’ he says, desperation in his eyes.

‘Too bad.’

The ice is now melted. I release his flaccid, dripping, cold cock and rub my hands on his face to dry them off. I lift the bucket down to the floor and grab the cock cage, wincing at how cold the metal rings feel now. I kneel down in front of my helpless, restrained husband – how long has it been since I’ve done this? – and open the cruel, cold device. He watches me in both fascination and horror as I slide the rings into place over his manhood. The metal touches his bare skin and he gasps in shock. The device fits snug over his length, trapping him completely inside. The cage snaps into place around the base of his cock, cupping his balls at the same time. He moans in defeat and pain, the freezing metal rings gripping him tight. Then I close the loop, trapping his penis in this tiny, freezing cold prison. I run my hand lovingly over the cage and his shaved groin, enjoying the way he shudders at my touch.

‘This is so much better,’ I say. ‘Don’t you feel relieved? Now you don’t even have to think about your dick, it’s not even a factor in your life anymore. I’m going to leave that on until our anniversary.’

I stand up. Lucas releases Jerry. Tears of pain, shame, and humiliation roll down my husband’s cheeks. I grab Jerry’s hands and hold them tight.

‘I love you, Jerry,’ I say. ‘My perfect, sweet little cuckold.’

‘I love you too,’ he says, his throat tight with emotion. Is he happy, I wonder, or does he now regret introducing me to his kink? Doesn’t matter either way. I’m enjoying myself, and that’s what turns him on the most.

Lucas steps into place, between us and to the side, like the official did earlier when we exchanged our vows. He smiles, looking between us, and launches into his speech.

‘We are gathered here to celebrate the cuckolding of my best friend,’ he says. ‘I’ve known Jerry for almost my whole life now, and I couldn’t be more thrilled that he’s found a woman like Kayla – someone who understands his needs and fulfils them with a smile on her face. It also helps that she gives the best blowjobs I’ve ever had!’

Lucas and I laugh. Jerry smiles, still holding my hands.

‘Now, Jerry,’ Lucas says. ‘Do you promise to love, honor and obey your wife in all aspects both inside and outside the bedroom?’

‘I do,’ Jerry says.

‘And do you, Kayla, promise to do everything in your power to make all Jerry’s fantasies come true?’

‘I do,’ I say, smiling like a blushing bride at my husband.

‘Then it gives me great pleasure to pronounce you cuckold and hotwife,’ Lucas says. ‘You may kiss the bride… if she wants.’

Jerry leans forward. I turn my head and let him kiss my cheek.

‘Thank you,’ he whispers. ‘This is… I can’t even tell you.’

‘We’re not finished yet,’ I say. ‘Go bring that chair over here.’

Jerry grabs the visitor’s chair from near the window and drags it to us, leaving little lines in the carpet. He sits down, his face coming up to my waist. Perfect.

‘I want you to do something for me, honey,’ I say. ‘I want you to read your vows, the ones you said earlier, while I suck Lucas’s cock.’

Jerry’s jaw drops. He reaches down to the floor and grabs his discarded jacket and removes a card from the inside pocket. I hitch up the dress and sink to my knees, Lucas steps in front of me, so that Jerry is to our side and has a perfect, unobstructed view. I unzip Lucas’s pants and pull them down to the floor. His shorts bulge right in my face. The sight of his excitement turns me on. Something about knowing that other men find me attractive excites me in ways I can’t explain. It’s one thing to have your husband lust after you, it’s something totally different to be desired by his best friend as well.

Lucas grins down at me. I grab his shorts and ease them down, past his trimmed pubic hair, letting his semi-hard manhood spring free. The sight of his cock sends a rush of excitement through my sex. My husband’s cock is okay – it does the job, but it’s nothing to write home about. Lucas’s cock is in another ballpark – at least two inches longer, as thick as three fingers, and able to last as long as I need him to. I remember being shocked and a little horrified when Jerry confessed that his greatest fantasy was to watch me fuck his best friend. I’m so glad I gave it a try.

I nod at Jerry, telling him to get on with it, and place my lips over the tip of Lucas’s shaft. He tastes a little sour tonight – spending all day in a hot suit will do that to a man – but the familiar tang of his excitement touches my tongue as his manhood begins to swell in my mouth. I slowly ease forward, taking the head past my lips, letting my tongue flicker gently over him, and he sighs with delight above me.

‘My dearest Kayla,’ Jerry says, glancing between the card in his hand and the scene playing out in front of him, ‘I love you so much. Words cannot describe how happy you make me every single day.’

I take the garter and slip it around my lover’s cock. I twist it tight and use it to jerk Lucas off while I suck and drool over the head. Lucas moans. Jerry’s breath catches in his throat.

‘You are the most perfect woman I’ve ever met,’ Jerry says, throat tight. ‘You are totally unlike any other woman on earth and I love you so much.’

I groan in my throat as Lucas swells and thickens to full excitement in my mouth. There is nothing more erotic than the feeling of making a man hard and feeling it happen. I start to bob my head back and forth, taking his length deeper into my mouth with every movement, tongue gliding across the underside of his cock. I make loud, passionate noises in my throat, trying to distract Jerry. I hear him hesitate for a moment before he continues.

‘I promise to spend the rest of my life making you as happy as you make me,’ he says, voice wavering. I keep sucking his best friend, ignoring him. ‘Fuck… I am the luckiest man in the world. You are my everything. I love you always and I can’t wait to spend every single day loving you.’

I gag as Lucas’s cock touches the back of my throat. I ease back, spit coating his shaft, and jerk him off with my left hand, letting my brand-new wedding ring slide along another man’s member. The knowledge that I’m defiling the symbol of our union turns me on almost as much as sucking someone else’s cock.

‘Holy shit,’ Jerry says, letting the card fall to the floor. ‘I meant every word, Kayla. I am the luckiest man in the world.’

‘Funny,’ I say, sliding my tongue along the underside of Lucas’s cock. ‘I think he would say the same thing.’

Lucas grabs my head and shoves his length all the way down my throat, forcing me to take every last wonderful inch. His balls swing into my chin. I drool and choke and fight to control my gag reflex. It’s difficult, but I manage to stay calm.

He starts to fuck my face now, pulling my head forward and backward, thrusting that big, hard, powerful cock into my mouth over and over. The feeling of being controlled, of being his slutty fuck hole, of having my husband watch every last moment, drives me wild with lust. My sex burns white-hot underneath this wedding dress. After a few long, delicious moments, he releases my head and I sit back, panting, drool covering my mouth and chin. My immaculate makeup is finally smudged and smeared now. I take the garter off Lucas’s cock. The fabric is slick with my spit. I throw it to my husband. He catches it.

‘Do you like seeing your wife like this?’ I say to Jerry, jerking my lover’s hard, thick cock with my left hand in long, lazy strokes. ‘All dolled up and letting another man fuck my face?’

‘Oh, my god, yes,’ Jerry says.

‘Do you like seeing me defile this dress?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘I’m jerking him off with my wedding ring.’

‘Fuck…’ He almost moans the word.

‘Does that cage hurt your little cock?’

‘Yes.’

‘Good.’

I take Lucas in my mouth again for another minute or two, watching his face as I tease his perfect cock, drooling and moaning for him like the whore I am. His eyes begin to glaze over with lust. I ease back, making as much mess along his shaft as possible, and lovingly kiss the tip. I glance over at Jerry, seeing the pain and frustration and jealousy and torment carved into his face, and smile. I grip my lover’s cock and slide the head over my mouth, as though applying lipstick with his strong, salty excitement, watching Jerry’s wide eyes the whole time.

‘You may now kiss the bride,’ I say.

I grab Jerry’s face and pull him for a deep, slow, passionate kiss. I force my tongue inside his mouth. I rub my lips against his. I make him taste the potent flavor of a better man. He squirms in the chair for a moment, but takes it. After all, I haven’t kissed him with this much passion since the first time I fucked another man for him. I did that to live out his fantasy. Now I do it for my own pleasure.

‘Do you like that, honey?’ I say, pushing his head back. ‘You like your wife sucking a bigger dick than yours?’

‘Uh-huh,’ he says, cheeks flushed with color. ‘I love it. I love you.’

‘Sit there and stay still and shut up,’ I say, getting back to my feet. ‘I want Lucas to fuck me now and I don’t want you getting in the way.’

‘Y-yes. Anything you want.’

‘And when we’re finished, you’re going to pour us some champagne.’

Jerry nods, hanging on my every word.

Lucas steps up behind me, his arms wrapping around my body, cupping my breasts. He kisses my neck. I sigh and lean back into him, giving my body over to him. Do what you want with me, I’m yours
.

His firm hands tease my breasts, making my nipples firm, leaving little impressions in this tight dress. I sigh with pleasure, barely able to control myself. I love the way he touches me. The way he owns me. The way my body tingles and ripples and lusts for him. I never knew a woman could feel like this – in love with one man and in lust with another. I’m the luckiest woman on earth. I have a man who loves me and satisfies my heart and mind, and another who satisfies my body and soul. It’s the perfect arrangement.

Lucas moves his attention to lace at my back, the series of ties and knots keeping me restrained inside this beautiful white dress. He begins to carefully tug and pull on the cords. I feel the dress start to loosen. I watch my husband’s face, loving the intense look of concentration there. He’s utterly focused on me and my pleasure – as a good husband should always be. The dress begins to slip. Lucas pulls at the last knot and slips his hands inside the corset holding everything together.

‘Look, honey,’ I say. ‘The first man to touch my married body isn’t you.’

Jerry’s bottom lip trembles. Lucas pushes the dress down. It slips down to my legs, but the upper part stays in shape. I step out, leaving the dress in a heap on the floor at the foot of the bed. The only things I’m wearing right now are my matching bra, panties, and white heels.

I turn my back on Jerry and let his best friend unhook my bra. He tosses it away. I hear my husband gasp. Maybe he caught it. Maybe it landed on him. I don’t care either way. Lucas kisses my breasts, his warm lips and hot tongue teasing my firm nipples. I moan for him, for his mouth, for his touch. His hands slide down to my ass and squeeze. I moan louder.

‘Let’s take these off,’ he says, tugging at my panties.

‘Jerry bought them for me,’ I say. ‘Rip them. I don’t care.’

He grins, eyes flash with dark mischief. He grabs the elastic with both hands and pulls as hard as he can. I gasp as the panties rip, pinching my skin a little. He pulls the white cotton clean off my body and holds them up as a trophy, a symbol of his power over our marriage.

‘Don’t throw them away,’ I say, ‘I have a better idea.’

He hands me the torn panties. I can feel how warm they are in my hand. How warm and wet. I turn back to my husband and bend over, naked but for my heels. His eyes almost bulge out of his head.

‘You like kissing my panties?’ I say.

He nods. I shove my torn underwear into his mouth. He looks at me with shock in his face.

‘You like it so much, you can keep those in your fucking mouth,’ I say. ‘I hope you enjoyed that little kiss, it’s the last time your mouth will ever get close to my pussy when I’m not freshly fucked and full of come.’

I turn my back on him and grab Lucas’s shirt and rip it open. Buttons scatter. Fabric tears. He looks at me with surprise.

‘Fuck me,’ I say. ‘I’ve waited all fucking day for you. Just fuck me
.’

His eyes flash again. He grabs me tight and hurls me back onto the bed. I land on my back, laughing with delight. God, yes! This is what I need! I don’t need a lover, or someone to caress me. I need a man to fuck me!

Lucas shrugs off his tie and torn shirt and kicks his pants to the floor. He climbs between my legs, still wear his shorts, shoes, and socks. He doesn’t even bother to undress fully. That fact makes me wetter. I reach between my legs and gently touch my lips with a finger and study the pearly, sticky cream. Fuck, this man is making me drip for him.

He mounts like a warrior claiming his concubine, shoving his bare length inside me without a second thought. I cry out at the feeling – we haven’t fucked in over a week, my pussy almost forgot how good it feels to be stretched wide open by a big, thick cock like this – and wrap my arms around his bare back.

‘Oh, fucking yes
,’ I say, in a deep, animalistic groan of passion. ‘Fuck me, Lucas! I fucking need it.’

At my feet, a thousand miles away, my husband exhales sharply. I ignore him. He’ll stay in that chair, like I ordered, until he gets another instruction. A long time ago, I might have asked him to join u; or kissed him; or sucked his cock while Lucas fucked me. But those days are long gone. Why spoil a good, hard fuck by trying to focus on a weaker cock? Besides, Jerry prefers to enjoy my pleasure. Tonight, I intend to show him how much pleasure a man – a real
 man – like Lucas can give me. I hold up my hand, letting Jerry see the wedding ring he placed there just a few hours before, the ring symbolizing our commitment to one another – a commitment I am already betraying.

Lucas slams me deep and hard. No need for niceties. No need for love or passion. We have nothing in common except our love of fucking each other. That’s all we need. His length fills my womanhood, stretching me open from the inside out. I can feel the wonderful pressure of his red-hot manhood against my slick inner walls. I cry out, my voice high-pitched and full of passion.

‘God, yes!’ I say. ‘Fuck me like I need! Harder!’

His eyes gleam. He grabs my arms and pins my hands to the bed, dominating and controlling me. I moan louder for him. I love it. I need it. He fucks me in every way my husband can’t. Jerry would never take control of me like this. He would never dare to dominate me, to make me his whore. Lucas has no problem giving me what I need.

My husband’s best friend fucks me deep and hard, with ferocious passion, into my marital bed. I look up into his dark, fierce eyes, seeing nothing but lust and erotic pleasure. The expression on his face starts a fire in my gut. I love knowing that I’m pleasing a worthy man like him. It makes it so much more satisfying to become his whore.

The fire in my gut burns white-hot like a fuse. I feel it ignite. My orgasm explodes like a powder keg in my stomach, sucking all the air out of my lungs, making my body shudder and tremble and shake with the intensity. I cry out long and loud, begging my lover not to stop, not to stop, not to stop…

My entrance closes tight around his manhood, but I’m so wet that there’s no grip. Lucas keeps pounding me, his manhood filling my tightening tunnel over and over, making me come even harder and louder. I clench my fists impotently. He keep my wrists pinned down, forcing my body to stay in one place as he passionately fucks me. I shudder and jerk and convulse with the power of my climax.

His hips buck and roll like waves in a storm, driving his length into my yearning pussy over and over again. The movements of his body grind against my swollen and sensitive clit, making this feel even more intense. I scream for him – pleasure without words – and raise my pinned hips to meet his thrusting, allowing him deeper access to my pussy, driving me even crazier with each stroke.

Finally my orgasm subsides. I lay beneath him, gasping for breath, unable to do anything to stop his relentless movements. Every slight touch and pressure and sensation hits me like a rock falling into a lake. I am a mass of pleasurable ripples right now.

Lucas drives himself inside me again and holds in place, the tip of his manhood so, so, so
 deep inside me. I moan with throaty, primal lust. He looks me in the eyes, grinning, loving how much I’m enjoying being fucked by him.

‘I hope we can do this forever,’ he says in a quiet voice.

‘Me… me too.’

‘I want to fuck you every single day.’

‘You can.’

He nods and leans back. He eases out of me. I cry out, my puffy and inflamed pussy overloaded with stimulation.

‘Bend over,’ Lucas says, breathing hard with the strain of trying not to come so soon. ‘Face him.’

He grabs my hair as I get up, shoving me roughly forward onto my hands and knees. I love it when he throws me around like that. It drives me fucking crazy. My swollen, puffy pussy throbs again, desperate for more intense pleasure. I look Jerry in the eyes, seeing the pain, frustration, jealousy, and happiness in his face, and arch my back, presenting myself for Lucas. My slick lips part like flowering petals, opening my entrance like the world’s most deliciously tempting target.

‘Tell me you love me,’ I say.

Jerry takes the panty gag out of his mouth, breathing hard.

‘I love you,’ he says, cradling my sopping wet underwear to his chest. ‘God, I love you so much.’

‘Even if you never get to fuck me again?’

He winces. Lucas gets on his knees between my legs, putting a hand on my ass.

‘Say it, honey. I need to hear it.’

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘I love you, even if… even if I never get to fuck you again.’

That’s when Lucas pushes his length back inside me, filling my stretched and aching tunnel in the sweetest, most blissful way possible. There’s nothing like the feeling of being fucked by a good, thick, powerful cock – except the feeling of getting fucked over and over again in the same night.

I cry out, moaning like a slut in heat, not caring if my voice can be heard by the other rooms. Let them all hear. Let every fucking floor in this hotel hear me getting fucked by Lucas. I don’t even care if Jerry’s parents can hear us. I hope they do hear us.

Lucas slaps my ass and gets back to work, filling me over and over in deep, hard, firm strokes, the tip of his manhood penetrating me so much fucking deeper than Jerry’s limp cock ever could. I can feel his red-hot pulse prick touching every part of my body at once. He pumps me deep and hard, ramming me over and over, his balls slapping my clit, shaft stretching my entrance wider with every wonderful thrust. I can hear how wet I am by how easily his cock slips inside me. I grip the bed, moaning louder and louder as the seconds pass.

Jerry’s eyes stay fixed on my face. His jaw is tight, one hand gripping his bare leg so tight his fingers dimple the flesh. His other hand grasps at the cage locked tightly around his manhood, trying to provide himself some measure of relief. The sight of my husband sitting there like that drives me even wilder.

‘Make me come!’ I say, calling back to my lover. ‘Fuck me, make me come! Make him watch!’

Lucas growls with passionate fury and drives himself into me even deeper and harder than before, if it’s possible. I let lose a wild, delirious cry of ecstasy as my body explodes all over again, every cell and fibre detonating like fireworks. I lose control of my mouth and mind and body. I grip the bed as tight as possible and unleash the most primal, savage, erotic wail of passion any woman has ever made. Jerry winces, knowing that he has never – and will
 never – make me feel this this. I cry out over and over, Lucas still fucking me as hard as he can, slapping my ass with every other stroke, his red-hot cock filling my clenching womanhood, pushing me so far beyond my limits that it feels like I’m going to split in half from the inside out-

‘Look at your wife!’ Lucas says, spitting out the words between gasps for breath. ‘Look at how good I’m fucking your whore wife!’

Jerry groans – with pain, with pleasure, with embarrassment – and grips the cage with both hands, frantically rubbing at the bars enveloping his cock. He grimaces, pain flooding his face as his manhood is prevented from hardening over and over again. His face is beet-red, sweat dotting his brow.

I bury my face in the bed, muffling my screams. Lucas grabs my hair and pulls me back, forcing me to look at Jerry as the orgasm overwhelms all my senses. This is beyond a simple climax. This is like an orgasm strapped to a supersonic rocket. I’ve never come this hard or for this long before.

‘Come!’ I say, frantically gasping for air. ‘Come! In! Me!’

Lucas grabs my hips and drives his length all the way inside me again, forcing my tightening womanhood to stay stretched open enough to receive him. He groans, body stiffening behind me.

‘Beg, you fucking cuck,’ he says. ‘Beg me to come inside your wife.’

Jerry responds immediately, his throat tight with conflicting emotions, voice reedy.

‘Oh, God,’ he says, ‘please come in her! Fill my fucking wife! Please!’

Lucas laughs with dark amusement and unloads inside me. My wail reaches fever pitch at the feeling of his boiling hot load cascading through my womanhood, filling me up and flooding every part of me more completely than Jerry ever could. He keeps pumping as he climaxes, pushing his seed deep inside me, planting his lust where my husband will never reach. I wail and howl and moan and cry out like a banshee, my body burning and exploding and shattering over and over. My pussy grips his hard cock tighter and tighter, but I’m so wet that he keeps sliding in and out of me, the sensation of being filled by his fat length driving me wilder and wilder. I’m making inhuman noises now, gripping the bed, and rolling my eyes like a woman possessed by the devil. Jerry moans along with me. Lucas growls with the sheer masculine pleasure of planting his seed inside a woman, his hard, intense, passionate, rhythmic pounding becoming jerkier and slower as his climax reaches a crescendo.

His mad thrusting finally slows to a steady, gentle pump. I collapse onto my face, panting for air, pussy still throbbing as he glides in and out of me. I can’t move. Can’t speak. All I can do is take it.

‘Yes
,’ Lucas says, stretching out the word into a long, low primal growl of victory. He plunges deep inside me one final time, emptying the last of his load into the depths of my womb. I shudder with pleasure; my sex dripping, throbbing, tingling, and pulsing around his length. ‘Your fucking wife is my whore, understand?’

Jerry nods, eyes filling with water. I’m not sure if those are tears of pain, shame, or joy. He opens his mouth, but no words come out. He smiles at me, breathing hard.

Lucas slowly pulls out, leaving a thick, sticky river of his seed deep inside me. I’m panting. Sweating. Face is a mess. Body exhausted. But heart happy and body satisfied. For now. Always for now. More will follow. Always more. Lucas makes me crave more.

Jerry watches me, his face flushed. He desperately rubs and paws at his cage, but the unyielding metal provides no comfort or pleasure. He will get no relief; no release; no satisfaction or stimulation until I let him out. The sight of his soft cock bulging and filling the bars of the cage makes me smile. I hope it’s uncomfortable, my love. It’s the life you chose for us and I’m never turning back. I pat the bed, eyes fixed on Jerry’s.

‘I’ll have that champagne now,’ I say.

My husband almost leaps out of the chair and grabs the bottle from the bucket on the floor. He fumbles with the cork for a few moments, before a soft pop fills the room. I hold out my hand and take the open bottle.

‘Lay down,’ I say.

Jerry throws himself onto the bed, moving so his head is close to my legs. His eyes are huge saucers pooling with tears of joy. I lift my leg and climb over him and sit down on his face, my aching pussy pressed against his mouth. He doesn’t hesitate for a moment. My cuckold husband gladly laps at my swollen lips, greedily eating Lucas’s fresh, sticky come. I drink champagne straight from the bottle, smiling at Lucas. He watches me, enjoying the sight, slowly stroking his wilting cock back to life for round two. I’m gonna be sore tomorrow. Just how every bride should feel the morning after her wedding.

I pass Lucas the bottle and swallow. I don’t usually like champagne, but this tastes good. Maybe it should always be served while a husband eats fresh come of your pussy. I look down between my legs, watching the concentration of Jerry’s face as his tongue licks and flicks and laps at my entrance. Come slowly rolls down my tunnel, coating his willing tongue. I laugh at him. My pathetic, come-eating cuckold. I can never respect him after this.

After a few long minutes, I climb off his face, the deed down. My lover has consummated my wedding and my husband has eaten the spoils. I am satisfied and fulfilled and happy.

‘You ready to go again?’ Lucas says, his manhood almost at full hardness.

I nod. My sex already feels tighter, despite how stretched my tunnel is. This is going to be even more intense than the first time.

Lucas sits in the chair, still wearing his shoes and shorts, waiting for me. I carefully step off the bed, loving the naughty thrill of still wearing my heels. Jerry stays where he is on the bed, following me with his eyes.

‘I can’t believe I have to wait a whole year until you let me out of this,’ he says, jerking a thumb at the cage around his manhood.

‘What do you mean?’ I say confused, sitting down in my lover’s lap, taking his length inside my aching hole once more.

‘Well, you said you wouldn’t let me out until our anniversary.’

I laugh, the sound both delightful and dangerous.

‘No, honey,’ I say. ‘You don’t get it. I said I’ll let you out on our anniversary, but I didn’t say which one…’

###


Know Your Limits


It’s all about control. You either have it or you don’t. You’re either in control, or you’re under control. If you want control bad enough, you’ll have it. Or maybe you want to relinquish control to someone else. Maybe you want to give up you control. Some people love being in control, while others love to be controlled. Me? I’m firmly in the former camp. I exude power and control in every aspect of my life. I wear tight blouses and pencil skirts to show off my figure. My hair is always curled in a tight bun. My lips are coated in a thin, carefully applied layer of red lipstick. I wear minimal makeup and small, studded earrings. My preferred shoes are black, highly polished, with a small heel. I believe that if you want to be in control, you have to look in control. I work hard and I manage a small team. It’s a fast-paced, high-turnover environment, but if you can stay in control for long enough, the rewards are unparalleled. I’m always in control. It’s where I like to be, at least for ninety-nine percent of the time.

That other one percent… that’s my little secret. Everyone has secrets, and this is mine – my greatest turn-on is to be controlled. Not all the time. And definitely not in my everyday life. For me, handing control of my body over to another is an expression of purest sexual desire and nothing else. The idea of being restrained, of being gagged or blindfolded, the thought of being helpless beneath my lover, that idea makes me weak at the knees. Sometimes I can’t climax without a little rough treatment from my partner.

You’d never know it to look at me, but I adore bondage and rough sex. Perhaps it’s because I’m in control for so much of my life. Maybe I’m just a kinky freak
, as some previous lovers have told me, both in admiration and dismay. For me, standard man-and-woman sex, no toys, no restraints, no blindfolds or straps or handcuffs or ballgags or paddles or bruises or teeth marks – that kind of sex just doesn’t cut it. I can’t stand the idea of lovemaking
. for me, the physical passion of sex should always take the intensity up to eleven and never bring it back down until neither of us can go on another second. I always ask my lovers to go that extra mile when I bring them to my bed. Some of them get it – they pin my wrists down and savagely fuck me with the kind of hard, aggressive masculine domination I crave. A man who can do that to me often goes home with my number in his pocket and his name in my little black book. Unfortunately, there are many who don’t get it. I’ve taken home lovers who wanted to gaze into my eyes while they gently attempted to make passionate, fumbling love to me. That shit does not work with me. If a man is looking into my eyes, it had better me because his hand is squeezing my throat. Why would I want to look into your eyes when I could be gagging on your cock and begging for mercy?

Very few of my lovers are up to the task of satisfying my sexual needs. Most guys don’t like the idea of being rough – not just spanking or pinning down, that kind of vanilla pseudo-BDSM, I’m talking really goddamn rough
 – with a woman. There are plenty who think they’re up to the task and talk a big game, but don’t know what the hell to do once they finally get you tied down. I’ve seen guys fall into speechless silence once I open my special
 closet and showed off all the toys at their disposal. Lots of guys think they can play the role of master, but very few truly have that kind of power. Many men try this and that, probing my body here and there with inquisitive, almost timid interest, before they run out of ideas for how to use that item and replace it with something else. This disrupts the momentum of the session, making the engagement feel like it’s always stopping and starting, rather than flowing and steadily building to the end. Many men are crushing disappointments when it comes to the fine art of erotic domination.

This brings me to my second deep, dark secret. After dealing with so many guys who are underwhelming and frustrating and all-round disappointing, I joined a special club. It is a club with no official name or emblem. They have a website, but it does not detail the kinds of activities that take place within the wall of this establishment. If you were to walk past the club during the day or the night, you might never know that anything sexual ever took place in the building. It appears to be a plain red door nestled into the side of a nondescript, gray, concrete slab of a building on a quiet street a couple blocks over from the city center. Most of the space in that building is occupied by various stores and businesses, but this red door – almost hidden around the side – leads down a flight of stairs, to a wide and expansive basement level. You can’t open the door from outside. There is no handle, no spyhole, and no doorbell. If you walk past this door from the outside, you might mistake it for a fire exit. The only way to get inside the club is to pick up the receiver of the black telephone next to the door and ask for entry. That request will be acknowledged by someone sitting on the other end of the line at the bottom of the stairs, who will then press a button and unlock the door.

All this secrecy is necessary, because once you enter the club, you are bound by the rules. You are either a master, or a slave, depending on your kink. Slaves are expected to wear a black collar around their throat – either a lace choker, a black leather belt, or some other clearly noticeable piece of identification, while the masters are expected to wear black gloves. While the terms slave
 and master
 are gender neutral, the club has a very strict policy on switches
, i.e. those who enjoy both domination and being dominated. Once you enter the club, you are either a slave and a master until the night ends. You may not change your preference while on site. This prevents confusion and embarrassing situations.

I’ve been attending the club for a few years now. It started as a way to relieve my stress, to scratch that itch, to satisfy that need to submit to a man and let him totally and utterly dominate my mind and body for a few hours, while avoiding the many shitty lovers I tended to pick up in bars and clubs. I generally go there maybe once a month now. It gives me something to look forward to, while also not allowing me to become too familiar with the regulars who attend the club every week or so. I want to maintain an air of mystery about myself and keep the masters at arm’s length.

The club is a haven for people like me, people who like a little rough with the smooth, a little spice with their sugar. While this place isn’t exactly a members-only affair – anyone who attends is asked not to promote its existence – we still try to keep the club a secret. The last thing we want is a bunch of posers showing up to ‘have a good time’. With the rise of the so-called ‘erotic romance’ genre popularized by trash like Fifty Shades
, the community has been overrun by people who think that getting blindfolded or spanked is the same as real
 BDSM. It’s not. Real, true, pure BDSM is a game of trust and control. You give up control because you trust your partner not to overstep the lines and to stop the moment you issue the command. Sure, the slave might be bound or gagged or restrained or tied up in an elaborate harness, but they have the power to stop the engagement at any time with the use of a safe word or a single gesture. The master’s task is to push the slave to the limits of the pleasure/ pain/ passion threshold without forcing them to use that word. That, to me, is true BDSM – giving up control of your mind and body to another and accepting their trust. All the handcuffs and blindfolds and spanking paddles in the world don’t even come close the intense erotic thrill of absolute, total, full body-and-mind surrender.

It’s been a little over a month since my last visit to the club. Life has gotten in the way. But not tonight. This evening, the club is hosting a masquerade night, a deliciously naughty party where all the slaves and masters are required to conceal their identities. I’ve been looking forward to this night for weeks, now. The idea of giving yourself to a master when you don’t even know his name is even more sexually thrilling than regular surrender. I bought a masque for the occasion weeks ago, and I’ve spent every spare moment fantasizing about wearing it tonight.

All I have to do is get through one more day at work.

****

I am in control.

I sit down at my desk and lean back into the soft, well-worn leather chair, waiting for my computer to boot up. As always, I’m the first one in the office. As always, my hair is coiled on my head in a tight bun and my lips wear a single carefully-applied layer of lipstick and I am dressed in my best office clothing – plain white blouse and gray pencil skirt. My body feels tensed and coiled. It’s been so long since I had a bout of good, hard, rough sex. I need it. I need to have a long, powerful, all-consuming orgasm that sets my body on fire and causes my brain to shut down. I’ve been in office-bitch mode for so long that the thought of finally being able to let my hair down and enjoy a night of hard, passionate, erotic intensity makes my cleft tingle with warm anticipation. I close my eyes for a couple seconds and take a few long, deep breaths, trying to clear my mind of all the distracting, confusing, pulse-pounding mental images that threaten to burst forth and leave me a trembling, horny mess of a woman. I push aside all my wild fantasies and wicked memories and wanton thoughts, forcing myself to gain control. I am not that woman yet. I am still at work.

I open my eyes again, totally in control. I am the boss.

I am Bridgette the Bitch. At least, that’s what my employees call me behind my back. They think I don’t know. But I do. I’m well aware of the way they roll their eyes when I turn away. I see the way they stiffen in their seats when I walk past the rows of desks. I know that they curse my name behind my back. I don’t care.

All that matters is that I am in control. I am the boss.

The office is still mostly empty. I look up from my computer’s start screen, out through the wide, modern glass windows that separate my enclosed office from the rest of the floor. My office is in the corner of the floor, with my team occupying the desk running along the side of the windowed wall. The rest of the floor is taken up by the other teams, each with their own manager occupying one glass office in each corner. My office happens to be closest to the main door.

I’m sure my team thinks those windows were installed so I could watch over them all the time. In reality, it was a design choice made by someone paid a damn sight more than me when the building was purchased, years before I even started with the company. They wouldn’t believe me if I told them, anyway. In their minds, I am Bridgette the Bitch and nothing will ever change that.

I don’t mind being known as the office bitch. I’ve been called worse – sometimes by men in the throes of passion, sometimes by colleagues looking to try and rattle me – and it’s all meaningless noise. I know what I am. I’m a woman who gets results. In my team, I expect the best. So, yeah, I work hard and I expect my team to work to the same standard. It’s a dog-eat-dog world, and I’m the biggest, baddest bitch of them all.

But, God, I need to be fucked!

The harsh office lights glare down from above, awakened from slumber after sensing movement in the room. Right now, there are a couple of other people slowly trickling into the office, taking their seats and firing up their computers. None of them are on my team, so I pay them no mind. My team won’t arrive until the last possible second to limit their exposure to me.

I turn my attention back to the computer and enter my information on the login screen. The monitor goes blank for a long moment, then slowly comes to life. My desk is as neatly arranged as the rest of my life. I have the computer on the extreme left, so I can still talk to people sitting opposite without the screen blocking my view, and a pot filled with various pens and stationary standing between my keyboard and the screen. The rest of my desk is usually covered in various things, like paperwork, notes, writing pads, and folders. Right now, the only thing sitting on top of the varnished wood is my well-thumbed diary. As my computer thinks and whirrs and awakens for another day of use, I open the diary and flick through to the current day, reminding myself of everything that I need to achieve before five o’clock comes and the working week ends.


Team meeting
 – Deadline for Hamilton report
 – Check stats
.

Then, underneath, in smaller handwriting, is a little reminder to myself.


Club
 – masque nite
.

I smile to myself, another deliciously sinful thrill running through my womanhood. Just one more day. That’s all that stands between me and another long-awaited night of wicked, erotic pleasure. I can’t wait.

My computer finally loads up. I slip the diary into my top desk drawer and open up all the programs I will need for the day. Emails. Internet. The companywide client monitoring system. Contact lists. I check my latest emails – nothing urgent or worth my attention.

The morning unfolds as it always does. The same tired faces slowly file into the office, individually, or in smaller groups. Some bring freshly made Starbucks coffees in Styrofoam containers, others carry mugs from the staff canteen. Some look tired, some look awake. A couple of the young mothers look harried and pale, a faint attempt at makeup to cover the bags under their eyes. A few of the men look freshly shaven, their shirts creased from the journey.

My team slowly file in, one by one, and take their places at the row of desks outside my office. A couple of them offer morning nods in my direction, which I return with a thin-lipped smile. They make small talk while storing bags and lunches in their desk drawers and waiting for the computers to load.

By eight twenty-nine, my team is present, correct, and ready to go.

Almost.

Three seats are still empty.

I frown and get up from my desk. Outside, I notice Jennifer glance up at me from behind her desk, realize that I’m walking towards them, and force her gaze down at the computer.


Watch out everyone, Bridgette the Bitch is on the prowl
.

I open the glass door to my office and step out onto the main floor. The office is fairly quiet. There’s the usual dim whirr of the air conditioning and the quiet mumble of low voices and the occasional trilling of desk phones and the tapping of keyboards. I walk out into the middle of my team, neatly assembled in rows for maximum workplace efficiency.

‘Morning everyone,’ I say, my tone brisk and businesslike. My team responds with low murmurs and small head bobs. I stand behind the three empty seats, looking around. ‘Has anyone seen Hayden, Chase, or Wyatt?’

My team shake their heads collectively.

‘I think they carpool,’ says Jennifer, a small, timid woman with mousy hair and an even mousier voice. She glances up at me, then away again, as though terrified to draw more attention to herself than she already has.

‘I know they carpool,’ I say, keeping my tone level and trying not to sound irritated. ‘But has anyone seen them? I haven’t had any messages if they’re home sick or running late.’

Nobody responds. A couple of people shake their heads. Jennifer turns her face back to the computer screen, cheeks reddening.


Great
, I think. Bridgette the Bitch has already upset the team
.

Silence falls for a long moment. I glance up at the clock on the wall. It’s now eight thirty. The three men are late. Highly unusual. Maybe I should call HR and ask if they’ve heard anything. It’s possible that the message has not been passed to me.

The office door opens and the three men stroll in. Hayden, Chase, and Wyatt. Three young men, all somewhere in their mid-to-late twenties. They’re smiling between themselves, laughing about some private joke. They see me standing by their empty desks and their faces drop.

‘Good morning, Bridgette,’ Chase says, his blue eyes looking guilty. He adjusts his tie and runs a hand through his dark hair.

‘Sorry we’re a little late,’ Hayden says, glancing toward the clock on the wall. ‘There was an accident on the freeway, traffic snarled all the way here.’ He offers me a smile, attempting to look both sincere and boyish at the same time. Hayden’s a good-looking man. Maybe if I wasn’t his boss, or if I was a few years younger, a smile like that would have disarmed me in an instant. I imagine a good many women have been seduced by his boyish good looks and twinkling green eyes.

‘At least we made it,’ Wyatt says, his voice a little defensive. Of the three, Wyatt is probably the one who likes me the least. I don’t know why. As far as I can remember, I’ve never given him a reason to feel badly about me – aside from being the office bitch. Maybe Wyatt’s the type of man who clashes with authority figures. I’ve always wondered if he got into trouble with the law back in his teenage years.

He looks away from me now, his dark eyes downcast, posture stiff. Wyatt’s dark hair – always dangerously close to requiring a serious trim – hangs low over his forehead and he runs a hand under his stubbly chin, making a little skrit-skrit
 sound that seems loud in the quiet office.

I glance up at the clock. It’s now eight thirty-one.

‘You’re not late,’ I say, even though they are. I don’t want to get irritated or upset anybody this early in the day. It’s a Friday, after all. The mood in the office should be positive and happy. ‘Cutting it close, but not late.’

‘There was an accident on the freeway,’ Hayden says again, holding up his car keys as though this proved their collective innocence.

‘That’s fine,’ I say, holding up a hand to quell any further protests. ‘I wasn’t asking why you were late, I was wondering if something had happened on the way in, God forbid.’

The three men take a step toward their desks, their good humor muted by my unexpected appearance. I move aside for them, waiting quietly. None of them look at me as they put bags and wallets and lunches into their desks and sit. As Hayden bends down next to me, I say in a hushed voice, ‘If you think you’re going to be late, call ahead.’

‘We aren’t late,’ Hayden says, his tone guarded, on the edge of civility and hostility. ‘But if we were, yeah, sure, we would have called.’

‘Don’t let it happen again,’ I say. He shoots me a look – a mixture of irritation, resignation, and a flash of anger. In a second, the look is gone, replaced by his usual calm, boyish grin and sparkling green eyes. The change is as surprising as it is sudden. I get the impression that there is a lot of simmering anger and passion and strength behind Hayden’s placid exterior. What was that old saying? It’s always the quiet ones you have to watch out for
? Hayden fits that to a tee. He’s the kind of guy who always seems calm and acts as though nothing bothers him, but I sometimes catch a glimpse of steel in his eyes. There’s a darkness to him, an edge that the struggles to keep hidden. Sometimes I wonder if he’s really as sweet and charming as he appears. Maybe Hayden would enjoy the club almost as much as I would?

I snap out of my thoughts. The team is looking in my direction, waiting in polite silence. Nobody looks directly into my eyes, they don’t want to draw my attention, but they are at least looking in my direction. I can almost read their thoughts.


Bridgette the Bitch has started already today
.

‘Now that we’re all here,’ I say, looking around at the blank faces of my team, ‘we can begin. I have one major task for today, and that’s the Hamilton report. Most of you have managed to get your spreadsheets up to date for that, thank you, but I’m still waiting for a few more.’ I take a short, handwritten list out of my jacket pocket and glance down at my notes. My heart almost sinks, but I force myself to stay firm. I am in control. I am in charge here.

‘Hayden, Wyatt, Chase, and Jennifer,’ I say, reading off the list. ‘I’m still waiting for your spreadsheets. I need those today, urgently. Nothing else matters.’

‘Nothing?’ Chase says, looking up at me from his desk, about to crack a joke.

‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘No toilet breaks, no coffee breaks, no lunch until this is done.’

My line was meant as a joke, but I can tell from the glances and stiffening shoulders around me that my team haven’t taken it that way. They all think I’m deadly serious. I can’t backtrack or clarify my statement without stumbling over the joke – it’s not funny if you have to explain it – and doing so will make me appear weak and less in control. The only thing I can do is continue onwards.

‘If any of you feel like you need some assistance with this,’ I say, glancing around at the three stone-faced men and the terrified mousey woman, ‘I can ask some of the others to back you up.’ I look at the other five members of my team, to see if anyone will volunteer. Nobody meets my eyes. ‘Any questions or issues?’

Wyatt raises his hand says, ‘I’m still waiting for the suppliers to get back to me. The rest of my spreadsheet is done, I’m waiting for responses.’

‘Okay, great,’ I say, ‘just keep chasing them.’

‘What if they don’t come back to me?’

‘Chase harder.’

He drops his hand and turns his attention to the computer. I can almost hear him cursing me internally, as if I have any control over his situation. He shares a look with Chase, a dark, stormy look that I do not like.

‘Anything else?’ I say.

Nobody says anything. Everyone looks down at their desks.

‘Great,’ I say. ‘If you’re not working on the Hamilton report, please continue as normal. Chase orders and close as many open tasks as you can. Let’s get to it.’

I clap my hands together with enthusiasm, but the sound is muted and dies quickly in the air. My team does not look as motivated as I want them to feel. They turn their attention away and start work, fingers tapping on keys and clicking computer mice. I nod at them, turn away, and walk over to my office. I catch a tiny glimpse of the team behind me in the reflection of my office window. I see Chase turn and whisper something to Wyatt at the next desk over. Wyatt’s eyes glance up towards my back. Half a second later, the reflection shifts and the image is stretched, warped, and lost. I haven’t even left the main office floor yet and already they’re cursing my name behind my back. I don’t care. So long as the work gets done and everyone leaves at five, I don’t care what they call me. I’m the boss because I get results, not because I’m a great friend and confidant.

****

The morning progresses like many others. I respond swiftly to a steady stream of emails, ranging from question asked by other managers and team leaders higher up the food chain than myself, to quick requests for days off and vacation time from my team. I work hard and fast.

Between emails and phone calls, I continue to update the Hamilton report. Most of the hard work is already done, I’m just missing four more spreadsheets and then the final version can be sent to the right parties. All I need is to get it finished. The report itself isn’t due to be completed for another week, but I intend to have it finalized today. My team don’t know that, of course. I’ve been hearings rumors of a new management spot opening on the floor above, and if I can deliver a report this important a full week ahead of schedule… I’m already relishing the opportunity to brag about my accomplishments in the interview.

Movement diverts my attention. I look out through the windows and see Jennifer standing up from behind her desk. An email notification bleeps on my computer as she steps away from behind her desk and walks to my office door.

‘I swear, Jennifer, if you’re about to tell me that you’ve just sent me an email…’ I say in a quiet voice, trying not to move my lips.

Jennifer knocks once – as though I can’t see her standing behind the glass door and walks into my office – and walks in before I have a chance to respond. She steps into the office, hands clasped together in front of her stomach, as though protecting herself in case I suddenly lunge forward with a sword or a knife.

‘I’ve just sent you an email,’ she says, still in that squeaky, mousey voice of hers. She almost trembles before me, like a waif threatened by a demon. How do women get like this, I wonder? So frightened and quiet and meek that they almost look ready to faint under a stiff breeze.

I feel a pinch of relief that I’m not a quiet, timid, trembling little mouse like she is. Thank God my own mom raised me to be ballsy and brave and to stand up for myself. I couldn’t live like Jennifer, terrified of her own shadow, looking down at the floor, scared to make a sound. How does she do it? She is everything I don’t want to be – powerless, afraid, and without any control.

Women like Jennifer are a curious breed. She looks like the kind of woman who would be naturally submissive in the bedroom, the kind of lover who would lay down quietly and part her legs without complaint and moan passionately into her partner’s ear until they’re both finished. The kind of girl who owns a single pair of lacy panties and calls them her ‘sexy underwear’. The kind of girl who has never taken a risk in her life – no one-night-stands or nameless liaisons or morning after pills for Jennifer. She’s much too safe and vanilla for that.

Whenever I see Jennifer like this – standing meek and timid in the center of my office, like a prisoner about to be shot by a firing squad – I get this absurd flash of heat in the pit of my stomach. Seeing a woman like her – a creature so cowed and broken and mewling that the act of talking to a manager causes her to tremble – makes me want to drag her to the club. I want to throw her into one of the dark side rooms, strap her to a harness, tear her clothes off, and whip her pretty little body until she’s really
 trembling. Seeing her standing before my desk makes me want to show her what a real
 submissive looks like. I’d love to show her some of the things my masters do to me. I’d love to strap her legs open and tease her swollen sex and she begged them for mercy. But that’s the fundamental difference between Jennifer and myself. A woman like her is naturally submissive, while I am sexually submissive. You have to have a little self confidence in order to be sexually submissive – you have to be bold and fearless and confident. All qualities she does not possess.

‘Uh, Bridgette?’ Jennifer says, interrupting my thoughts.

‘I’ve got it,’ I say, opening up my email to confirm what she’s just told me. ‘What is it?’

‘It’s my spreadsheet,’ she says, her voice so quiet I have to strain to hear her over the whirr of my computer. ‘For your report.’

‘All up to date?’

Jennifer nods, a quick bob of her head, as though she’s desperate to please me. Her eyes dart all over the room. She reminds me of a wild animal searching for an escape route.

‘Good,’ I say. ‘Thank you.’

She turns to walk away, but I call her name. She turns back to me, frozen on the spot, a deer in the headlights.

‘Can I ask you something?’ I say. Her terrified demeanour and nervous ticks have pissed me off now. ‘Where do you see yourself in the future?’

She wrings her hands together in front of her chest. Her mouth opens and closes like a fish on dry land. She stares down at my feet.

‘I, uh…’ she says, ‘I don’t…’

‘It’s a simple question,’ I say, trying to cut through all this bullshit. ‘What do you want from the company? Do you want to climb the ladder, or do you want to stay where you are?’

She swallows and steels herself. I can see her visibly trying to will herself to summon the courage for an answer.

‘I… I would love to do your job,’ she says. ‘I would love to lead a team.’

I purse my lips, gritting my teeth to restrain a harsh bark of laughter that threatens to burst out of me. It’s impossible to imagine a woman like Jennifer leading a team. Not only can I not see her giving anyone orders, I can’t imagine her keeping control of the team long enough to meet any targets.

‘You think you could do this job?’ I say, my voice harsher than intended. Jennifer immediately looks down at the floor. She grips her hands so hard that I worry for a moment, she might shatter into a thousand pieces, all over the floor of my office.

‘I… I could try,’ she says, her voice so faint and squeaky I have to strain to hear the words.

‘Try?’ I say, and she flinches. ‘This isn’t the kind of job where you can give it a try
.’ She almost shrinks back from me now. It would be pathetic if it didn’t make me so angry. ‘If you want to do this kind of job, you need to have much thicker skin. You need to be able to kick ass and take names and stand up to people.’

‘You don’t think I could do it?’ she says, sounding so afraid and helpless.

‘I don’t. I think you should know your limits, Jennifer.’

She flinches like I’ve cracked a whip and scurries out of the office. I watch Jennifer retreat back to her desk. A couple of the others look up at her, then away. She angles her chair away from me and rubs a hand over her face.


Looks like Bridgette the Bitch made Jennifer cry
.

Oh, for God’s sake… I didn’t do it on purpose. Women like Jennifer need a little tough love. You can’t put them on a pedestal their whole lives, that’s how they end up weak and feeble and incapable of controlling a team. Women like her lack the strength to do this job.

On the office floor, Wyatt turns in his chair. He says something to Jennifer. I don’t know what he says, I can’t read lips. But his face darkens at her response. His eyes flick in my direction, then away. He turns back to his screen.

Fuck it. They all dislike me anyway, so a little more animosity won’t hurt. All I care about is that they get the work done and we meet our targets as a team. I’m not here to be anyone’s friend, I’m here to be the boss.

****

Lunchtime arrives. I take a break from my computer and stand up. My sudden movement causes the team outside to suddenly appear much, much busier than they were a second before – people bend deeper over their desks, studying paperwork in great detail; crease lines appear on brows; gestures made during phone calls now become much more animated. I pick up my bag and walk out of the office.

‘Going for lunch,’ I say. Nobody responds. Not that I expected anyone to offer to join me.

I head to the elevator and ride it down to the first floor. There’s a steady flow of people moving in and out of the building as various lunchtimes begin and end. I go with the current and follow people out onto the street.

The day is warm and clear. Not hot, but pleasant. That’s good. It means the club won’t be sweltering tonight. It’s always warm in there from the tight space and the closely-packed bodies and the erotic tension, but sometimes it can be uncomfortable after a hot day.

I cross the street at a traffic stop and head into my favorite sandwich shop. I get in line, place my order, make the payment. A tuna melt arrives and I take it and head back outside. I eat my sandwich and slowly walk along the street in the pleasant sunlight, lost in thought. My mind keeps wanting to turn towards fantasies, towards tonight. A warm thrill tickles my cleft at the very idea of walking into the club later this evening. What will happen this time? Will a master take me aside and have his wicked way with me? How many times will I come? Will I be permitted to orgasm by my master? Will I wake tomorrow with fresh bruises rising on my skin, erotic little mementos to treasure every time I get undressed?

I finish my sandwich and turn around, walking back to the office. I follow the flow of bodies back into the lobby and into the elevator. I get out on my floor and push open the door to the office. My arrival cuts the mood in two. As always, I get the sense that I’ve just killed the atmosphere, as though my team were on the verge of enjoying themselves and their laughter just died as I walked in.

‘It’s warm out there,’ I say, even though nobody asked. I walk past the desks and the downturned faces and head back into my office. I sit down and open my drawer to return my bag and stop suddenly, hand poised in the air.

My diary is out on my desk.

I frown in confusion. Did I leave it there? I thought I’d put it back in the drawer this morning. Did I accidentally leave my diary on the desk when I went to lunch? I try to remember, but I can’t.

I shake my head and dismiss it. Maybe I had a brain fart. It’s rare, but it happens. I’m just glad I didn’t fuck up in front of the team. That could have damaged the way they see me. Can’t have that. Gotta stay in control.

At least until tonight…

A smile spreads across my face and I open up the diary to today’s page, reading the words written there.


Club
 – masque nite
.

Delicious warmth spreads throughout my sex. I try to keep calm and resist, but I can’t. It’s been so long
 since I had a real, hard, passionate fuck. I’ve taken a couple of one-night lovers into my bed since the last time I hit the club, but I haven’t had an all-consuming orgasm that sets my body on fire and causes my brain to shut down in months. I can’t wait for tonight. I need it. I need to lose control and submit to a master and be taken to the outer limits of my sexual horizons. I can’t live another day like this. Submission is the only way I can release all my pent-up energy and frustration from weeks spent living like this – living like Bridgette the Bitch.

I let out a breath and put my diary back in the drawer. My emails have grown since I went on lunch. Two of them stand out. One from Chase, one from Wyatt. Their spreadsheets are here. Another smile spreads across my lips, this one much colder and crueller than before. My goal is within my grasp. I can almost taste victory. I imagine myself in the interview for the management position, demonstrating how I can lead a team to deliver and hit huge targets a full week ahead of schedule. I can picture the senior team nodding and smiling as I explain how good and dedicated and hardworking-

A knock on the glass door drags me out of my moment. I snap my head up and see Hayden standing outside, that boyish grin on his face again. I wave him in.

Hayden crosses my office with bold, confident strides – the total opposite of Jennifer an hour or two before – and sits down in the chair facing my desk, still with that charming grin. Once again, I wonder how many young women have fallen for that infectious, attractive grin. I can imagine rolling over and in bed and having him gently nuzzle my head, still grinning, maybe he asks me how I slept-

I pinch my thigh under the desk. What the hell am I thinking?

‘I’ve got one more contract left to update,’ he says. ‘But there’s a problem.’

‘Okay.’ I gesture at him to continue.

‘The supplier won’t be able to provide an update until at least seven PM tonight.’

He looks at me, waiting for my response.

‘So… what’s the problem?’ I say.

‘I won’t be here at seven,’ he says, still with that charming smile, but now his face looks a little harder, the grin not quite reaching his eyes. ‘I can put an estimate in that box, but not the final totals.’

I shake my head and say, ‘No, it can’t be an estimate. It has to be total.’

‘Then what should we do?’ he says. ‘By the time that comes in, I’ll be at home. You won’t be able to send the report that late.’

‘I’ll send it tomorrow morning,’ I say, ‘from home.’

‘Will you be able to get the update from the contractor?’

‘No,’ I say, steeling myself, readying my inner bitch, ‘you will.’

‘Tomorrow?’

‘Tonight.’ He stares at me, the smile finally slipping from his face. ‘You’ll have to stay until they call back.’

His fists clench in his lap, an impulsive, instinctive gesture of anger. For a brief second, I think that he’s about to lean across the desk and slap me in the face. A sudden, shocking flash of heat explodes between my thighs and that dark voice in my head almost begs him to do it, to slap me in the face and throw me down and tear my clothes and-

He lets out a breath in an indignant snort and relaxes his hands, forcing himself to stay calm.

‘Seriously?’ he says. ‘You’re serious?’

I get a little anxious twist in my stomach. I’m lying and I feel awful for it. I don’t need
 the report completed tonight. It could wait until next week. It’s not essential. But if I tell Hayden that I’ve been lying, it will expose me. There will forever be a chink in my armor, an exploit visible to everyone in my team. They will always doubt me. They will always second-guess me. If I admit to Hayden that I’ve been lying to them this whole time, I will lose control and never regain it.

That will not happen.

I am in control.

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘I’m sorry Hayden, but if it needs to happen, then it needs to happen.’

‘What about Chase and Wyatt?’ he says.

‘What about them? They’ve finished compiling their spreadsheets.’

‘I mean,’ he says, leaning forward in his chair, his body language projecting irritation and barely-restrained anger, ‘I’m their ride. They can’t get home without me. We carpool.’

‘I remember.’

‘So, what, they’re supposed to wait here with me?’

‘They don’t have to. They can take a cab or the bus. Train, maybe. But if they want to stay, get them to help you.’

He stares at me in disbelief, hunched forward in the chair. I met his eyes, willing myself to remain cool and calm and in control. I make a little wave with my hands and shrug. It’s not up to me.

A second or two passes in intense silence. He stares me, hands clenched in his lap, all traces of his boyish good humor vanished. Now his face is a mask of controlled anger. I get another hot flash in my cleft as I picture him finally losing his shit and grabbing me and throwing me to the floor and-

‘Goddammit,’ he says, standing up. He turns and storms across the room and shoves the door open. I watch him sit back in his seat, thumping into the cushion. He mutters something to Chase and Wyatt. They react badly, gesturing with their hands. None of them look in my direction.

I feel bad for lying to Hayden, but I couldn’t risk appear weak or going back on myself. That’s not how this works. I am the boss. I am in control. If I say he has to stay until seven waiting for a phone call, then he has to do it. Nothing is going to jeopardize my chance of getting that promotion.

The afternoon passes in a blur of emails, phone calls, and spreadsheets. I finish compiling the Hamilton report, all except for a few glaring omissions. I can finish it tomorrow from home if Hayden sends his information to me tonight.

I find myself glancing at my watch more and more as the afternoon slips past, the hours slowly ticking by as quitting time looms and the promise of a night at the club draws ever closer. My womanhood throbs between my legs and no matter how hard I try to focus on my work, it won’t quit. My body knows what is coming. My body craves what is coming, as much as my mind and soul do, too. It takes all my willpower to remain at my desk, instead of slipping off to the bathroom and relieving the burning pressure I feel in the pit of my stomach. I know that it will feel so good when my master finally allows me to climax tonight, so I continue to deny myself any pleasure.

Not long to go now.

****

The time finally comes. Five PM. I let out a long sigh of relief. Fucking finally.

Outside my windows, the office is abuzz with movement as people start to shut down their computers and gather their things. One by one, people parade past my windows, bidding each other farewell for another week, heading back to their lives. I turn off my computer, taking my time. I always wait until everyone else has left. It wouldn’t be good for my image to leave at the same time as everyone else. I need to be seen to remain in control, even down to the final moments.

Once the initial flood of departing bodies flows past my office, I gather my things and stand up from my desk. Most of my team has left already. As usual, nobody bothered to say goodbye or wish me a good weekend. Not that I would expect them to do those things.

I put my diary inside my bag and turn off the computer monitor. I stand and slip my bag over my shoulder and walk across the office. Hayden, Chase, and Wyatt are still at their desks. None of them look up at me as I step through the door.

‘See you on Monday,’ I say.

Nobody replies.

‘I really appreciate this, Hayden. All of you.’

They ignore me. I turn and walk out of the quiet office. It feels like I’ve turned my back on a thunderstorm – there’s a similar tension in the air, a crackle of anticipation. No doubt I’ll regret this on Monday morning. They’ll probably launch a complaint about me to HR. So long as the report gets completed ahead of schedule, they can complain all they like.

I leave the office. I trudge to the subway with all the other office drones. That Friday feeling is in the air. Nobody talks, but people make eye contact and nod at one another. Come Monday morning, they will have downcast faces and sour expressions all over again.

The world rolls relentlessly forward. Every passing second brings me closer to home. Closer to the club. Closer to my release. I board my train and wait among the people, crushed into the rattling tube. I glance around me at the bored, listless travelers. Could one of these people be my master tonight? It could be any of them. I won’t know – they’ll be wearing a masque. It could be the man stood opposite me, staring out of the windows at blank nothingness. It could be the woman behind me, her purse digging into my hip. It could be any of them.

It could be all
 of them.

My sex throbs so bad my knees shake. If I wasn’t holding onto the standing pole, I would have fallen to the floor. The idea almost makes me laugh.

I get off the subway at my stop and take a cab the rest of the way. I get out at the end of my block and walk to my apartment. The streets are still jammed with cars and busses. They’ll be gone in an hour.

I enter my apartment building. Check my post. Take the stairs two at a time up to my floor. Walk along the hallway. Insert my key in the lock. Open my door.

I walk inside my apartment, close the door, and lean against it, sighing happily.

Now, finally, I can be myself.

It feels like a huge weight sliding from my shoulders. I stand a little taller, a little straighter, without the burden of living as Bridgette the Bitch anymore. It feels like being free, like shedding a skin and growing wings and taking to the sky. Well, maybe not quite that dramatic. But it definitely feels good.

Bridgette the Bitch is dead. Long live Bridgette the Slut.

I kick off my shoes. Toss my clothes into the laundry. Step into the shower. I turn up the temperature and stand under the scalding flow for as long as I can, allowing the water to caress my body and sear my skin. When I can’t take anymore, I turn the water dial to its coldest setting and gasp at the sudden change in temperature. My body reacts, too, my skin instantly breaking into goosebumps, nipples hardening into firm pink points, muscles clenching under my skin. After a few moments, I turn the water temperature to a normal heat and finish my shower in peace. I shake my legs and my arms and carefully trim my mound.

When I step out of the bathroom, I am a different woman. Gone is the cold gleam in my eyes and the constant downturn at the corners of my mouth. I no longer keep my face neutral and impassive. I smile at my reflection. I am Bridgette reborn.

This is my favorite time of the month – preparing for a night at the club. The anticipation makes me tingle in all the right places. My mind races with possibilities. What could I wear? What should I wear? What outfit would make me feel sexy and slutty, while also pleasing the eyes of any potential masters?

I open my closet and part the clothes hanging from the rail. There, hidden behind my regular professional outfits, are my naughtier items. My special closet. Corsets. Lingerie. Handcuffs. Paddles. Blindfolds. All my toys and tools and kinky accessories. Just looking at them sends a thrill through me. I run my finger across my special outfits, a smile spreading over my lips. Leather or lace? Plain and demure or wild and naughty? Obviously slutty or restrained and teasing? So many choices…

But first, I need underwear. I choose a simple set – white bra and matching panties. Nothing frilly or fancy or expensive. Some masters like to tear underwear open or rip it off completely. It’s seriously hot, but also a waste of good panties, so I prefer to wear low-cost underwear that I won’t miss if it gets ruined. With that in place, I can choose something to wear.

After weighing up my options, I select a simple, sexy dark green dress with a generous V-shape for my cleavage and a short hemline that barely reaches mid-thigh. I look good. Sexy, daring, and seductive. Exactly the kind of woman a potential master wants to meet.

I tie my hair into the usual bun, but with one extra addition. I curl a single lock at the front and let it hang down over my right eye, giving me an air of innocence and playfulness. I fix my makeup – nothing fancy, just lips, brows and eyes – and paint my nails a deep, seductive red. I admire myself in the mirror. You’re looking good, Bridgette the Slut.

The woman in the mirror puckers her soft, red lips and blows me a kiss.

****

The cab glides to a halt. I pay the driver, open the door, and slide out onto the dark street. My heart races with excitement and anticipation. I can finally go inside the club and unwind in the most satisfying way possible. The cab pulls away from the sidewalk. I wait for it to turn a corner before I start to move. Once it’s gone and I’m certain that there is nobody nearby to see me, I walk up to the nondescript red door in the side of the building and left the little phone buried in the wall.

The receiver purrs in my ear for a second before it connects. I can imagine the phone at the other end of the line, sitting on the desk, light blinking, waiting to be answer. I don’t have long to wait. The phone purrs twice, then a sultry, feminine voice answers.

‘Yes?’ she says.

‘I’m here for the club,’ I say.

‘Do you have a masque?’

‘I do.’

The line clicks off. There is a small buzzing sound from the behind the red door as the lock is opened. I quickly replace the receiver and push the door open. It swings back to reveal a stair flight of stairs descending into the bowels of the building. The stairs are illuminated from below by a single pink light that I can’t see from here. A faint smile touches my lips.

I walk through the red door and head down the stairs, my heels clicking on every step. Above me, the door swings shut. I pause for a second, letting my eyes become adjusted to the light. The single pink bulb hangs from the ceiling on the floor below me, casting deep, rosy shadows across the stairs.

After a minute, I can see well enough to continue. I take a breath to calm my nerves and force myself to relax before I take another step. Then I walk down the last few stairs and enter the thin corridor that serves as the reception area. I turn left to face the glass booth where the woman buzzed me in a moment ago. To her right is a large door that will enter into the club’s main floor. Behind me is a coat room. I walk toward the glass window, a smile on my face. Behind the glass, a petite white woman sits. She wears a black lacy masque that covers her eyes and nose. Her lips are painted a dark shade that appears black in the light. She wears a leather corset and a black choker around her neck. There is a chain attached to her choker that connects to the desk in front of her.

‘Dom or sub?’ she says, reaching for a small collection of spare black gloves and black chokers.

‘I have my own,’ I say. I reach into my purse and take out my black lace choker and tie it around my throat. My body tingles with pleasure as the choker tightens against my skin. It feels comfortable and natural and reminds me of my place. As of this moment, I am no longer in control. That thought excites me more than any other. Finally, after days and weeks and months of being firmly in control, I can give it all up for a few hours and truly, completely, submit.

The woman watches me with polite disinterest as I take my masque from my purse and examine it under the light. It’s usually a soft gold color, but under this light, the masque seems to glow a beautiful shade of rose. I smile to myself and slide the masque into place, the elastic fitting snuggly around my head. I peer out through the eyeholes, a black barrier surrounding the edge of my vision. Having my eyesight restricted like this only heightens my erotic anticipation.

‘Have you been here before?’ The voice of the woman behind the window turns my attention. She studies me with polite fascination, eyes gleaming in the pink light from behind her masque.

‘Yes,’ I say.

‘I won’t bore you with the speech,’ she says. ‘But the rules of the club apply. Once you walk through that door… consent is granted. Know your safe word and agree a system before initiating any activity.’

‘Yes,’ I say, thinking of my safe word. Velvet
. Nice and simple. Easy to remember and hard to confuse. ‘I will.’

I take a few bills out of my purse and pay her. She takes my bag, leaving me unarmed and ready.

‘Have a pleasurable experience,’ she says, reaching beneath the desk and pressing a button.

The door buzzes.

My body tingles in wicked anticipation. I push the door open and step into the club, heart racing, butterflies in my stomach. Excitement courses through my veins. As of this moment, I am no longer in control. I will give myself to another. I will surrender my freedom to a master.

I walk into the club. The door closes behind me. Like the corridor, this room is light by soft pink lights, but now at regular intervals. Deep, bass-heavy music pulses through speakers hidden in the shadows, creating a passionate, erotic atmosphere. There are many people already here tonight. The sight of other men and women, faces hidden, stirs yet more excitement in my belly.

The main area of the club is a large dance floor, currently heaving with weaving, embracing bodies. There are wide stone pillars running around the perimeter of the room, each adorned with florescent arrows pointing to the various rooms that guests can use. Around the edges of the dance floor are the other rooms. Some are larger, designed for many groups of visitors, while others are smaller, more intimate chambers. Each room has various tools ready for use, such as restraints, whips, paddles, and toys. It’s a pervert’s wet dream… which is why I’m getting wet just standing here, watching masked couples gyrate and grind and kiss each other.

A topless woman walks past me, her face hidden by a masque, black gloves on her hands. A dominant. She pulls a leash, attached to a collar around the neck of a man crawling behind her on his hands and knees. The man wears only a leather G-string. I watch them go into one of the side rooms, then I start walking around, following the wall to the left of the room, getting a feel for the night. One of the men - or women, I don’t discriminate - in this room will assume the role of my master tonight. Maybe they’ll whip me. Maybe they’ll put clamps on my – rapidly hardening – nipples. Maybe they’ll gag me and fuck me and…

I pause at a low counter set into the wall on the left of the room. The club doesn’t have a bar – alcohol and other mind-altering substances are strictly prohibited so everyone is alert and sober at all times – but they do provide water. With the heat generated by the amount of people furiously grinding and dancing together in the middle of the room, water is a good choice right now. I’m already starting to sweat.

I take a bottle offered by a shirtless man in black gloves with a masked face working the ‘bar’ and keep walking around. One of the rooms is occupied, the door standing open to attract additional visitors. I take a peak inside, fascinated.

A woman stands naked but for her masque and black collar in the center of the room, arms raised and legs parted. Her arms are attached to manacles chained dangling from the ceiling by a chain. Her feet are spread by a metal bar. She has a ball gag in her mouth, causing pale strings of drool to leak from her bottom lip down to her breasts. Her body is covered in marks – under this light, they look like angry red slashes – all across her bare stomach and thighs. A woman stands to the side, fully dressed and masked, wearing the black gloves of a master. She holds a wooden cane in her hand and is smiling at her audience. The room is half-full of people watching in deep interest, both men and women, masters and slaves. The woman whips her slave a couple times, on the breasts and the stomach. The sound of the cane striking the naked woman’s body is audible over the music, as is her muffled gasp. My body tingles as I watch the master strike her slave’s naked body. The atmosphere in the room is thick and heavy with sexual anticipation. The slave’s naked sex – neatly shaved, leaving nothing to the imagination – drips with lust and excitement. It’s impossible to know what’s exciting her more; the cane, the audience, or the humiliation. Probably all three.

I could stand here and watch for a long time, but I’d rather find my own master and have him – or her – cane my naked body instead. I step aside, letting other curious patrons into the room, and head over to the little dance floor in the middle of the room. The wide rectangular area is heaving with masked bodies, men and women, some fully dressed, some barely clothed, some in black fetish gear leaving little to the imagination. As I pass the pillars and enter the dance area, my hips begin to sway in time with the pounding, thumping bass. There’s a good atmosphere in the air tonight. Not just the usual sense of erotic anticipation or sexual satisfaction, but an added air of danger and mystery brought on by the masques everyone is wearing tonight. Everybody could be anybody. That thought is even more exciting than the thought of what might happen tonight.

A man catches my eye.

While everyone else on the dance floor is grinding, groping, or making out with one or more partners, this guy is standing alone, to the side of everyone else. He turns his head back and forth, slowly scanning the floor, as though looking for someone. He looks smartly dressed, in a shirt that looks red under the light and dark pants. His sleeves are rolled up. His hands are on his hips.

Our eyes meet for a moment. His face is partially concealed by a simple black masque. It looks like one of the masques the girl at the front counter was giving out. Maybe this guy forgot to bring his own. I give him a shy smile, and turn my back to him, letting myself get lost in the music. Lost in the moment. Lost in the passion.

I dance by myself for a long moment. Maybe two or three songs. They all blend into each other. People come and go, some get drinks, others disappear into the side rooms. A pretty half-naked blond in a masque and black choker grabs me. She kisses me slowly, longingly. Then she breaks off and turns back to a man, his smile visible under a white half-moon masque. He beckons her back with a gloved finger. My blush is thankfully lost in the pink lighting.

Then suddenly I am not alone.

The man I saw a few moments ago is next to me. What I can see of his face is impassive and unreadable. He sweeps me with a look, assessing me. He reaches out and touches me, his hands covered by the black gloves of a master. His gloved hands caress my shoulders, as though measuring me. His firm touch makes me shiver, my body warming and burning. I want him to touch me more.

Apparently, he finds me satisfactory. A smile slowly creeps across his unreadable face – a cute, almost disarmingly boyish smile – and his hands slide up to my black collar. He looks into my eyes. My lips part unconsciously. I want him to choose me. I don’t know who he is, but it doesn’t matter. I want a master. I want him as my master. I want his strong hands on my body and his hard gaze watching me.

He nods. I nod in return. An unspoken contract is made. He gestures toward a side room with one hand. My heart thumps almost as loud as the bass. I’ve never been selected so early in the night before. Maybe he wants to tease. Just a quick taste. Maybe I’ll serve more than one master tonight, after this man is through with me.

I hold out my hand and he takes it in his. He leads me away from the throng of sweaty, lusty bodies, away from the dancefloor, past the pillars ringing the perimeter. We walk past one closed door, then another. The third door is open. The room beyond is empty. Ready for use. Ready for us
.

He leads me through the door and into the room, releasing my hand so he can close the door. We’re sealed into the little room. There’s a table covered with all kinds of wicked props – toys, plugs, restraints, blindfolds, clamps, paddles, whips, spiked rolling wheels, leg spreaders, mouth spreaders, cervix spreaders, pegs, pinchers, gags, chastity devices, and every other kind of deviously corrupt erotic torture device that man is capable of creating. There’s a sign at the end of the table with a message that any of these items are available for sale from the front lobby. Manacles hang from a chain in the ceiling. A multi-purpose wooden gym horse box, about waist height, stands against the back wall. A large wooden X-shape beam structure is to my right, ready for use, restraints waiting at each end of the cross. The walls are covered in heavy black drapes. It feels like we’re all alone in the world. Just me and him now. A slave and her master.

My new master, my mystery man, pulls a drape across the door, enclosing us in thought, erotic darkness. Anything could happen to me in here. That thought makes my cleft – my aching, patient, endlessly unsatisfied cleft – tingle in desperate need.

He pauses for a moment, looking me up and down again. I start to get the feeling that either he’s new at this, or he’s not sure where to start.

‘What do you want to do to me?’ I say, hoping to prompt him.

He points to the X-beam. My body reacts, heat flushing my womanhood, heart skipping a beat. God, yes. Make me surrender.

I walk over to the beam and stand in position, legs parted, arms raised. He follows and grips my wrist and snaps the first restraint into place with a little fumbling. I can’t tell if he’s new to this or nervous. The ‘strong and silent’ game he’s playing is cute, but it’s gonna get old real fast if he doesn’t tell me what he wants.

My master snaps my other wrist into place. I test the restraint carefully – not too tight, but not much give, either. The knowledge that my hands are helplessly pinned above my head makes me tingle and throb all over again. whoever my master is… I want him to dominate me.

After my wrists are restrained, he locks my ankles into place. One, then the other. I am now restrained, totally helpless and immobile, arms and legs attached to the beams. He steps back and looks at me, eyes flashing within his mask. That look in his eyes makes my sex clench. I need this, Oh, God, do I need this!

‘Okay,’ I say, breathing hard but trying to sound calm, ‘before we begin, my safe word is velvet
. Do you want me to call you sir, or master?’

He stares at me, not comprehending for a moment.

Something distracts my attention. Movement.

I look up in the direction of the movement. Behind my master. To the black drapes hanging on the far side of the room. They wave and part and someone steps out.

Not someone
. Two someones.

Two people step out of the drapes and walk further into the light. Two additional men. Like the first, they’re wearing the masques distributed by the front desk. Plus the black gloves. They’re also wearing shirts and dark suit pants. The first guy looks like he was dressed as a professional, but when the three guys come together, it looks like they’ve all come straight from the office.

‘Well look at that,’ says one of the newcomers.

‘All trussed up and nowhere to run,’ says the other.

‘Alone at last,’ says the third man, that one I thought was my master for this session.

My heart races now, in spite of the heat spreading throughout my legs. Three masters? I didn’t sign on for this… but do I dare turn them down?

‘What the fuck is going on?’ I say, my eyes darting from one masked man to another.

The front man, my master, the one who tempted me into this room, raises a hand to the mask and lifts it up. I stare into the face of my captor and the ground opens up beneath me.

‘You!’ I say, in shock and horror and panic.

‘Yeah, me,’ Hayden says.

The two men behind him take off their masks as well. Chase and Wyatt. My employees are here. In my club, my sacred place. I try to move, but I can’t. It’s too late. Far too late.

‘What the fuck
 are you doing here?’ I say, almost hissing in anger. For the first time in my life, I feel ashamed of my kinks and fetishes. These men have crossed a line, an invisible boundary. They haven’t just humiliated me, they’ve invaded the one space I treasure outside work. They’ve seen a side of me I never wanted to share. But the worst part of all-


They’ve taken control from me
.

‘You know,’ Hayden says, ‘it took us a little time to figure out what the hell this club place was. Your diary wasn’t very clear.’

My diary. My fucking diary. It all makes sense now. When I came back from lunch, my diary was on the desk, instead of the drawer. They read my diary.

‘What the fuck
 are you doing here?’ I say again, my voice rising in anger this time. ‘You can’t fucking be here!’

‘Such a mouth,’ Chase says, face gleaming with dark amusement.

‘Is that any way to speak to your masters?’ Wyatt says.

‘Masters
?’ I say, almost laughing. The idea that these men – my underlings, my minions, my employees – could be my masters is laughable.

‘And what are you going to do about it?’ Hayden says. He steps forward, staring me down. In my heels, strapped to the beam, we are almost the same height. He steps so close to me that I can feel the heat of his body against mine. ‘Come on. Tell me. What are you gonna do about it?’

‘You’re fired,’ I say, meeting his level gaze, my eyes blazing. The restraints keep me in place, but I lean my neck forward as much as possible. ‘All of you. Fucking fired. Right now.’

They laugh, amused at my outrage. That hurts more than anything. They’ve never
 laughed at me. Never dared. But the balance of power has shifted now. I am not the one in control here. They are. And they know it.

‘Fine,’ Chase says. ‘We don’t fucking care.’

‘We’ve had enough of your bullshit,’ Wyatt says. ‘You fucking cunt.’

Hayden touches my face with his gloved hand. I try and pull away, but I can’t. There’s no give in the restraints and nowhere to pull away to
. I am powerless and helpless… and so fucking aroused right now. Though the idea of submitting to them
 appals me, but there’s something about how wrong this whole situation is that turns me on more I’ve ever felt before.

‘You shouldn’t be here,’ I say, and this time there’s a thin, pleading note in my voice that I hate. ‘What the fuck are you doing?’

‘We were going to embarrass you,’ Hayden says. ‘That was our first plan, once we managed to figure out your little hobby. Took us a while after you left to search for this place and find out what kind
 of club is was.’

‘Then we had a phone call.’ Now Chase steps up, standing behind Hayden’s right shoulder. ‘We sat around for over an hour waiting for that fucking supplier to call us back, like you wanted.’

‘He was really confused why we needed the figures,’ Wyatt says, taking the space behind Hayden’s left shoulder. The three men form a wall in front of me. A smouldering, angry wall. ‘He was certain that the figures didn’t need to be submitted until next week.’

‘We did a little digging,’ Hayden says, grabbing my chin with his hand and forcing me to look into his face. ‘And it turns out that you’ve been lying to us all fucking week. We’ve been working our asses off for you. And you don’t even need the numbers until next
 Friday.’

‘So what?’ I say. My sex is burning up right now. Anything could happen to me. Anything…

‘Then we decided to teach you a lesson,’ Wyatt says. ‘Who knew that Bridgette the Bitch liked to be a slave? If I’d known that sooner, I would have punished you in the office.’

‘Like the fucking slut you are,’ Chase says.

‘We can talk about this,’ I say. I try to sound firm. Stern. Like I do in the office. But my voice wavers. I sound pleading. Desperate. I sound like Jennifer.

‘I think we’re way passed talking now,’ Hayden says. ‘You can do what you like to us. Fire us. Blacklist us. We don’t fucking care. We’re sick of your bullshit. But right now, you’re the slave… and we’re the masters.’

‘That’s not work it works!’ I say, hating that rising note of protest in my voice.

Hayden grins. His hand slips down my chin. My throat. My collar. My chest. To my breasts, partly exposed by the generous V-cut of my dress. He squeezes one. Then the other. I glare at him, lips pressed tightly together in a thin white slit, refusing to make a sound. My body burns with need and desire. I hate that this is turning me on. This is why I come to the club – to lose control of my body to another.

But why does it have to be them
?

Hayden’s hands slip inside my dress. He cups my breasts. Squeezes them. Feels their full, firm weight in his hands. I am powerless to stop him. He grins at me, enjoying my reaction, knowing that I can’t do a damn thing. He pushes my dress open and lifts my breasts out, exposing my swollen mounds and hard brown nipples.

‘Let’s have some fun with her, boys,’ Hayden says, grinning at me – that charming boyish, tempting smirk. He pinches my nipples and I gasp involuntarily.

Wyatt heads over to the table full of props and toys. Chase grabs my thighs and pushes my dress up to my stomach, revealing my plain white underwear.

‘Huh,’ he says, ‘I thought a well-paid bitch like you could afford better panties.’

I open my mouth to respond, but he slaps my underwear, right over my mound, sending shockwaves through my sex. I cry out, then clamp my lips shut again.

‘She likes it rough,’ Hayden says, winking at me, that damned smirk growing wider. ‘She’s a filthy slut, our Bridgette the Bitch.’

He pinches my nipples again, this time twisting the hard nubs of flesh in his fingers, forcing a shocked gasp out of me. He pulls and stretches my sensitive nipples, making me shudder. It hurts, but in the good way. The way I want
 it to hurt.

Hayden knows. I can tell from the gleam in his eyes. The way his smirk turns faintly cruel at my gasp. He knows I want this. He knows
 what I want.

‘Fuck!’ I say, as he releases my hard, tortured nipples. ‘Fuck you! You’re fucking fired! All of you!’

‘Shut the fuck up,’ Chase says. His casual tone and sarcastic expression shock me into silence for a moment. ‘You’re always fucking complain about something. Just shut the fuck up
!’

He grabs my underwear and pulls. Hard
. Elastic snaps. I gasp. Chase staggers back and grins at me, holding my torn panties up in triumph, a wild look in his eyes.

Hayden grabs my chin and squeezes my cheeks, forcing my lips apart.

‘This’ll keep you quiet,’ he says.

I try to resist, but I can’t. Chase shoves my torn panties into my mouth, shoving them deep with his fingers. I try to bite him, but it’s already too late. I’m restrained by the beam and gagged with my own underwear. I can taste my arousal on the fabric. It’s thick, with a sweet-sour tang that makes me feel dirty and slutty and wrong for enjoying it so much.

Wyatt returns from the table holding a riding crop and two silver nipple clamps connected by a chain. I try to protest, but I can’t. My mouth is stuffed by underwear.

‘I don’t know who’s going to enjoy this more,’ Wyatt says, a dark glower on his face. He holds out one of the clamps and gently stretches it out towards my hard, waiting nipple. I try to rock my body, to prevent him from doing it. Hayden grabs my throat with a firm, possessive hand. I stop immediately. He looks into my eyes, telling me without words that the three of them are in control. Not me. I came here to submit to a master. Now I’m submitting to three.

My chest rises and falls as I breathe long and hard. I watch Wyatt approach me again with the clamp. The hard ends part as he squeezes his fingers together. He fits the clamp over my nipple and releases. I gasp, my muffled cry muted in the room. The three men laugh at my pain and humiliation. The sound of their amusement turns me on even more, as absurd as that seems. Wyatt clips the second clamp to my other nipple and I gasp again. It hurts, but the stimulation only increases my arousal. The metal chain that connects the clamps hangs in a loose horseshoe shape below my breasts, its weight adding to the pressure on my nipples. Hayden releases my throat and the three men observe me for a moment, watching with interested eyes. Each of them has a bulge in his pants.

‘I think she likes it!’ Hayden says. He touches my spread, parted lips, carefully teasing me with his fingers. I groan into my panties. I can feel drool leaking from the corners of my mouth. ‘Look at this!’

Hayden holds up two gloved fingers in front of me. I can see how wet and slippery his digits are. He wipes his fingers on my cheeks, spreading my sweet, fragrant juices over my own face.

‘She won’t like this,’ Wyatt says, a dark glint in his eyes. He holds up the riding crop so the others can see. Chase’s smile widens. Hayden watches my face carefully. Then Wyatt steps into the middle of the group, directly in front of me, between my bound and parted legs, and touches the crop to my chin. It’s tough and leathery and smells musty. I look into Wyatt’s eyes pleading with him to be gentle with me, to be kind, not to hurt me too much. But his face is set in an expression of fierce intensity and I know that he has been waiting a long, long
 time for this moment. His moment of revenge for everything I’ve put him through in the office.

He trails the crop down my body. Down my throat. My exposed breasts. Over the crumpled dress covering my stomach. To my shaved mound. He taps the crop against my smooth skin, gently, almost mocking me.

‘Freshly shaved,’ he says. ‘I always figured you for a natural bush kinda girl.’

Then he slaps
 the crop against my bare pussy. The sharp, sudden jolt sends delicious, erotic ripples of pain through my body. I gasp and groan into my gag, gripping the chains that bind my wrists to the beam. My body instinctively tries to curl up, to protect itself, but I can’t close my thighs. I can’t bend over. I can’t do anything except moan and take it.

My helplessness only makes the fading jab of pain more intensely erotic. This is what I want. This is why I come here. I am powerless and defenceless and utterly under their control.

‘I think Bridgette the Bitch likes it,’ Hayden says, a curiously thoughtful expression on his face. He rubs his hand under his chin, watching my face, enjoying my bittersweet torment.

Next to Hayden, Chase squeezes his bulging pants, hunger in his eyes.

Before I can gather my thoughts, Wyatt brings the crop up again, the leather tip colliding against my most intimate areas with a dull, wet slap. I react again, thrashing against my restraints, moaning and gasping and crying out into the gag. My sex is on fire right now – arousal, shock, pain, and electric stimulation all at once. It feels incredible. Some girls love soft kisses and gentle caresses. Give me a man with a whip any day.

I glare at Wyatt, looking him right in the eye, daring him to do it again. Punish me, Wyatt
. Punish me, you little bitch
.

He does.


Slap
.

Harder this time. Better. He’s getting confident. He’s getting angry. I love the fire in his eyes, almost as much as I love the feel of the crop slapping my most sensitive parts.


Slap
.

I moan into the gag, the restraints clattering against the beam as I thrash, gasping for air. It hurts so good
.


Slap
.

My body trembles and rocks, knees and elbows shaking, fingers gripping the chains. Tears stab the corners of my eyes. I look at Wyatt through misty eyes, sweat touching my forehead.

‘What did you say to Jennifer earlier?’ Wyatt says. I try to think, but I can’t. My whole being is focussed on the three points of delicious, exhilarating pain flooding from my breasts and pussy. ‘Oh, that was it – know your limits
, Bridgette.’


Slap
.

He hits me harder.


Slap
.

Harder.


Slap
.

Harder.

I shake and tremble in the restraints, unable to move, unable to protect myself, unable to do anything except take my punishment. My cries are muffled. Tears roll down my cheeks, trailing black smudges of mascara, smearing my eye shadow. Yet despite all this, there is only one thought racing through my mind right now:

This is what I want!

‘She likes it,’ Hayden says, still watching me with that curious, thoughtful expression. ‘I mean, obviously she’s into kinky shit, but she’s really
 liking it.’ He lifts my drool-covered chin and looks into my eyes again. ‘Are you… enjoying this?’

Should I lie to him? I decide against it. I nod. His expression hardens.

‘We’re not here to please you,’ he says, his voice irritated. ‘We’re here to punish you. Chase, find something we can use that she won’t enjoy.’

Chase shoots a wicked grin at me and heads for the table full of toys.

‘Gimme that,’ Hayden says, holding out his hand to Wyatt and snapping his fingers. Wyatt’s face darkens. He looks from me, to Hayden, to the crop in his hand. He glowers and hands it over to Hayden and stalks back to the table for fresh ideas.

Hayden flexes the crop in his hand, the thin handle bending. He looks up at me and smiles, a cruel, playful flicker on his face. I get a strange sudden sense that, unlike the other two, Hayden knows what he’s doing. He has some experience in the dominant male department.

He moves suddenly, the crop a blur, delivering stinging whips across my body. Thighs. Breasts. Nipples. Mound. Pussy. Calves. Knees. Arms. Shoulders. Everywhere that my skin is exposed, he smacks with the crop. The first few blows are softer, dampened by my juices on the leather tip, but the next several are more solid. My body rocks with the impacts, my skin reacting to the stinging lashes. I’m gonna have bruises tomorrow. That thought makes me even wetter.

Chase reappears at Hayden’s side, something in his hand. I blink away tears for a few seconds to clear my vision. Chase holds a butt plug in his hand, a short purple shaft about as thick as two fingers that tapers to a rounded tip. The base has a purple jewel in it.

‘Ironic,’ Hayden says, flashing that charming grin at me. ‘You’ve been in a pain in our asses…’

‘How does it… work?’ Chase says, glancing at the plug in his hands.

‘Seriously?’ Hayden says, amused. ‘You’ve never used one before?’

Chase shakes his head. If the light wasn’t pink, I would probably be able to see his cheeks flushing.

‘Get it nice and wet first,’ Hayden says. ‘Put it in her mouth. Make her get it ready for you.’

‘It feels like we’re making this enjoyable for her,’ Chase says. ‘That’s not what we agreed on.’

‘Trust me,’ Hayden says. ‘There’s a fine line between pleasure and agony.’

Chase pauses for a moment, then he turns to me. He reaches into my mouth with his finger and thumb. I can smell the leather of his gloves. He grabs my torn ruined underwear and pulls it out of my mouth, dripping with spit. He sneers in disgust and rubs my underwear over my face, smearing me with spit and drool, before dropping the panties on the floor.

‘You’ve made your point,’ I say, panting. ‘I’ll be nicer-’

Chase shoves the plug in my mouth before I can finish the thought. He isn’t gentle. Even though the plug is only four or five inches long, he almost makes me gag with the force of his fingers. My eyes water. After a few long seconds, he removes the plug and holds it up in front of my eyes. The purple rubber glistens with spit. Drool trickles down its shaft.

‘Now put it in her ass,’ Hayden says, a touch of impatience in his voice now.

‘What if she likes it?’ Chase says.

‘So what?’

Chase shrugs and kneels down between my legs. I instinctively try to close my thighs, to prevent him from seeing me like this – exposed, naked, ashamed – but I can’t. The humiliation burns my cheeks. He touches the wet tip of the plug to my tight, puckered asshole. Then he slowly pushes.

‘Fuck!’ I say, my cry muted by the thick drapes around the room. Hayden’s lip curls in a smile as he watches. Chase pushes deeper. I feel my body responding. I relax, force myself to stop clenching. My asshole accepts this new gift, this sudden intrusion, the entrance parting wider as the shaft thickens toward the base. My outburst transforms into a low, guttural groan. Then it’s over. I feel the jeweled base come to a rest against my skin, too wide to enter my butt as well. My ass feels full and the sensation is wonderful. Chase steps back to admire his handiwork.

‘Shit,’ I say, my toes curling inside my shoes. ‘Oh my God, please…’

‘Funny,’ Hayden says. ‘You told me you have a safe word, but you haven’t used it.’

He whips me again with the crop, on the inside of each of my thighs. I cry out in rapturous pain. My body shakes. The butt plug rocks inside me, heightening my pleasure, driving me wilder with delight.

‘Wyatt,’ Hayden says, craning his neck. ‘What the fuck is taking so long?’

‘I’m trying to find something good,’ Wyatt says. ‘I want to torment that bitch.’

‘If you want torment,’ Hayden says, ‘grab that wand. The Hitachi. The big white one.’

Wyatt grabs a magic wand from the table. It’s a large white vibrator shaped a little like a q-tip. The mushroom-shaped head at the end is a vibrator. I’ve used one of these before and it almost blew my head off with how good it felt. In skilled hands, the magic wand is one of the most powerful tools in any sexual arsenal. Right now, I get the sense that Hayden is a lot more skilled than I ever suspected.

‘I thought we were gonna make her pay,’ Wyatt says, handing over the magic wand to Hayden in exchange for the crop.

‘We will,’ Hayden says. ‘We’re gonna drive her crazy. By the time we’re done, Bridgette will be our
 bitch. She’ll be begging to come.’

‘And then?’ Chase says, apparently confused by Hayden’s leadership.

‘She won’t.’

‘How’s that a punishment?’ Wyatt says.

‘You ever had blue balls?’ Hayden says, grinning at his co-conspirators. ‘It’s like that, but way worse. Our little bitch is going to be a whole different woman by the end of this.’

‘Please,’ I say, unsure if I’m begging them to stop or begging them to get started. The anticipation is killing me. My nipples are sore from the clamps. Every little movement makes the plug inside me shiver and jolt. My pussy is leaking. I have never been so turned on before.

‘Observe,’ Hayden says. ‘If Bridgette doesn’t want me to use this-’ He switches on the magic wand. Low rumbling vibrations start to pulse from the tip. ‘-all she has to do is say her safe word. If she wants me to continue, then she needs to say, Hayden is the best
.’

He steps forward, eye-to-eye with me and touches the vibrating mushroom tip of the magic wand to my dripping slit. I react instantly, trembling and trashing as the powerful vibrations flood my sensitive clit and aching sex. Each movement causes the clamps on my nipples to jolt and the plug in my ass to shift. I look into his eyes, seeing sparkling pleasure written all over his face. I shudder and rock and convulse.

Hayden removes the vibrator. I hang limp in the restraints, panting, drooling, moaning.

‘What do we say?’ he says.

I look in his eyes and grit my teeth. I won’t give him the satisfaction of begging. Or quitting.

He cocks an eyebrow, amused by my resistance, and touches the wand to my clit again. I react like I’ve been struck by lightning – a full-body spasm, wriggling, straining, wailing with delight. It feels beyond incredible. Every movement causes a chain reaction inside me. The heat in my pussy becomes an inferno. I feel the beginnings of my climax building in the pit of my stomach. My moans turn to shrill wails of pleasure.

Hayden pulls the wand away. The fire inside me stalls.

‘No!’ I say, before I can stop myself. ‘Please!’

‘What do you say?’ he says, that damned grin on his lips.

I clamp my mouth shut, glaring at him. He chuckles and pats my dripping sex with a gloved hand. I gasp at his touch – firm, controlled, sensual.

‘Hayden is the best,’ I say, clenching my teeth.

‘A little louder,’ he says, cupping a hand behind his eye in mock deafness.

‘Hayden is the best!
’ I say, almost yelling.

‘There, you see, boys?’ Hayden says, over his shoulder. ‘Anybody can be trained. Maybe this the real
 reason they call her Bridgette the Bitch, hmm?’

Before I can respond, he touches the wand to my pussy again and all thoughts are lost. I wail and moan in pleasure, writhing in my restraints, unable to do anything except take it. The fire inside my belly explodes back into life. My orgasm approaches again, rushing toward me like a tidal wave about to slam into a lighthouse-

Hayden withdraws his hand again. The fire subsides. The tidal wave melts back into the sea.

‘Fuck!’ I say. ‘Please! Fuck! Hayden, you’re the best! Please!’

‘No,’ he says. ‘You put us through hell every fucking day. You’re an insufferable bitch who always gets her way. Not tonight.’ He cups my chin again in his strong hand, forcing me to look into his face. ‘Tonight, you’re going to serve us.’

‘Hayden…’ I say, weakly trying to protest, to beg, to plead.

‘Shut up,’ he says. He turns back to Chase and hands over the magic wand. ‘Put that against her in ten second intervals. Don’t let her come.’

‘What about you?’ Wyatt says.

‘I have some ideas,’ Hayden says, heading to the table at the back of the room.

My heart pounds almost as loud as the music on the other side of the door. What ideas could he have? How much more could he want to put me through tonight?

Chase pushes the wand into my sex and I scream with delight once more. He isn’t as skilled with the vibrator as Hayden – while Hayden was gentle and held it steady, Chase jabs the tip into my clit like a clueless teenager having a cheeky fondle. Despite his obvious lack of skill, the wand does its work and waves of incredible pleasure explode inside me all over again. I jolt and shudder and cry out once more. Then Chase removes the wand. My body continues trembling. My knees are weak. Without the restraints keeping me upright, I’d pitch forward to the floor. They would enjoy that, no doubt.

‘Is that ten seconds?’ Chase says.

‘I don’t know, I thought you were keeping count,’ Wyatt says.

Chase shrugs and pushes the wand into me again. My body lurches and struggles and thrashes in response. It feels good. So fucking good. I want to come so badly. But Hayden won’t allow it.

‘Please!’ I say, almost yelling the word in passionate desperation. ‘Please let me come!’

Chase pulls the wand away from my throbbing, aching clit just before I reach the point of no return. Wyatt laughs and slaps my legs with the crop. His swings are unfocused and uncontrolled, not like Hayden’s. The stings feel good, but not as good as before.

‘Okay,’ Hayden says, returning from the far end of the room. He holds a leg spreader in his hands. My pussy tingles as think of all the things he could do once my legs are chained to that bar. ‘Unclip her right leg.’

Wyatt unlocks the restraint around my right ankle. I immediately try to pull my leg away – to where? I don’t know – but he grabs me and holds me firmly in place. Hayden kneels down and slips the clasp of the spreader around my ankle. They move across to my left leg and repeat the process, fastening my feet into place in the spreader. My feet are now parted, opened wide by the bar, but I can at least move.

‘What do you want from me?’ I say. ‘You’ve done enough. You can go. I’ll be good to you. I promise.’

‘Not yet,’ Hayden says. ‘I think you need a little lesson in control.’

‘Please…’

He takes the wand from Chase and says, ‘Unlock her hands.’

As Wyatt and Chase fumble with the restraints at my wrists, Hayden gently touches the vibrating tip of the wand against my sex yet again. My eyes roll up in my head. The world becomes a blur of colors and sounds. My body rattles and shakes. Suddenly, my hands are free, but all I can do is hold onto the chains for dear life, terrified that my body won’t be able to hold together if I let go.

Then Hayden steps back and the vibrations stop. I’m a mess. That cute, seductive strand of hair is stuck to my cheek by sweat. I have drool all over my chin and breasts. My pussy is damned near dripping on the floor. My makeup is smeared all down my cheeks. I pant, looking at Hayden through half-lidded eyes.

‘Take that dress off her,’ he says.

Chase and Wyatt move quickly. They pull down the zip at the back and lift the dress up over my head. After a moment’s hesitation, they unclip my bra, too. My clothes are dumped in a pile on the floor. I’m naked but for my heels, masque and collar. I try to cover myself with my hands, but Chase slaps them away. I am naked, legs spread for these men. I am humiliated and punished and dripping fucking wet with the need to experience more degradation at their hands.

Hayden steps forward and grasps the chain connected to the clamps on my nipples. He gently pulls it towards him, tugging on my hard, sore nipples. I gasp at the sensation.

‘Get on your knees,’ he says. ‘You’re going to crawl across the floor.’

He pulls the chain again and I involuntarily lurch forward. With my feet locked in the spreader and my heels in place, I stagger. Hayden releases the chain. Chase and Wyatt catch me before I fall and gently lower me to the floor. The three men walk to the back of the room, to the table will of toys on the far side.

‘Come, slut,’ Hayden says. ‘Show us how bad you want it.’

I am on my hands and knees. My body trembles with the need to come. My nipples ache from the pinch of the cruel metal clamps. My feet are helplessly bound and restrained in the spreader bar. I am utterly at their mercy.

And I couldn’t be more turned on.

Hayden turns off the magic wand and puts it back on the table. He points to his feet, telling me where to go. I swallow hard and begin crawling to him. Every movement shakes the plug in my ass, driving me wild. On its own, the plug is not enough to make me come, but it feels so fucking good.

I crawl to them. One hand. Then the other. Then my knees, my restrained feet raised in the air behind my ass. Slowly, steadily, I crawl to them. Humiliation and lust burn my cheeks. This is what it feels like to give up control – to really, truly surrender to another. I could use my safe word. I could shout for help. But I’m in far too deep now. I want to see this through. I am not a quitter.

‘Good girl,’ Hayden says, as I finally come to a rest between his feet. ‘I think you like being our little slut, don’t you?’

I nod, slowly.

‘I have one more plan in mind for you,’ Hayden says, his green eyes flashing in triumph.

He turns to the table and grabs something. Then he bends down and reaches around to the back of my head.

‘What-’ I start, but it’s already too late. As I open my mouth, he slips something between my lips. It pushes my tongue down. I feel cold metal bite into my lips, forcing my mouth wide open. A rubber strap pinches the back of my head, locking the mouth spreader in place. My mouth is wide open and there’s nothing I can do about it. Drool trickles from my bottom lip already.

‘That’s better,’ Hayden says. ‘Don’t you ever get sick at the sound of your voice? We do.’

I look up at them. My masters. The three men who control me. All with excited eyes and bulging pants.

Hayden looks to Wyatt, then to Chase, and says, ‘Who wants to go first?’

Chase unzips his pants without hesitation. He pushes his pants and shorts down and reveals himself to me. A stubby cock springs out to greet me. It’s about six inches or so in length, but a good thickness. I look up into Chase’s eyes, pleading with him to go easy on me. The message doesn’t go through.

He steps forward and grabs the back of my head and shoves his cock down the back of my throat. I gasp and gag and quiver. He holds it there for a long moment, the head almost reach my throat, then starts to fuck my face in hard, fast thrusts. He uses my mouth as a hole to make himself come.

I love it.

My hand drifts south and strokes my wet, soaking lips. A powerful tremble runs through me. I need
 to come. After all this teasing and tormenting, it will be the most powerful orgasm of my life.

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ Hayden says. He pushes Chase back and my mouth is suddenly empty. He grabs my chin and lifts it up, forcing me to look at him again. ‘Did I fucking say you could touch yourself? No, I didn’t. I said that you were not going to come today, and I fucking mean it!’

He grabs something from the table. A series of metal bars and restraints. I try to move but Wyatt grabs a handful of my hair, forcing me to stay in place. Hayden clips a metal hoop around my neck. He grabs my right arm and clips that into place. Then my left. My arms are now locked into a metal restraint, keeping my hands at eye level on each side of my head, like a modern version of medieval stocks. Five hundred years ago, this was a punishment. Now the lack of movement makes my soaking pussy tingle.

‘There,’ Hayden says. ‘Now you can’t misbehave.’

He nods to Chase and my helpless, open mouth is filled with thick, hard cock once more. I have never been controlled like this before. Not even the best masters I’ve ever served have made me feel so helpless and subdued and excited. Hayden is good, but the three of them working as a team are something else entirely. They cover each other’s weaknesses and keep me going, never letting me rest or cool off for a moment.

Chase fucks my face like a man possessed, grunting and groaning, clearly loving my lack of movement.

‘I’ve always wanted to shut you up,’ he says, grinning wildly down at me.

He grabs a fistful of my hair and punishes my mouth and throat, shoving his thick cock as deep as it can reach.

From the corner of my eye, I see Hayden take a leather whip with many tails from the table. I hear his footsteps as he slowly paces and comes to a stop behind me.

‘Do it better,’ he says.

The leather thongs of the whip crash against my bare, unprotected back. I gasp over Chase’s thick length. He thrust harder now, delighted by gasps. Hayden whips me again. And again. And again. Every impact makes me gasp and shake and tremble. It feels fucking incredible.

‘Fuck, this is good,’ Chase says.

‘Come in her mouth,’ Wyatt says, his voice deep and growling. ‘Unless she wants to say no?’

I groan, the only sound I am capable of making right now.

Hayden whips me again and again. Slowly. Methodically. At his leisure.

Chase fucks my throat like a man possessed, his smile turning into a grimace of concentration.

Wyatt watches from the side, waiting his turn.

‘I’m fucking close!’ Chase says, eyes gleaming in the pink light.

‘Come in her mouth,’ Hayden says. ‘She’s a good slut. She’ll swallow it all for you.’

My hands thrash against the metal restraints. I am desperate to get free. Not to leave the room or fight them off, but to touch myself. The sensation of having a hard cock forced down my throat while my ass is stuffed with the plug is driving me fucking insane with lust. I can’t even think clearly.

Chase grunts one final time and forces his cock to the back of my throat, his fingers gripping my head tight enough to bruise me. I shudder, unable to move or breathe or think.

He comes down my throat. Hot, thick spurts of salty come blasting into my mouth, cascading down my throat. I gag and choke and shudder. Hayden whips my back. He says something, but I can’t hear him. All my focus is on not choking right now.

Two pumps hit my throat. Three. Four. Then a final jerk of his cock and the last of Chase’s come dribbles onto my pinned tongue. He tastes sour. His thick come coats the inside of my mouth.

Finally, he eases out, still holding head in place.

‘Swallow it,’ he says. ‘Like you make me swallow your bullshit every fucking day.’

With the mouth spreader in place and my tongue pinned, it’s difficult to do anything with my throat right now. Plus, he came a lot
. But I screw my eyes shut and swallow his thick, sour come without gagging. Tears roll down my cheeks from how hard he fucked my mouth.

‘Good,’ Chase says. Then he shoves me toward Wyatt, looking at me in disgust.

Wyatt grabs my head, cock hard and ready, and shoves his length in my mouth. His cock is not as thick as Chase’s – and maybe a little shorter, too – but he tastes so much sweeter. If I had my hands, I would give him the best blowjob of his life.

Wyatt grunts and groans and fucks my throat with as much speed and enthusiasm as Chase. His cock doesn’t quite touch the back of my throat, so I don’t feel like I’m going to gag or choke, thank God.

Hayden resumes whipping me. Each impact makes my body ripple, the clamps jiggling on my breasts, the plug jogging and shifting in my ass. I moan and groan, unable to do anything but accept my punishment.

Wyatt doesn’t last as long as Chase. In a few short minutes, his breathing changes to a deep, grunting pant that I recognize so well. He is close. He doesn’t need to tell me. I can see it in his face.

He keeps pumping my mouth as he erupts, cock throbbing and pulsing and jerking with each spurt of come. His spunk tastes so much sweeter than Chase’s. I look up at him as he pumps my mouth full of his sweet, delicious come. He keeps pumping, even after his climax has passed and my mouth is full of his juices.

‘All right, let her swallow,’ Hayden says from behind me. He stops whipping me as Wyatt slowly eases back out of my mouth, leaving a slimy trail on my gaping lips.

I swallow like a good little slut. If my mouth wasn’t being held in place, I would smile at my masters.

‘My turn,’ Hayden says.

He walks around to the front and unzips his pants. I watch with interested eyes, heart racing, desperately wanting to please him after all the delicious punishment he’s inflicted on me tonight.

Hayden eases his cock free. Unfurls
 his cock, more like. It’s a beautiful member. Easily seven inches, maybe more. A good thickness. A delicious, glistening, deep purple head. Smooth and straight as an arrow. My pussy throbs in jealousy at the sight of it.

‘Show me how sorry you are for being such a fucking cunt,’ Hayden says.

I push my head forward and greedily take his length to the back of my throat. I can’t even get the whole thing in my mouth at once. Hayden places a calm, firm hand on the back of my head and guides me, slowly and gently. I suck him as hard as I can without being able to move my lips or hands or tongue. Drools splatters my bare breasts. God only knows how much my pussy is leaking on the floor right now.

Hayden takes control now. His strong hands grip my head, holding me steady as he fucks my mouth. He pushes his cock in deep, making my eyes water, forcing reluctant little gagging sounds out of my throat. His eyes gleam with pleasure as he completes my humiliation, my degradation, my punishment. My master. My God.

He groans now, enjoying himself, his pace beginning to quicken. My body trembles with pleasure at the thought of serving all three of them. I need this. Badly. Desperately.

Hayden takes his cock out of my mouth. It is glistening and dripping with my saliva. He rubs it over my face, smearing my spit and makeup and his sweet, tangy excitement across my cheeks and chin and forehead, marking me as a dirty slut. As his
 dirty slut.

Now my face is marked and smeared and filthy, he shoves his cock back in my mouth and starts to fuck my throat. Deep and hard and fast. Powerful, firm thrusts. I choke and gag. Tears fill my eyes. He grins at me, that charming, boyish grin, loving my humiliation almost as much as me.

‘My turn,’ he says, and I feel his thick shaft pulse in my throat as he unloads into my mouth. His come tastes almost as sweet as Wyatt’s, but there’s so much more
 of it. I gasp and gag. He holds me still until every last drop empties from his balls, until every last drop pumps out of the tip of his cock, until every last drop is inside my slutty, willing mouth.

Once he has finally finished, he withdraws from my mouth and gives me an instruction.

‘Swallow.’

I do as my master commands. A third load of come slides down my throat.

‘Good,’ Hayden says. ‘Very good.’ He looks around at the other two. While Hayden looks calm and in control, Chase and Wyatt seem a little uncomfortable now.

‘Let’s take that plug out, shall we?’ Hayden says. ‘Bend over. Forehead on the floor.’

I do as my master commands.

‘I told you a bitch like Bridgette can be trained,’ Hayden says, causing the other two men to laugh.

I wait for a few seconds. Then Hayden walks around me, to my raised and ready ass. I feel his strong fingers grip the jeweled base of the plug and he slowly pulls it free. I moan in pleasure as my tight asshole opens and releases the plug. I can feel my puckered hole winking and clenching.

Then I feel something else. Something unexpected. Cold metal straps around my waist. I try to sit up, but I can’t. My body is resting on my head.

Hayden straps something around my waist. Then he slides something between my parted legs and slots it into place over my aching, yearning, red-hot, dripping, begging pussy. I hear metallic clicking.

His strong hands grip my waist and he pulls me back to my knees. I look down and see that he’s strapped a chastity device to me. One metal ring circles my waist, while another runs between my legs, connected to the first ring at my front and back. There are little gaps in the underside bar to allow me to use the bathroom.

I look at Hayden pleading at him with my eyes, begging him – please, please, don’t do this!
 – but he only smiles. He kneels down in front of me and holds up a little silver key.

‘See this?’ he says. I nod. ‘This is the key for that device. The only
 key. It’s mine now, you understand?’

I nod again.

‘This is how it’s gonna work,’ Hayden says, smiling. ‘I’m gonna keep this on me. You’re gonna stay locked up. We’ll come back here next week, all three of us. And we’ll have a long talk about your attitude at work and whether we think you deserve to be released or not. Sound good?’

I shake my head, begging with desperate eyes.

‘Too bad.’

Hayden stands and slips the key in his pocket. He tucks his wilted cock into his pants and zips up.

‘Let’s leave Bridgette to think about our arrangement,’ he says, pulling his masque back down over his eyes. ‘See you Monday, bitch.’

Chase and Wyatt cover their faces once more. All three of them walk to the exit. They pull back the black drape and unlock the door. I make a pained, panicked, desperate groan. What about me?


‘Have a good rest of your night,’ Hayden says. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll pay for the belt on my way out.’ He flashes one final grin and opens the door. There are dozens of people outside, dancing, walking, making out. They step back to let my three masters pass, and look in at me, on my knees, bound and restrained, mouth forced open. I see smiling, interested men. Curious women. Slaves and masters step forward to enter the room, some looking at me with erotic interest. A helplessly bound woman, mouth forced open, wearing a slave’s collar.

It’s going to be a long night.

It’s going to be a long week.

###


Hotwife Stories:

Becoming


‘Were you serious?’ Ray says.

‘Huh?’ I’m lying face-down on the bed, half-in and half-out of that delicious cooling down phase after a particularly passionate bout of lovemaking. I can feel strength returning to my body again as my heart rate slowly decreases. I can feel our juices mingling inside me, the sensation of his warm love sending little quivers through my body.

‘What you said earlier,’ Ray says. ‘When we were doing it.’

‘I said a lot of things,’ I say, still in a dreamlike state. I’m one of those people who talk a lot during sex. I love dirty talk. Filth just seems to flow out of my mouth like a torrent of gushing water. It’s not something I ever consciously decided to do. One night a few years before with a previous lover, I noticed how excited he became when I started telling him what I wanted him to do to me. Over time, I became more daring, more vocal, more daring, more passionate in my dirty talk, until Ray had to ask me to tone it down a notch. Not bad for a meek elementary school teacher.

Ray sits on the edge of the bed, his body glowing in the soft candlelight of our bedroom. His wedding ring gleams dimly in the light as he leans down and kisses the back of my neck. I shiver with delight at the feel of his warm lips on my sensitive skin. My body still tingles with the pleasure of our passionate embrace.

‘When you first rolled on your front,’ he says, ‘you told me to tease your ass. Which I did.’

Like I needed reminding. That teasing was half the reason I’m now feeling so good. I give my ass cheeks an unconscious little clench, enjoying the sensation of having been penetrated by his fingers.

‘And while I was doing that,’ he says, ‘I asked if you wanted to have another cock in there, instead of my fingers. You said yes.’

‘What girl wouldn’t?’ I say, dreamily, wondering why he’s talking so much this time. Usually we fall asleep in each other’s arms afterwards.

‘You said yes,’ he says, gently kissing the back of my neck again. ‘And I asked if you wanted me to bring a friend home so we could both fuck you.’

I sigh happily, remembering the moment.

‘And then you said,’ he says, ‘you said you’d rather fuck the other guy in front of me and make me jerk off.’

I giggle like a naughty schoolgirl, thinking back to that moment. I had said that, hadn’t I? I’d said it because I love challenging him. When I challenge him, he starts getting rough with me, spanking my ass and pulling my hair. It drives me wild, so I challenge him as much as possible. I say things like, Is that the best you can do
? and Come on, you can fuck me harder than that
. The more I insult him and challenge his masculinity, the more he gets off on it.

‘Come on,’ Ray says, ‘I’m being serious. Did you mean it?’

‘Of course,’ I say, giggling again. I wiggle my ass at him. ‘Why would I want you to enjoy this?’

He smiles and kisses my neck once more, running a warm, reassuring hand down by back, gently caressing my ass. He touches me with such tenderness, a total contrast to the passion and frenzied spanking of a few minutes’ previously.

‘I think I would like that,’ he says, sounding serious, thoughtful.

‘Like what?’ I say, enjoying the caress of his hand on my ass cheek.

‘I would enjoy watching you fuck another man.’

‘Yeah, okay,’ I say, not believing him, lifting my ass up to his hand, wanting him to keep caressing my soft skin.

‘I’m being serious,’ he says. ‘I think that would be hot.’

I turn my face towards him and look into his eyes. He has that puppy-dog face of his, the one that means he’s being honest.

‘You want to watch me…’ I say, speaking slowly and clearly, trying to make sure I fully understand what he’s saying, ‘…with another man? Like, naked? Having sex? With someone else?’

‘Yeah,’ he says, looking over my naked body with loving eyes.

‘I don’t get it,’ I say. ‘I see what’s in it for me – I get to have sex, but what do you get out of it?’

‘I get to watch you.’

I try to lift up my head, but I can’t. I am completely drained, spent and exhausted. It’s taking all my energy just to keep talking.

‘How is that exciting?’ I say. ‘Wouldn’t you rather have me all to yourself? Why would you want to share this?’ I shake my hips again, rocking my ass from side to side.

‘You are beautiful,’ he says. ‘But sometimes… sometimes I wonder if I’m enough for you.’

I pull myself out of my dreamlike stupor and roll onto my back, exposing the front of my body to him.

‘Why would you think that?’ I say. ‘Look at this smile. You made it happen.’

‘I know,’ he says, ‘I know… it’s just…’

I place my hand on his thigh, close to his flaccid manhood. It gives him confidence.

‘I know I’m not the best,’ he says. ‘You… you know, you’ve had a few lovers before you met me…’

‘I don’t care about them,’ I say. ‘I married you.’

‘And I’m so grateful,’ he says. ‘I want the world to know how lucky I am to have you. I like the idea of sharing you with someone else. I think watching someone else satisfy you would really turn me on.’

I lift myself up on one elbow and study his face carefully, the handsome face I wake up next to every day. He doesn’t look as youthful as he did when we met, but our years together have given his face a glow I fall in love with every time we wake up. I love Ray dearly and wouldn’t change our time together for anything in the world. I find it strange and confusing that he would want to share me with another man. Strange, confusing… and yet, a little exciting. I can’t deny it. I should be horrified, or disgusted or appalled – I’m a married woman, not some trophy to be passed around as my husband please! – yet the idea of Ray watching me in another man’s embrace, the thought of taking another lover with my husband’s permission
 fills me with strangely pleasant sensations. Is it wrong to be excited – even a little – by the idea of doing this?

‘What are you thinking?’ Ray says.

‘Wondering why you would want to watch,’ I say. ‘Wouldn’t you rather join in? A little ménage à trois
?’

‘Maybe,’ he says, ‘But I’d rather watch you with, like, a really skilled guy. Someone who knows exactly what he’s doing, you know? The kind of man who makes you come twice before he’s even half way there.’

I take his hand in mine, bring it to my lips, kiss it tenderly.

‘You are a great lover,’ I say. ‘Believe me. I wouldn’t have married you if you weren’t!’

He laughs, kisses my head. His lips send tingles of delight throughout my warm body.

‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘But I guess what I’m trying to say is that I love you. I love you so much. I love giving you pleasure and seeing you enjoy yourself. So I want to give you the most pleasure I can.’

I close my eyes and think about it. Trying to imagine it. Picturing my legs parting for a man who is not my husband, moaning and groaning as this stranger takes me, thrusting deep inside me… while my husband watches.

‘What would you do?’ I say. ‘I’d feel like you were missing out. Shouldn’t you be able to enjoy it, too?’

‘I would,’ he says. ‘I would enjoy watching you. I love watching you enjoy yourself.’

That’s true. He likes it when I play with myself in front of him. I like it too – the look on his face, the excitement in his eyes, the flush of his cheeks as I bring myself closer and closer to the edge…

‘It’s just a thought,’ he says. ‘Just a thought.’

He kisses me again and gets into bed next to me. I feel his warm flesh against mine, comforting me, holding me. After a long moment, he drifts off to sleep.

But I can’t sleep right now. My mind is racing.

I’m giving it serious thought.

Bringing another man into my bedroom, but not for a threesome. Not for an illicit affair, either. Purely for me to enjoy him while my husband, my greatest love, watches us.

The thought is exciting. I’m picturing it now, all so clearly. Me and this... other
, entwined, naked, our bodies moving as one. Maybe he’s bigger than Ray. Maybe he’s more muscular. Maybe he wants to do things to me that Ray hasn’t even thought about.

The more I think about it, the more exciting it becomes. How many women can honestly say that their husband wants them to take another lover? His values my pleasure so much that he wants to give me more, at any cost. Even if it means he isn’t involved.

It takes me a long time to fall asleep.

****

The next day is Monday. Back to a regular working week. Ray and I have a rule – no sex during the week. I’m an elementary school teacher. I spend my week being strict and authoritative of a class full of rowdy children. I have to be in control at all times. I don’t want to be distracted from this by sex. Once the week is over, sex is back on the table. Our entire weekends are spent in each other’s arms, making up for lost time. From the moment Ray gets home from work on Friday, we hungrily devour one another all over again, as though we’ve been apart for months. During the week, I push all my thoughts and desires to the furthest corners of my mind.

I spend the week not thinking about Ray’s suggestion. I go to school, teach my class, and greet parents and carers at the end of each day. I go home, have dinner with my husband and fall asleep. The week rolls slowly by, much as it ever does.

Friday comes and I can finally take off my teacher mask, so to speak. I drive home, have a long shower, shave my legs, and start feeling sexy again. It’s hard to feel desirable when you spend every day working with children – generally, you want to present an image of you being authoritative and in control, so you have no reason to want to look attractive. Sometimes Ray comes home and finds me still dressed in my boring, frumpy school teacher clothes, bent over stacks of homework books, shovelling noodles into my mouth. That’s the unglamorous reality of marriage with a teacher. Nothing like the fantasy, unfortunately!

I step out of the shower, feeling fresh and alive, my legs smooth and freshly shaven. I have left my school teacher persona behind and now I can be a naughty housewife all weekend.

Now I can finally think about Ray’s offer in a little more detail. The idea of being shared, mind and body, with another man. The proposal sends little tingles through me, a tiny rush of excitement that might well snowball and build into a crushing avalanche of desire should I let it.

I dress in loose-fitting clothes and sit down in front of the computer. I still have a good hour or so before Ray comes home. Plenty of time to delve a little deeper into this fantasy of his.

The computer bursts into life. I load up the internet and start searching, wondering what I need to type to find this stuff.

It doesn’t take me long to get a hit.

They call it being a hotwife
, apparently. And there’s a hell of a community for that kind of thing. It seems that knowingly sharing your wife with another man is not an unusual desire. There are thousands of hits as I search through the web, and even more arrive as I start to learn the terminology and narrow down my filters. Lots of men like to have their wives bed other men for a whole host of reasons. Some, like Ray, get off on their wife’s pleasure alone. Others seem to prefer taking it a step further – they like to be humiliated by their partner, to be made subordinate to the man who beds their wife. I’m not sure that’s something I want to go into right now. But it comforts me to know that Ray is not alone in this desire. In fact, I start to wonder if Ray has looked this all up himself, before he ever suggested it to me. Maybe this is what he’s into? Maybe he has pleasured himself to thoughts of this before now, and only recently worked up the courage to talk about it with me?

I find several sites that offer videos of the hotwife experience. Not glamorous, perfectly-lit porn stars faking orgasms and massaging their enhanced breasts with hand adorned with fake nails. Real
 videos. Filmed on crappy cell phone cameras in half-lit bedrooms. Women who aren’t in perfect shape make passionate love to men who aren’t endowed with ten-inch erections. Their husbands watch and film, take pictures, and jerk themselves off. I don’t usually watch porn, but there’s something different here, something incredibly exciting that stirs a pot of emotions inside me. I watch the faces of the women as they make love to the other man, the excitement and passion written all over their faces. It’s different to professional porn – there’s no fakery here, no acting, no loud moans and absurd cries of pleasure. This is real sex, with real people.

And as I watch, I feel myself getting more and more turned on. Not just by the images that I’m seeing – graphic as they are – but by the emotions present. There’s more happening here than in regular porn. These people aren’t being paid to put on this show, they’re doing it because they want to. The wives are doing it for their husbands. The other men are doing it for the wife. The husbands are doing it for love.

I find myself gently teasing my warm sex with my fingers, not masturbating exactly, but checking to see if my body is reacting the same way as my mind. It is. My soft lips are wet and hungry, flowering open, waiting for Ray to enter me.

But Ray won’t be home for another thirty minutes. Shit.

I tease my body further, slowly edging closer and closer to climax, but not allowing myself to reach orgasm. I want Ray to make me come when gets home, not before. I’ve been saving myself for him all week. At the same time, I continue surfing the web, delving deeper and deeper into the world of the hotwife. I read sizzling confession stories, watch red-hot amateur videos, gaze upon pictures of woman lovingly photographed as their greedily receive their lover’s manhood. All the while, I tease my soaking sex, feeling myself grow wetter and wetter. I am desperate for release by now. The images, the words, the thoughts – all of them combine into a heady cocktail of erotic delight that takes my breath away.

When Ray finally comes home, I practically attack him, tearing off his clothes and throwing him to the floor right then and there in our living room. I take him inside me in a desperate frenzy, like a woman possessed, a torrent of filth pouring from my mouth the whole time. He doesn’t even get the chance to say hello.

****

Afterward, we move upstairs and embrace again, allowing ourselves a slower and more passionate round two. I adore the way he makes me feel, so full and complete when we have sex, so satisfied and loved afterwards.

Ray holds me tight from behind, kissing my neck. His manhood slowly deflates, wet with our juices, pressing against my ass. I feel quenched and satisfied, the wild animal inside me sated… for now.

‘Hello,’ Ray says.

‘Hi,’ I say, giggling. It’s the first time we’ve spoken and he’s been home almost an hour.

‘Where did that come from?’ he says.

‘I missed you,’ I say.

He kisses my neck, slowly, deliciously. I let out a happy sigh.

We lay together for a long while. I think about what just happened between us, the frenzied passion of our lovemaking, the intensity of my orgasm when I threw him to the floor and mounted him like it was our last night on earth. What had turned me on so much? Was it the websites I was surfing? The videos I was watching? Or was it the thought of being shared with another man?

‘I’m interested,’ I say, breaking the long, comfortable silence between us.

‘Huh?’ he says, his mind somewhere else.

‘What you said last week,’ I say. ‘About… you know… sharing me. Watching me. I’m interested.’

‘Oh?’ he says, sitting up a little. ‘Really? What made you change your mind?’

I roll over to face him.

‘I haven’t changed my mind,’ I say. ‘I just didn’t know much about it before. But I looked it up earlier. And… I liked it. I liked it a lot. That’s why I got so excited when you came home.’

His eyebrows arch in surprise and a delighted smile spreads over his face.

‘I’m glad you like it,’ he says. ‘I didn’t think it would excite you this much…’

I giggle again, feeling naughty, but glad I can share this with him. I don’t feel ashamed or guilty about it, just excited. I can see the happiness in his face, and I feel his manhood beginning to stir against my thigh.

‘I had a couple of thoughts,’ I say. ‘I had some ground rules I wanted to lay down before we get ahead of ourselves…’

‘Sure,’ he says, leaning on one arm like a man posing for a portrait. He trails a finger across my throat and breasts, stroking my smooth, soft skin.

‘Okay,’ I say, trying to concentrate on what I had seen earlier and remembering my thoughts from the time. ‘Firstly, condoms. He has to wear one. I know I’m on the pill, but the only man who comes in me is you.’

‘Wear a condom,’ Ray says. ‘Check.’

‘Two, no photos or videos. I work in a school, I don’t want pictures of me getting fucked by some guy floating around.’

‘Agreed.’

‘Third,’ I say, warming up, ‘I want to meet the guy before we do anything. The three of us, we’ll go to dinner together. And I want your opinion too. If you don’t like him, we won’t do it.’

‘Thank you,’ he says, kissing my forehead.

‘Which reminds me,’ I say, ‘four – hotel room. I’m not bringing him here and I’m not going to his. If we do anything, it has to be a hotel room, somewhere neutral.’

‘That’s what I was thinking,’ he says. I can feel him stiffening against my thigh, growing excited as we talked about it.

‘And I don’t want to humiliate you,’ I say. ‘I love you, and I want to do this for you. So I’m okay with the hotwife thing, but I’m not going to cuckold you, okay?’

‘Hotwife,’ he says, musing on the word. ‘Cuckold. You have done your research, haven’t you?’

‘I’m being serious,’ I say. ‘I’m not comfortable with yelling at your or insulting you or anything like that.’

‘No cuckolding,’ he says. ‘Check. Anything else?’

‘It has to be a stranger,’ I say. ‘I’m not doing it with anyone we know or might see again. Could you imagine if one of dad from the school turned up to fuck me?’

He laughs.

‘One more rule,’ I say. ‘If I don’t want to do something or I’m not comfortable, it’s not happening. I don’t care if he’s fucking me at the time, it stops when I say so, right?’

‘Absolutely,’ he says. ‘This is all about you anyway.’

‘Are there any rules that you want to put out there?’ I ask.

‘Just that you enjoy yourself,’ he says. ‘That’s all I want.’

‘I’m nervous,’ I say.

He kisses my head. My body relaxes. He always knows how to make me feel better.

‘Maybe we could look into it?’ I say. ‘You and me… together?’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ he says, nodding with excitement. ‘We’ll do it tonight if you want?’

‘Not now,’ I say. ‘For now, I’m all yours.’

I kiss him, melting against his body, hungry for more.

****

The process of finding a third party takes much longer than deciding to go ahead with it. First, we have to find a website to start casting around for interest. Then we word our enquiries carefully, making a point of phrasing our posts carefully. We were looking for a gentleman companion
. I was a nervous first-timer
. The gentleman in question needed to be a considerate and passionate individual
. We stressed the need to meet beforehand to discuss the arrangement. Then we waited.

We check the responses every night, hoping to see something that we like. Most of our replies are depressingly crude, often starting with lines like, I wanna fuck you, slut
 or, I got a dick so fucking big it’ll make your hubby cry
. I begin to think we won’t be able to find a suitable partner. Would Ray be upset if we can’t do this? Or should I choose one from the bad replies we’ve received – even though they make my skin crawl – just to please him?

Finally, we get a reply that we can read the whole way through.


Hello
, it reads, I have plenty of experience assisting couples in your position. If you would like, I would be more than happy to discuss your arrangement via email
.

I read it through twice, feeling a nervous flutter in my stomach. It’s polite, courteous, friendly, and places me firmly in control of the interaction.

‘I think this might be the one,’ Ray says, smiling at me.

‘Me too,’ I say. ‘Me too.’

****

We begin email correspondence with the potential third party and slowly learn more about the man I might be sleeping with soon. His name is Marcus. He’s a little older than us, divorced, no kids, lives about an hour’s drive away. He has a good job in the city working in finance, owns his own house, and regularly goes swimming to stay in shape. He writes well, coming off as friendly and polite without being pushy or aggressive. He talks about his experiences in the past, helping couples to fulfil their fantasies and can go as fast or as slow as I am comfortable with. Marcus gives the impression of a strong, confident man, fully in charge of his body and capable of performing well.

After a week of back and forth, I decide to bite the bullet.


Should we trade pictures?
 I write, my heart racing as Ray reads my email over my shoulder.

‘Are you sure?’ he says.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘He seems nice. Might turn out to look like a troll or something though.’

My inbox pings as Marcus replies. I open up his message, clicking the mouse with shaking fingers.

Marcus has sent me a picture of himself, taken in the mirror with a digital camera. The picture shows a man who looks surprisingly youthful, with a handsome face and a friendly smile. His eyes twinkle with good humour. I can see the hint of a tattoo on his neck, disappearing beneath his shirt. His hair is short, dirty blonde or light brown in colour, and clearly gets combed with his hand. Marcus is in shape, that much is clear. Not muscular, but lean. Very little fat on his figure, but hardly rocking muscles, either. He is a good-looking man, all in all.

The photo has obviously just been taken – his computer is in the background, with my email visible, the text backwards in the mirror.

‘What do you think?’ Ray says. He looks at me with that puppy-dog face again, wanting my honest response.

‘He looks nice,’ I say. ‘Thank god he’s not some kind of goblin!’

I laugh, relieved. I finally have a face to go with the name, and it’s a face I’m happy to picture.

Ray gets the camera. I pose, smiling into the lens, making sure he can see our computer behind me. My heartbeat starts to accelerate as we upload the picture and send it to him. What if he doesn’t like me? What if he thinks I look like a goblin?

After a long, nervous eternity, he finally responds.


Wow!
 he says. Very nice to see you. I’m looking forward to finally meeting you.


I let out a long sigh of relief.

‘Do you want to meet him?’ Ray says. He keeps his voice calm, but I can see the delighted sparkle in his eyes.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I guess it’s time.’

****

We arrange to meet with Marcus two weeks from now. Plenty of time for me to reconsider if I wanted to. We agree to arrange the hotel, and Marcus books a table for three at a restaurant he knows nearby. All three of us agree to see how dinner goes first. No pressure, no judgements, no sudden decisions. No hard feelings.

Time slows to a crawl. The days drag past, children running around in slow motion, traffic at a constant standstill. Sometimes I find I can’t sleep – I stare up at the ceiling, listening to Ray snoring softly beside me, wondering if this is a good idea. Am I getting caught up in the intoxicating eroticism of the idea, or do I genuinely want it?

Unlike other aspects of my sex life, I can’t seem to completely block this from my mind. The mental image of Marcus’s handsome face creeps into my mind when I’m in work. The parents smile at me when they pick up their children. Are they smiling because they’re happy to see their child, or because they know about me and this stranger?

When I shower, I look down at my body, trying to see it for the first time. Will Marcus like what he sees? I have curves, but my hips are wider than my bust and gravity is starting to get the better of my breasts. I don’t look like I did on my wedding day, that’s for sure. The years have taken their toll on me, as they have for Ray as well.

Sometimes I try to think about what it would be like to be in bed with Marcus. I try to picture his face, his body, next to me. I wonder what his hands will feel like, if he will try to kiss me – and if I will let him. I think about how it will feel to open my legs, to spread myself for him, this other man. Every time I think like this, I feel a sharp thrill, a naughty tingle of nervous anticipation I haven’t felt in years. The last time I felt like this was my wedding night with Ray. I’m nervous, yes, but excited. I want this because Ray wants it – and I want it for me, too.

As the weeks drag on, Marcus and I continue to email one another. I enjoy talking to him. It doesn’t feel like I have to get to know him for Ray’s sake – I actually enjoying our conversations. We talk about anything and everything. Movies, books, TV shows, our workday, art, the weather, traffic. I sometimes wonder if we’ll have anything to talk about when we meet in person.

Finally the day comes. A Friday. I finish up at the school and race home as fast as possible to start getting ready. I shower and wash off my teacher persona. I shave my legs, taking much longer than usual, paying special attention to my inner thighs and the wispy curls above my sex. I trim the area and carefully shave the hairs until they’re almost gone, leaving a thin layer in a small rectangle shape. I get a naughty thrill looking at my body in the mirror. I feel like a porn star.

I spend a long time getting ready. I have butterflies in my stomach and my heart is racing. First I choose my underwear. It takes me a long time to decide between my two or three sexy sets, but eventually I choose a black thong and lace bra with see-through cups that show off my nipples. It happens to be Ray’s favourite set of all my underwear. I figure that if things don’t go well over dinner, there’s no reason why Ray and I can’t enjoy the hotel room together.

By the time Ray gets home, I still haven’t decided what outfit to wear for dinner. He has a quick shower and joins my in the bedroom, towel around his waist. He eyes me hungrily, gazing at my body in his favourite panties.

‘Help me choose,’ I say. ‘I’m so nervous, I can’t decide!’

He looks at the options and selects a deep, wine-red dress. It has a low cut at the bust and the hem of the skirt falls sharply down on the right leg, angling up to the left thigh. It’s a sexy dress, a killer dress, one that I’ve only ever worn for him – until tonight.

We drive to the restaurant, about thirty minutes away from home. I’m talking constantly in the car, trying desperately to distract myself, trying not to think about what I’m going to do tonight, hoping against hope that I don’t make a fool of myself in front of Marcus, or ruin Ray’s fantasy or anything else that I could do wrong. I keep telling Ray how good he looks in his shirt and wondering aloud what kind of food the restaurant serves.

Then the lights of the restaurant illuminate the dark road ahead and I fall silent. This is it. This is really happening.

Ray pulls up in a space and turns the engine off. We sit in the silence for a moment. He places a reassuring hand on my leg. I look over at him. His face is lit up, looking at me with complete love and adoration.

‘I love you,’ he says.

‘I love you too,’ I say.

‘No,’ he says, ‘I love you. So much. And I want you to know that whatever happens, it’s completely your decision. Don’t do something you don’t want to just because of me.’

I feel tears at the corners of my eyes. My heart is bursting in my chest. I love him so much, so very much.

I lean in and kiss him on the lips, slowly, passionately, feeling his tongue tease mine. My perfect husband.

Finally we break the kiss.

‘We should get going,’ he says. ‘Don’t want to be late.’

I nod. I’ve never been so nervous in my whole life. Or so excited. The only other time I felt anything like this was when I was a teenager and I snuck out of my house one night to smoke weed and drink beers with a guy five years older than me. Nothing happened, but the thrill of being naughty was intoxicating.

We leave the car and walk across the lot to the restaurant. It looks lovely, the kind of place couples go on special occasions and anniversaries. Inside, the restaurant is beautiful. Calming violin music plays faintly through hidden speakers. The tables are topped with red candles that cast romantic glows. The overhead lights are low, casting the whole room in soft shadows. The colours appear to be deep greens and browns, giving the room a relaxing, spring forest feeling. There are a few other people eating at the tables, mostly well-dressed couples of various ages. The wait staff glide through the room soundlessly, removing empty plates and bringing menus.

‘Do you have a reservation?’ says a young girl at the hostess station in a crisp white shirt with the restaurant logo on one breast and a fresh apron around her waist. She stands behind a podium near the front doors.

‘Yes,’ Ray says. ‘We’re meeting a friend here, table for three, name of Marcus.’

The hostess scans a list only visible on her side of the podium.

‘Marcus,’ she says in confirmation. ‘Yes, I believe your friend is already here. Please follow me.’

Ray lets me walk ahead of him, following the hostess through the restaurant. My heart is pounding so loud the other patrons must be able to hear it over the clatter of forks. I control my breathing and concentrate on following the girl in front of me. She turns a corner and leads us to a row of booths set far back against one wall, away from the rest of the diners. They are arranged in small semi-circles, a large single padded bench surrounding a round table along one side. There is a man already sitting at one of the booths, studying a menu. He sees us approaching and stands up, a smile lighting his whole face. Marcus, in the flesh.

Like Ray, Marcus has worn a smart shirt and dark pants. He isn’t wearing a tie and the top button of his shirt is open. The chest beneath looks smooth and flat. I see the flash of a gold watch as he steps around the table and holds his arms out to embrace me, acting like an old friend.

‘Hello, Abigail,’ he says, his voice silky, warm, and friendly, as he hugs me.

‘Marcus,’ I say. ‘So good to see you.’

He lets go of me and offers and a hand to Ray. The two men shake hands, offering greetings and slapping each other on the shoulders as if they’ve known one another their whole lives. It’s all for the benefit of the hostess, who stands to one side and politely watches.

We take our places at the table. Marcus slides around the table, taking a place in the centre of the booth bench. I sit at one end, while Ray takes the other, facing me, putting Marcus in the middle of us. If the hostess finds our seating arrangement strange, she says nothing. She places two more menus on the table, tells us the name of our waiter, and wishes us a pleasant evening.

‘It’s very nice to meet you both,’ Marcus says when we are alone. He turns his head to both of us in turn, keeping Ray in the conversation just as much as me. He doesn’t leer over me or gaze at my figure, even though my outfit invites stares. He behaves like – well – a gentleman companion.

‘Likewise,’ Ray says. Then he pauses, trying to think of a way to talk to the man who may or may not take his wife to bed. ‘Have you been waiting here long?’

‘No, no,’ Marcus says. ‘Only just got here myself. Did you find the place okay?’

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘It’s really nice here, thank you for inviting us.’ I feel myself wanting to be polite and courteous to this man. All our communications have been friendly so far.

‘You’re very welcome,’ Marcus says. ‘I find it’s better to meet in a neutral location, somewhere relaxing. Especially for the first time.’

He looks at me with his clear, sparkling eyes. He’s excited to be here, genuinely happy to meet us. Not just because we may be going to bed later, but because he’s delighted to be sharing a meal with us. His joy is infectious and I find myself blushing.

Our waiter comes over and takes our drink orders. Marcus orders a bottle of champagne for the table and a beer for himself. Ray orders a soda and I request a glass of wine. In spite of my nervousness, I am very excited.

‘I just want to say thank you,’ Ray, says, glancing across the dining area to make sure the waiter is far enough away, ‘You’ve made this very easy for us.’

‘It’s my pleasure,’ Marcus says. ‘Lots of couples think about this sort of thing, but they never knew where to begin. What I try to do is make sure everyone’s happy and comfortable all the way through. The journey you’re taking is a very special, very personal one. All I want is make sure it lives up to your expectations.’

Our drinks arrive. Marcus leaves the champagne to one side for the moment – ‘we’ll open that when we’re ready,’ he says – and we toast each other.

‘To new frontiers,’ Ray says.

‘New frontiers,’ I echo.

We order our meals. I’m so nervous I don’t know if I can eat anything, so I opt for a salad. The waiter leaves our area again.

Marcus begins talking about his work. He asks Ray and myself about our careers. He’s an easy talker and an attentive listener. I find myself opening up to him easily, warming to the subject. It takes my mind off the reason we’re here tonight, and I slowly start to relax. My nerves dissipate as time passes.

We continue talking through dinner, the conversation flowing easily, unforced. We laugh frequently. Marcus makes sure to include Ray in everything, never excluding him, acting like a conductor of an orchestra, never allowing us to lapse into silence.

I like him. I liked our email exchanges, but in person, I like him even more. Not only is he an attractive man, but he’s an excellent conversationalist, extremely knowledgeable about a huge variety of subjects. He makes us laugh several times, and never seems boring. I feel myself warming to him. I like him – but do I like him enough to go through with this? Every time I ask myself the question, the nerves return.

‘So,’ Marcus says after a brief pause in conversation, ‘I imagine you have concerns, questions.’

The waiter returns and takes our empty plates away. I take a moment to dab my mouth with the napkin, careful not to remove any of my lipstick.

‘Yeah,’ I say, the nerves returning, but not nearly as strong as before. The meal, the drink, and the conversation have all combined to relax me. I feel a faint buzz now – good company and the excitement for the evening’s possibilities have left me in good spirits. ‘I guess my first question is, how will this work?’

Marcus nods as though I have asked the most sensible question in the world.

‘Well,’ he says, ‘if both of you are happy for this to go further – and I insist that you talk about it together first – then we will travel over to the place you’ve booked. If you’re happy to continue, then we’ll see where things take us.’

I glance over at Ray. He has excitement and love written all over his face, his eyes gleaming.

‘But,’ Marcus says, ‘I can tell by the look on your face that you’re worried about something else.’

‘Yeah,’ I say, relieved. He can see right through me. ‘I guess… I’m most worried about… what if I fall in love with you?’

‘Good question,’ Marcus says, looking between me and Ray. ‘A lot of women, especially happily married women, find it difficult to separate love and sex. The emotional and the physical. In that case, I would recommend that Ray be involved as much as possible – holding your hand, looking at each other, that kind of thing. I can be as active or as distant as you need me. But, again, this is all about you, am I right, Ray?’

‘Yes,’ says Ray, excitement in his voice. ‘I just want her pleasure to be the focus.’

‘Good man,’ Marcus says. ‘You’re a lucky woman.’ I blush, tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. ‘But, I promise you, I will not allow you to fall in love with me. My own wife left me for another man. It was horrible, worst time of my life. She was sneaky and manipulative and I would never – ever – want anyone else to go through that. So this is my guarantee; we will do everything together, as the three of us, and if I think at any point that you might be falling for me, I’ll make some horrifically racist statement and you won’t want me anymore.’

We all laugh, enjoying his company. I feel like we’ve been friends for years.

‘What else is on your mind?’ Marcus asks.

Suddenly it all comes out of me. All the worries, all the concerns. Everything I’ve been holding onto for the past few weeks erupts from me in a series of sudden questions. I ask him about STDs, about how I’ll feel afterwards, about his own worries and concerns. He deals with all my questions carefully and politely, answering every query with precision and detail. He doesn’t try to bluff me or shrug off my concerns.

‘I actually have a question for both of you,’ Marcus says, once I have finally run out of things to ask. ‘Are you both absolutely certain that this is something you both want to do? Because once you go through with this, there’s no turning back. You seem like a nice couple and I would hate to ever cause you any problems. All I want is to provide the two of your with a safe, comfortable environment for you to live out this fantasy. I won’t do anything if you don’t both agree on it.’

I feel my heart swell inside my chest. He is here to sleep with another man’s wife, but he’s a total gentleman about everything. I’m really starting to like him – good looks, great personality, funny, kind and considerate. He’s the total package. My nerves have turned to excitement. I feel relaxed. I feel sexy. I feel wanted. Marcus looks at me in just the right way – not lusty, not hungry, but with desire in his eyes. He wants to take me to bed, and not just for himself.

‘Thank you,’ says Ray.

‘Thank you,’ I say. I place my hand on his on the table. Ray notices and smiles at me.

‘It’s my pleasure,’ Marcus says.

The waiter comes. Marcus and Ray insist on splitting the bill between them. Marcus pays for me. We finish our drinks and slowly make our way back to the parking lot. I feel totally different to how I came in. Before, I was a bundle of nerves. Now I feel like I’m walking on air. This is really happening. My husband is going to let me sleep with this man. And not only that – I want to. I want to sleep with Marcus. He is kind, gentle, caring, and genuinely seems concerned that we are doing this for the right reasons.

In the cool night air of the parking lot, Marcus turns to us.

‘Here’s what we’ll do,’ he says. ‘I’ll get in my car,’ he points to an SUV nearby, ‘and I’ll let you talk about things. It’s totally your decision. If you want to carry on, get in your car and flash your lights at me a couple times. Then we’ll all go to the hotel. If you decide against it, no hard feelings, just drive away.’

He holds out his hand. Ray takes it in his and shakes it vigorously. Then I give Marcus a hug, holding him close. God, he even smells good.

Marcus walks over to his car and gets in the driver’s seat.

I turn to Ray and immediately start gushing.

‘Can I do this?’ I say. ‘Can we do this? Please?’

Ray smiles, his whole face lighting up. He’s just as excited as me, and he’s not even the one having sex. He hugs me close, holding me to his chest.

‘I love you so much,’ he says. ‘And if you want to do this – not for me, but because you want
 to do this – then, yes, we’ll go to the hotel with him.’

I squeeze him tight against my body. A few short weeks ago, this all seemed so new, so unreal. Now here we are, preparing to go through with it.

We quickly get in our car and Ray starts the engine. We drive up behind Marcus’s SUV.

‘Can I do it?’ I ask, like a child asking to use the car horn.

‘Be my guest.’

I lean over and flick the lights, once, twice. Unmistakable. Marcus gives us a thumbs-up and starts the engine. He follows us out of the lot and down the road towards the hotel. My heart is racing faster than ever.

****

‘This is really nice,’ Ray says, holding the door open for us. I walk past him, Marcus close behind, and take a look around the room we’ve booked. It’s a decent size room with a large bed big enough for a small family, plus all the furniture a weary traveler needs – closet, desk, chair and a night table on either side of the bed. As Ray shuts the door behind us, I take a look in the bathroom as well. Like the rest of the room, it’s spacious and clean, offering a shower large enough for two and plenty of crisp white towels.

I turn back to the main room and sit on the edge of the bed, feeling like a virgin on prom night. Electric excitement courses through my body. I want this so badly, but I don’t know how to ask for it.

‘This is a great room,’ Marcus says. He looks from me to Ray and steps over to the desk. ‘Why don’t we have a little drink to celebrate?’

Marcus opens his jacket and hold up the bottle of champagne he bought at the restaurant. He busies himself over the desk, pouring some alcohol into three plastic cups with the hotel’s name stamped on them. Ray glances at me. He looks just as giddy as I feel.

‘Here you go.’ Marcus hands us a cup each and raises one himself. I hear the champagne bubbling excitedly inside. ‘To new frontiers!’

We echo him and all drink.

‘Please,’ Marcus says, ‘make yourselves comfortable.’ He kicks off his shoes and hangs his jacket up in the closet.

I unstrap my heels with shaking fingers and put my shoes to one side. Ray takes off his shoes and sits on the chair at the end of the bed.

Marcus sits on the bed, leaning against the headboard. He pats the space next to him. I slide up the bed, my whole body tingling with nervous excitement. I feel like a virgin on prom night – we all know what’s about to happen, but nobody knows how to get started. I sit next to him and he refills my cup with more champagne.

‘Cheers,’ he says.

We drink. Then we put our cups on the tables to the side. He puts his hand on my leg, looking at me. I can’t control myself anymore.

I pull him into me and kiss him. I have to do this, right now. If I wait any longer, I might think about it too much. I might reconsider. I don’t want to reconsider. Marcus is kind, attractive, sweet, considerate. He is everything a woman looks for in a partner. I’m glad to be fulfilling Ray’s fantasy with this man. I want
 to fulfil Ray’s fantasy with this man.

Marcus responds to my kiss, slowly at first, then with a passion that catches me off-guard. His tongue explores my mouth, tasting me, teasing me. His lips are new, his taste unfamiliar, his scent exciting. Ray and I have been married for years now, I’d forgotten that men all felt so different from one another. This excites me.

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
.

My fingers grab for his shirt, desperate to take his clothes off. I fumble at the buttons for a second, unable to grip them properly in my haste.

‘Would you like some help?’ Marcus says.

I nod, laughing. He opens the first two buttons for me. I take over, frantically pulling his shirt open like it’s on fire. I’m breathing hard, excited, desperate, hungry. I pull the shirt open and expose his torso for the first time. It’s beautiful. Ray has a good figure, but he’s put on a few pounds here and there the past few years. Marcus is flat, taut, toned. Not packed with muscle like a male stripper, but lean like a guy who takes care of himself.

‘My God, you’re hot,’ I say. ‘How the hell are you single?’

He laughs. I look over at Ray. He watches intently, trying to look relaxed in his face and body language. He grips the arm rests of the chair with both hands, holding tight.

‘Can I touch him?’ I say.

‘Yes, baby,’ Ray says. ‘You can touch him.’

I trace a fingernail down Marcus’s torso, from his neck to his waistband. He watches my finger. I draw a figure eight on his stomach, smiling to myself. Then I lean down and kiss his chest. Slowly. Carefully. Moving gently down his body. Taking my time. Not rushing. Enjoying myself. I can’t tell if I’m doing this for Ray or for me.

I kiss his body until I arrive at his pants. I run a hand over his thigh. I feel his member react to my touch through his pants. It throbs, pushing up against the confines of its prison.

‘These are gonna have to come off,’ I say.

‘Are they now?’ Marcus says.

‘Uh-huh,’ I say, kissing his pants over his firm manhood. It throbs again. ‘Please.’

He unbuckles his pants and pulls down the zipper. I grab the waistband and heave his pants down for him, all the way to his ankles. He lays on the bed in just his underwear. I can see his bulge, fighting to be free.

I move on the bed to position myself at Marcus’s side. I look over at Ray.

‘I want to see it,’ I say. ‘Can I see it?’

‘You can do whatever you like,’ he says. His eyes sparkle with delight.

I lean down over Marcus, my head on his body, and gently open the flap in his shorts. I reach through the gap and carefully lift his hard length free. It pulses in my hand, responding to my touch. When I see it for the first time, I gasp. It’s much thicker than Ray’s and – if I’m being totally honest with myself – a little longer, too. Thick veins run up the side of his shaft and the head is a deep, rich purple in colour. The more I study him, the more I notice little differences between him and Ray. The head of Marcus’s member is much wider than the rest of the shaft. It’s not the same with Ray. I like the look of this cock. My body responds, my intimate lips parting in readiness, growing wet to accept him. I am desperate to feel him inside me. But I want to take my time with him…

I fix my eyes on Ray and run my tongue up and down Marcus’s shaft, feeling the tiny bumps, ridges and veins as I go. My tongue leaves a silvery trail on his skin.

‘Holy… fuck
,’ Ray says.

Marcus strokes my hair lovingly. He lets out a breath as my tongue reaches the head and flicks back and forth across the purple dome, sampling his flavour.

Then I can’t take it any longer. I grasp his shaft by the base and take him inside my mouth as far as I can, marvelling at how he stretches my lips more than Ray. I begin to move my head up and down as Marcus strokes my hair.

‘That’s it,’ Marcus says, ‘just like that. Yeah, that’s good…’

His words encourage me and I start to work faster, wanting to show him how good I am, how bad
 I can get. I tease him with my tongue, take him to the back of my throat, suck his throbbing head and stroke his shaft. His entire body relaxes under me, like butter melting in a hot pan. The knowledge that I am doing this drives me wild.

‘Okay,’ Marcus says, ‘okay… that’s enough…’ I let him out of my mouth and look up at him, pouting in disappointment. ‘You are fantastic
, but if you keep going, we’re not going to be able to have our fun.’

I giggle and kiss his stomach again.

‘Why don’t you lay down?’ Marcus says.

I lay on my back, legs parted. I can feel my excitement burning a hole in my underwear. Marcus leans over to me and kisses my neck again. I let out a soft moan. His lips move further south, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He kisses the curve of my breasts. My stomach. My thighs. Then he kisses my panties, right over my aching slit.

‘Oh fuck
,’ I moan. ‘That feels… so good…’

‘It would feel even better if these came off,’ Marcus says, slipping his fingers into my panties. I lift my butt and he slides my panties off, tossing them to Ray, who catches them with a smile.

Marcus kisses my freshly shaven mound, slowly, passionately. His lips feel incredible against my smooth skin. I let out another little moan, my legs parting further as if by themselves. Marcus smiles up at me as he moves between my legs, laying down and looking up at me with his beautiful dark eyes. He watches my face carefully as his lips touch mine. I gasp with pleasure, watching his face, as his tongue slowly laps at my wetness, carefully tasting my yearning folds, probing at my soaking entrance, flicking across my firm clit.

‘Oh, Marcus,’ I moan. My hands move of their own accord and squeeze my breasts, kneading my firm flesh.

Marcus responds by teasing me more, flicking his tongue over my sex in a hundred ways I’ve never felt before. He teases, tastes, delves, flicks and caresses me. I moan louder and louder, body on fire, squeezing my breasts harder as he pleasures me.

‘You feel so fucking good,’ I moan. ‘That’s it, baby, right there…’

He brings his hand into play now, gently swirling a finger around my open, waiting entrance, teasing my hungry sex, driving me wild with desire. I feel another finger carefully teasing my other entrance, too.

‘Oh fuck
!’ I moan. ‘I’m getting close!’

Marcus focuses on my clit now, sucking on it, teasing it with his tongue, probing my pussy and ass at the same time, bringing me closer and closer to the edge with the gentlest of touches. He manipulates me like a master pianist teases a melody from a second-hand piano. I arch my back and open my legs ever wider, offering myself up to him, needing to feel more of him, loving what he is doing to me, begging him to make me come…

The first orgasm hits like a bolt of lightning.

‘Marcus!’ I say, crying out his name in a gasp of air that knocks the wind out of me. I grip the bed, my toes curling, my entire body drawing in like the sea before a tidal wave. Then comes the explosion. I let out a long, wild cry of sheer delight, my body bursting from within, a million fireflies dancing before my eyes.

‘Marcus!’ I say again, screaming his name as he continues to lick, suck and tease my burning sex.

Finally, the moment subsides. I breathe hard, every nerve ending on fire, almost seeing double. He looks up at me and runs his tongue across my sex one final time, making me shiver with delight.

‘You are delicious,’ he says.

I laugh, a delighted, childish sound.

‘Are you ready for more?’ he says, kissing my thigh. My leg tingles like it’s been electrocuted.

I nod.

‘Lay down,’ I say.

Marcus throws his clothes on the floor and lays down. If he is bothered about my husband sitting on a chair at the foot of the bed, he doesn’t show it. Marcus seems completely focused on me and my needs. It makes me want him even more. He pauses for a second and opens a condom packet, unrolling the latex over his member. It seems a shame to cover up something so perfect, like throwing a blanket over a work of art.

I sit up and take off my bra, my firm breasts spilling free, nipples firm. I lift my leg up and straddle Marcus, facing Ray. My wet sex touches Marcus’s hard member.

‘I want him to fuck me,’ I say.

‘Me too,’ Ray says.

‘Say it,’ I tell him. ‘Say you want me to fuck him.’

‘I want you to fuck him.’

‘Tell him to fuck your wife,’ I say.

‘Please fuck my wife.’

I rock my hips and grasp Marcus’s hard shaft by the base. It throbs yet again, responding to my touch like it was made for me and me alone.

I watch Ray’s face carefully as I slowly lower myself down on my lover. I moan and purr and sigh as the thick head of Marcus’s solid length touches my lips and slowly pushes into my entrance. My husband’s eyes glisten with happiness as he watches me receive this other man.

I slide down onto Marcus and cry out in surprise at how thick he feels. There is a brief moment where I am unsure if he will fit inside me, then a small, sensual pop as his head enters me and I feel his shaft glide into me. I moan again, eyes fixed on Ray, as Marcus fills me. Holy fuck he feels so
 good. I can feel every part of him, every vein, groove and ridge, even with the condom.

‘He’s inside me,’ I say, almost in disbelief. ‘He’s fucking me.’

Ray nods. He unzips his pants and reaches into, ready to pleasure himself while he watches us.

‘No,’ I say. He looks at me, confused. ‘Not yet. Later. I want you to save it all for me.’

He smiles and sits back in the chair again.

‘Fuck me, Marcus,’ I say. ‘Show my husband how to fuck me.’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ he says.

He begins to pump me, slowly, gently, rocking his hips back and forth. I moan with delight, feeling his thick, delicious length touch every part of me at once. Ray watches my face intently, studying my smile, observing the way my lips part in an O of pleasure.

I rock my hips back and forth too now, wanting Marcus deeper inside me. The thick head of his manhood begins to touch new parts of me – parts I’m not sure have ever been touched before. I gasp and moan and cry out, grinding my hips against Marcus, forcing him deeper inside me.

‘Fuck, Marcus,’ I say, ‘you’re so fucking big!’

He chuckles behind me and places his hands on my hips, guiding my movements with gentle touches. I squeeze my breasts again, looking at Ray, watching the intense smile on his face, putting on a show for the man I love.

‘You like this, baby?’ I say. ‘You like watching your dirty wife get fucked?’

Ray nods vigorously. His hands are gripping the chair so hard his knuckles are white.

Marcus begins to pump quicker now, fast movements that almost take my breath away. I can feel the pressure building inside me again, like a cloud darkening before the thunderstorm. I screw my eyes shut and focus on the feeling, the sensation of my lover filling me with his hard, thick length.

‘Oh Marcus!’ I say, my breath coming faster now, more ragged, ‘I’m so close!’

He grips my hips tighter now, pulling me down into him, pumping into me harder and faster, driving me closer and closer and closer to the edge.

The cloud bursts inside me. The thunderstorm begins. I toss my head back and cry out as my climax explodes from within, bursting through every fibre of my being, taking me by surprise with its power and intensity. Marcus keeps moving the whole time, increasing the length of my orgasm, until I can’t breathe anymore. My legs twitch. My fists clench. My muscles squeeze tight.

‘Please!’ I say, tapping Marcus on the leg. He stops moving. ‘I can’t… too much…’

I carefully climb off Marcus and lay on the bed, letting Ray see my soaking, yearning sex. It feels hot and opened wide like it’s never been before.

Marcus takes the initiative now and mounts me. I don’t usually like the missionary position, but right now I don’t have the energy for anything more exotic. He slowly fills me again and I feel that wonderful pop
 of his thick head entering me. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him down to kiss me. My legs move on their own, wrapping around his waist, pushing him down into me like we were born for this reason alone.

We kiss as he gently pumps me again and I suddenly recognize something I hadn’t expected. We’re not just having sex
 or fucking
, we’re making love
. The two of us move together as one being now, gripped in each other’s passion, hearts beating in sync, bodies grinding together.

We have chemistry
 together.

‘Oh my God,’ I say, whispering in his ear. ‘I love it so much, Marcus. I want you to come for me.’

He kisses me again, passionately, hungrily, like he’ll never get the chance again, and fucks me harder than ever. I scream out his name over and over, my body on fire, feeling more alive than ever before.

‘I’m going to come,’ he says, looking down at me, a gleam in his eye.

‘Come in me,’ I say, ‘I want to feel it. Fucking come in me, Marcus!’

He pounds me again and again, long, deep strokes that drive all the way inside me. Then he groans and whispers my name and I feel the condom twitch inside me as his come shoots from his thick head with incredible force. The feeling is exquisite – but a part of me wishes I could feel it for myself.

Marcus keeps moving, still filling me, even after he has reached his climax. He slowly relaxes and finally stops moving. We gaze into each other’s eyes for a moment. Then I pull him into me and kiss him, trying to tell him with my body how much I loved being with him tonight.

He pulls out of me and lays on the bed next to me, one hand on my breasts. He smiles at me. I love that smile.

‘I hope you enjoyed yourself,’ he says.

‘How could I not?’ I say, giggling. I feel lighter than air right now. My body is exhausted and drained, but I have never felt more awake.

‘Maybe we could see each other again?’ he says.

‘I’d like that,’ I say.

He kisses me once more, tenderly, his tongue dancing with mine like lovers on a ballroom floor.

‘I’ll let you get back to your husband,’ he says. ‘I’m staying in the room down the hall, text me if you want me back.’

‘A booty call?’ I say, giggling. I can’t stop smiling right now.

‘If you wish,’ he says.

He climbs out of bed and throws his clothes on lazily. Then he nods to Ray and walks out of the room, leaving my husband and I together.

I let out a long, happy sigh.

‘Did you like that?’ I say to Ray.

He leaps off the chair and throws himself on the bed.

‘I loved it,’ he says. He unzips his pants and removes his hard cock without taking any clothes off. He must really need this!

My husband enters me with ease. He thrusts inside me hard and fast, an intense look on his face.

I had thought for a moment that Marcus was too good at making love, his manhood too big, for me to every really enjoy Ray again. But I was wrong. As my husband fucks me, I realize that there is no substitute for love. No matter how good Marcus is, Ray and I will always have a bond that goes deeper than sex.

I grab Ray and pull him to me, holding him against me, feeling every part of him connected with me. Our bond is far more special, more intimate, and more sacred than any other.

Ray stokes the fire within me and I feel myself on the verge of one final climax. I look into his eyes. He already knows. He can read my body. I can read his, too. I know he’s getting close.

The two of us cry out as one. My husband and I. Together.

Ray kisses me gently, softly.

‘I love you,’ I say.

‘I love you too,’ he says.

I smile at him, my heart bursting with happiness that I could have married someone so incredible.

‘Do you want to see Marcus again?’ he says.

‘I was thinking about inviting him back in the morning,’ I say. ‘If that’s okay with you?’

He kisses me. Holds me. Loves me.

‘Whatever you want, my love,’ he says.

We fall asleep in each other’s arms.

###


Slut Wives:

Five Days of Sin


Day One

Will life ever be this good again?

I look through the small curved window at the fluffy white clouds rolling beneath the wing, fascinated by how close and solid they look. Every now and then the clouds part and I get a glimpse of the world beneath, an indistinct mass of greens, browns, and blues, like a painter’s palette. I love this view, looking down on the world from so far above, as though I’m floating through heaven itself. That’s exactly how I’ve felt these past few months – floating through heaven on a fluffy white cloud. A smile spreads across my face and I lean back into my seat, watching the world roll by thousands of miles below.

‘Jessica? What are you thinking?’

I push my long, dark red hair behind my ear and turn to the man in the seat to my right. His dark eyes gleam with bright happiness, his handsome face lighting up with a half-smile that twitches his beard. He turns his body toward me a little, his massive, muscular frame squeezed into the seat in a way that looks almost comical. He leans on the arm rest separating our seats, causing his enormous bicep to flex in a way that makes my stomach flutter. Dark tattoos twist and trail across his exposed arms.

‘Hmm?’ I say, forcing myself to look at his face and not his body.

‘What are you thinking about?’ Joe asks again. ‘You had a little smile on your face.’

‘Nothing much,’ I say, ‘just thinking about how happy I am right now. What about you?’

His half-smile turns into a full grin. He squeezes my firm, bare thigh with his left hand and says, ‘I’m thinking about how happy I’m gonna make you once we land.’

His eyes flash with erotic intent. I return his smile, heat fluttering in the pit of my stomach. He squeezes my thigh again, his hand traveling up a little higher now, sliding under my soft yellow summer dress, and move inwards. God, how long does this flight take? Sitting next to him for this long without feeling his hands on my body or kissing him or sitting in his lap and riding him is torture
.

Joe’s hand moves a little higher up my thigh now, his fingers just a couple of inches away from my cleft. My body responds to his touch, my womanhood flowering open, my legs parting involuntarily. How does Joe always do this to me? With a single touch of his hand, my entire body is melting with lust and need. He could explore me, right now in my seat. Nobody would know. It would be so easy for him to slip his hand a little higher and pull my panties to the side. I wouldn’t stop him. Hell, if he ordered me to suck his cock right now, in front of all the other passengers, I would do it without a second thought. Joe brings out a wild, naughty side of me that I’ve never known before.

He winks at me and leans back a little, sliding his hand back down my thigh, leaving a burning trail over my bare skin. He’s such a tease. I take his hand in mine and kiss it slowly, watching his face. I know how much he loves the feel of my lips on his body.

A stewardess brings me out of this lustful reverie. She leans over the empty seat next to Joe and says in a low, conspiratorial whisper, ‘I just wanna say, you guys are such a cute couple.’

I smile at her, my heart racing, thinking to myself, If you only knew, sister
.

‘Thanks,’ Joe says, shooting her a wide, winning smile. The smile that melted through my defences several months ago and turned me into this horny teenager. ‘We’re pretty good together, ain’t we?’

I wrap both my hands around his one, letting the stewardess see both our wedding rings. She makes a face like we’re the cutest puppies she’s ever seen and continues walking up the aisle. I can’t blame her for thinking we’re a married couple. It probably looks that way to everyone who sees us together. We’re a good match, both mentally and physically. Joe’s a professional powerlifter. He looks like the proverbial brick shit house – a massive body in peak physical shape. I’m a bodybuilder. My figure is toned and tight, with barely an ounce of fat anywhere to be seen. I have spent half my life training in the gym and I even took part in a few competitions over the years. That’s where Joe and I met. He complimented my physique and we got talking. That lead to the two of us working out together. I guess it should have been obvious where a friendship like ours was heading. Maybe I always knew it, deep down. Maybe a part of me even wanted us to take it to the next level. Either way, when our gym sessions started to conclude with intense, passionate sex in Joe’s truck in the parking lot, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

And when Joe asked me to come visit some mutual friends out in Arizona for five days, that felt like natural progression, too. Why shouldn’t we enjoy our newfound relationship and explore our intoxicating sexual chemistry?

‘We are
 pretty good together,’ Joe says, flashing me a wicked grin. ‘We’re good everywhere we go.’

His words make me reminisce about the past few months. How hot we’ve been together. How intense and passionate and sexually aggressive. Joe has woken up a monster inside me; and that monster needs feeding. I remember all the times I climbed into the cab of his pickup truck. All the times I straddled him, our firm bodies tensed and coiled and exhausted from the workout. All the times I let him push me back on the seat and mount me in a desperate frenzy of passion and lust and burning need.

‘Yes, we are,’ I say, returning his wicked grin with one of my own. ‘And I can’t wait to find out how much better we get.’

He leans across the seat and kisses me. The feel of his lips on mine is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. Every time is like the first time, a feeling that ignites a fire in my belly and makes my skin tingle with desire. I open my mouth and greedily lap at his tongue, feeling that fire burn brighter and hotter and more fiercely now. My body yearns for Joe in a way that it’s never burned for any man before. I don’t care that we’re on a plane, I don’t care that there are a hundred other passengers on board, I don’t care about anything right now. All I want is to mount him in the seat right now and take his beautiful, thick, satisfying manhood inside me and toss my head back and moan for him. We break off our kiss and lean back, looking at each other through hazy and lustful eyes.

For the briefest moment, I entertain the possibility of slipping away to the bathroom with Joe. I know how good his lovemaking is on the ground, I can only imagine how much better it feels at ten thousand feet. I glance up and down the aisle. The stewardess is working toward the rear of the plane. She might not notice if we slipped out of our seats for a few minutes.

But the seatbelt warning light pings
 into life on the display panel above our heads, killing my chance to join the mile-high club for now. The captain’s bored voice crackles through the overhead speakers, mumbling something about the plane coming in to land at Phoenix airport and the local temperature. It sounds crazy hot – but then again, Arizona is always crazy hot.

‘How do they stand this kind of heat?’ I say.

‘Huh?’ Joe says.

‘Christina and Lou,’ I say. ‘How do they live in Arizona? It’s gotta be a hundred-plus degrees every day of the year.’

‘Air conditioning,’ he says, with a shrug.

‘I like good weather and I like to sweat,’ I say, ‘but I prefer to earn
 that sweat.’

He shoots me a wicked grin, his eyes flicking down to the swell of my chest, to the firm mounds I know he loves. I had them enhanced a few years back to help with my competing – there’s nothing as unattractive in a judge’s mind than a muscular woman with a flat chest – and Joe loves to grope and fondle them as we indulge our wicked passion.

‘I know you do,’ he says, in a low, dangerous voice – the voice he adopts when I’m driving him crazy with lust and desire. I love hearing that voice. I love knowing the effect I have on him. When we’re working out at the gym and I squat down nice and low with a weighted bar across my shoulders, I love knowing that he’s watching my tight, toned ass bend and clench and squeeze with every rep. I love that sharp intake of breath he makes when I let water spill over my lips and down my chin. I love feeling his hardness pressing into my back when he steps in to assist
 me.

He leans in again for another kiss. I lean toward him as well and flick my tongue over his lips, teasing him, before leaning back, a playful smile on my face. His eyes flash with burning passion, a look that almost screams, You’re going to regret that later
. I hope so. If there’s one thing Joe does better than any man I’ve ever known, it’s the intensity and power of his lovemaking. No other man I’ve ever met has fucked me like he does.

‘What do you want to do when we land?’ he says.

I feel the plane dip, the pressure in the cabin beginning to change as the captain starts the long descent to Phoenix airport. I consider all the options at my disposal. We could cram ourselves into a tiny airport bathroom – two large, powerful bodies in a tiny cubicle – and release our pent-up frustration together. We could pick up our rental car and find a quiet place to re-enact our post-gym sex sessions. But the plane sinks through the white fluffy cotton-candy-clouds and the sunlight glints off my wedding ring, clearing my mind. I want
 to make urgent, frantic, passionate love to Joe as soon as physically possible – hell, I’ll pin him down in the aisle the moment the place touches the runway if I can – but I know what I should
 do.

‘I need to call Dan,’ I say, in a low voice, too low for anyone else to overhear. ‘I should let him know I’ve landed.’

Joe makes a derogatory scoff and says, ‘Let him wait.’

‘If I don’t call first, he’ll call me. And he’ll keep calling until I answer. You don’t want my husband to get suspicious, do you?’

‘What’s he gonna do about it?’ Joe says. He places a protective, territorial hand on my bare thigh again. The heat from his touch floods my body. I fight to urge to part my thighs and invite his hand to explore me further.

‘Divorce me?’ I say quietly.

‘Good. Means you’re all mine.’

I smile and turn back to the window, watching the world below grow ever larger and closer, the details slowly coming into sharp focus. Brown smears become arid desert landscapes. Gray streaks become roads and buildings. Colorful blobs become cars, signs, and trees. My heartbeat quickens in anticipation and excitement. Five days in another state with a man who is most definitely not
 my husband. My life as a wife and mother is a thousand miles behind me. The future is as beautiful and mysterious as the Arizona desert. Anything could happen this week.

****

Before I met Joe, I was a good wife. Faithful, loyal, trustworthy. I never would have thought about climbing into another man’s pickup truck and fucking him in the backseat. I never would have even entertained the idea of visiting mutual friends in another state with my secret lover. I never would have considered having an affair behind my husband’s back.

But that’s the power Joe has over me. Sometimes when I’m lying in bed, unable to sleep with the thoughts of the intense, passionate sex we both enjoyed a few hours before, I’ll send him a naughty picture and tease him with a sneak preview of what he can expect the next day. I’ve never done that with a man before, either. But, then again, Joe isn’t like most men. He is the epitome of an alpha male
. He’s strong and confident, with the body of a Greek god and the skills of a Latin lover. Dan, my husband, used to be an alpha male too. He used to work out with me for hours at a time, each of us challenging the other to train harder and push ourselves beyond our limits. If you had told me when we got together that I would be having an affair just two short years after we married, I would not have believed you. I never thought that I would be one of those
 women – the dissatisfied, desperate, hungry-for-attention women who leap into bed with any man that compliments them. How times change. I guess you never really know how you’ll respond in a situation until you experience it for real.

For Dan and I, things started to change after our second baby was born. Before, when it was just the two of us and a newborn, we could manage. We could juggle our crazy lives and alternate parenting. We could still hit the gym several times a week, but we couldn’t go together. Once we had our second baby, things changed. We couldn’t do the things we wanted to do anymore. I loved working out and training my body and pushing myself past my physical limits, but now I couldn’t. I had to be there for my kids. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not some kind of heartless monster, I love
 my kids and my husband and our family – but it always felt like there was something lacking in my life. I’m not the type of woman to wear an apron and bake cookies and watch kids’ TV for hours on end. I like to be active and engaged and enjoy myself. I’m still young and in great shape and I’m so goddamn proud of all my accomplishments – my incredible body, my rigorous gym routine, my bodybuilding trophies and awards, all of it. The thought of throwing away a lifetime of hard work almost broke my heart. Becoming a wife didn’t scare me. Becoming a mom didn’t scare me. The thought of changing who I was terrified
 me. I had my tubes tied to prevent any more kids, but it didn’t help ease the numbing dread I felt when we looked to the future together.

That’s when Dan stepped up. My knight in shining armor. He offered to back to grad school while I worked and resumed my bodybuilding career. He offered to be a stay-at-home husband. He offered to put me and my dreams above his own. I loved him so much for that. Still do, I guess. In my own way.

Is it possible to love someone and not be attracted to them? Because that’s what happened to me. The man I married was broad-shouldered and muscular, with a charming smile and a wicked gleam in his eye. One day I came home to find a man in his thirties with a paunchy belly and soft arms and wrinkles around his eyes. I remember being shocked to realize that I didn’t find him attractive anymore. We used to get home from the gym and dive into the shower together, getting dirty while we helped each other clean up. Those memories are some of the fondest, most erotic of my life. I loved falling into bed with Dan, water dripping from our bodies as we embraced and our legs entwined and he entered me for the third or fourth time.

Once I realized that Dan’s body was no longer appealing to me, maybe it was inevitable that I would end up meeting a guy like Joe. The kinds of circles in which I move are filled with guys like him. Big, strong, confident, attractive alpha males. Most of them are meatheads who like to pose and flex and swagger around in front of women, but Joe stood out from the crowd. He was good company. He complimented my body and asked insightful questions about my training program. We had a lot in common – both married, both physically competitive, both taking out our frustrations with our marriages in the gym – so it seemed like a good fit for us to start working out together.

I wasn’t blind. I knew that Joe liked me, and not just as a close friend. I knew there was something else in his gaze, a hint of wickedness, highlighting the inappropriate thoughts rumbling through his mind. He loved to compliment my body, especially my tattoos – the cherry blossom on my right hip and the mandala on my left shoulder blade. He didn’t care that my breasts were implants – some guys can be real pricks about a woman having cosmetic enhancements, but Joe totally understood my reasons for buying them, that no woman who works out to my level has boobs worth a damn – and he was always good to push me further and make me lift more and more. I noticed that he stood a little too close to me when he was helping me bend and stretch. I noticed that he liked to put his hands on my body way more than he needed. I noticed that his gym shorts always seemed to bulge and thicken after I completed another set of barbell squats and that his eyes were always fixed on my firm, shapely ass.

But I never told him to stop.

Whenever I feel bad about my affair, I tell myself that I never intended for this to happen. I’m lying. I know I’m lying. Deep down, some part of me always wanted – or hoped, or yearned – to experience the total thrill of making love to another man behind my husband’s back. I knew Joe found me attractive. There was always more to his smile than he suggested. The fact that he was married didn’t put me off, either. The way I saw it, we were two kindred spirits who happened to meet at a lonely point in our lives.

Our relationship progressed naturally from acquaintances to workout partners to friends. By the time it turned sexual, it was long overdue and sorely needed. There is only so long a man and woman can work up a sweat together in close proximity several times a week before the sexual chemistry and tension becomes overpowering. I knew he wanted me. He knew I wanted him. It was just a matter of time. The only thing stopping us was our mutual loyalty to our marriages.

My own vows were easier to discard than I had believed possible. One moment I was a faithful wife and mother, flirting with a handsome friend. A minute later, I was a cheating slut. It was all so simple and straightforward. There was no dramatic pause, no sudden revelation, not even a crash of thunder. The whole process was as natural as when Dan and I first made love, all those years ago.

We had been working out together. It was late, the gym half-full, the after-work athletes long since gone home. Joe had been spotting me, standing right behind me, his body pressing against mine, allowing me to feel his hard manhood pressing against my butt. The feel of his arousal drove me damn near crazy with lust. I hadn’t had sex with Dan in maybe a month or more – the sight of his soft, flabby body turned me off every time, no matter how desperate I was – and Joe’s hard, thick cock felt so tempting against my body.

I remember the exact moment I knew we were going to go through with it. I re-racked the weights and turned to see him standing there, his gym shorts bulging and a faraway look in his eyes. We were only about halfway through the set, but I somehow knew we weren’t going to finish it tonight. He took me by the hand and walked me out the parking lot, to his pickup truck parked in a shadowy corner. Not a word passed between us. We both just knew
. This was it. The moment. All the chemistry and tension and desires had all been leading to this.

I climbed into the backseat of the pickup truck as Dan’s wife. I climbed out again as Joe’s whore, with his thick, rich come trickling into my panties.

****

We walk through the arrivals lounge hand-in-hand, grinning like newlyweds on vacation. Nobody gives us a second look. We could be any other traveling couple in the world. Just Mr and Mrs Smith, going about our business. We’re a large, well-built smiling man and his fit, toned wife. Who’s going to know the truth?

Joe’s duffel bag is slung over his shoulder and the strap of my shoulder bag is nestled between my breasts, pushing my mound out a little more than usual. I catch a couple of appreciative glances as we pass through the swirling mass of bodies pushing forward and back.

Joe and I walk through the swarms of rushed, harassed-looking people, totally heedless of all the chaos around us. I can’t stop smiling with excitement. For the first time, we don’t have to hide anything. We don’t need to be cautious or keep our passion a secret. Nobody here is going to find out. The only people who know are Christina and Lou – and it was their idea for us to come to Arizona together.

‘I’m gonna pick up the car,’ Joe says, pointing to the rental station. I nod and release his hand, watching him walk through the crowd toward the desk. People clear a path for him, intimated by his size and bulk. The thought that other people – complete strangers – recognize my lover as an alpha male sends warm tingles through my sex. I love
 that he’s so masculine and dominant.

I take my phone out of my pocket and turn it on, waiting for a few moments until the main menu screen is ready. I thumb through the contacts and hit dial on Dan’s name. As the line connects and the dial tone begins its steady rumble in my ear, I turn my back on Joe, as if Dan will somehow know the other man’s presence if I look at him.

My husband answers on the third ring. I can imagine him sitting by the phone like a loyal dog. The image is as absurd as it is amusing.

‘Hello beautiful,’ he says, his standard greeting to me.

‘Hi handsome,’ I say. Even though there’s no way he could possibly know the real reason for my trip, I feel a knot of dread tightening in my stomach. It’s a feeling I haven’t experienced since the first night I came home after fucking Joe on the backseat of his pickup truck. ‘I’ve just landed.’

‘That’s great,’ he says. I can hear the smile in his voice. ‘Smooth flight?’

‘Smooth as can be,’ I say, feeling a tingle across my thigh as I remember Joe’s hand sliding inwards. ‘Thanks again for giving me a ride.’

‘No problem,’ he says. He keeps talking for a moment, but I’m distracted by a gentle hand on my shoulder. I turn and find Joe waiting for me, dangling the car keys in his hand, a smile on his face and a gleam in his eye. I motion for him to stay quiet. He nods and starts walking ahead of me, out of the airport, toward the lot where all the rental cars wait in neat, orderly rows, shaded from the Arizona sun by the park garage.

The heat hits me like a closed fist, sucking all the air out of my lungs. Before I’ve even taken three steps onto along the sidewalk, sweat begins to trickle down my back. People file past me in both directions, some dragging heavy suitcases, some with simple overnight bags. I wonder how many of these strangers are having affairs right now, too?

I talk with Dan briefly, telling him how much I miss him. How excited I am to see Christina and Lou after so long. I ask him to give the kids a kiss from mommy. The whole time, my eyes are fixed on the man in front of me, the broad-shouldered, powerful, muscular alpha male who keeps me satisfied in ways Dan never could. Joe takes his own phone out of his pocket. He makes a call – to his own wife, I presume. Spinning the same story. Telling the same lies. Our spouses know Christina and Lou, but they aren’t as close with them as Joe and myself. Convincing Dan not to come along was easy. I guess it was the same for Joe and his wife.

Joe finishes his call. He glances back at me and nods toward the parking garage. I follow him inside, stepping off the baking sidewalk and into the shadows. Christ, even the shade feels hot enough to cook a turkey.

‘Where are you now?’ Dan says.

‘Just about to get in the rental,’ I say, keeping a safe enough distance from Joe that Dan won’t hear another man’s footsteps echoing around the garage. ‘I hope it’s got good air conditioning, because it’s hotter than holy hell
 right now.’

‘Really?’ Dan says, a smile in his voice. ‘Does that mean I can expect a sexy bikini picture or two this week?’

I laugh, the sound carrying a little too far in the quiet garage. Joe points to a car up ahead, a white SUV. He presses the button on the keys and unlocks it. I hang back while he climbs inside and throws his duffel bag on the back seat, just in case Dan hears two car doors slamming and gets curious.

‘Maybe,’ I say, a small part of me wondering if I’ll even have time to think
 about my husband over the next few days. Being with Joe tends to make me forget about almost everything else. I toss my travel bag into the car and climb into the passenger seat and close the door behind me. The heat inside the vehicle is stifling. If Dan ever hangs up, we can get some air moving in here. Joe watches me with the excited eyes of a predator on the hunt. I motion again for him to stay quiet. ‘I don’t know if I’ll have time to lounge around in a bikini. I might be busy, I don’t know.’

He laughs and says, ‘What kind of car did you get?’

‘Car?’ I say, shrugging to Joe. ‘It’s white. Got four wheels and air conditioning. Why do you always ask stupid questions?’

Dan laughs again. Joe silently leans toward me and places one large, powerful hand on my thigh. I grab his wrist with my free hand, but he puts his other palm on me instead, grinning all the while. He slides his hand up my leg and under my dress. I shoot him a warning look, but his smile only widens. I bite my lip as his hand slips higher and higher, moving closer and closer to my cleft. I glare at Joe, his hands slowly moving closer its goal, while my husband’s delighted, happy voice fills my ear.

‘I just like to know,’ Dan says.

Joe’s fingers brush the outside of my panties. A delicious, warm ripple of erotic tension rushes through my belly. A gasp escapes my lips.

‘What’s wrong?’ Dan says.

Heat floods my cheeks. I give Joe a dangerous look and say, ‘Nothing, honey. Just turned on the air conditioning. Took me by surprise.’

Joe traces his fingers up and down my panties, gently stroking the length of my slit. I wriggle in my seat, both wanting to enjoy his touch and wanting him to knock it off while Dan is on the phone. I fight back another gasp.

‘Okay,’ Dan says. ‘Well, you have a safe trip. Say hi to the guys for me. I’ll call later. I love you.’

‘I love you too,’ I say. Joe presses my panties now with the tip of one thick, strong finger. My mouth opens in a soundless gasp and I lean forward, trying to protect my most intimate parts from Joe’s wandering hands.

The line clicks off in my ear. My husband returns to his life, leaving me in this sweltering car with my lover.

‘You asshole,’ I say, grinning.

‘I thought you liked it,’ Joe says, cupping my burning sex in his hand. The feel of his palm brushing my underwear makes me want to tear off my clothes and attack him right now. I groan for him. Then I lean in close and kiss him. Hungrily. Desperately. Greedily. The lips that just swore love to my husband now lock onto another man’s face. My tongue in his mouth. His hands pawing at my thighs. At my breasts. Pushing my dress up. Like we do every time we climb into his pickup after a workout. I groan again. He growls.

‘Not yet,’ I say, pulling back suddenly. ‘Not yet.’ I’m panting already. Sweat beads his forehead. I can feel the back of my dress clinging to my skin.

‘Why not?’ he says, more curious than hurt.

‘Because we always fuck in your truck,’ I say. ‘I wanna fuck you in a bed for once. It’s all I’ve been thinking about for the past week.’

He grins once more and settles back into his seat. He fires up the engine and cool air immediately blasts out at us from the dashboard. It feels like heaven. He clips his phone into the hands-free kit and opens the screen. I glimpse his background – a picture of Joe and his smiling brunette wife – before he opens up the map and charts a route to Christina’s place.

‘Let’s get this show on the road,’ Joe says, buckling his seat belt and throwing the car into reverse.

My heart pounds with excitement. Five days alone with my lover.

Anything could happen.

****

The drive out to Christina and Lou’s place is long, hot, and mostly featureless. The air conditioning blasts us both with a cool, refreshing breeze and the windshield seems to be coated in some kind of reflective sheen, bouncing the worst of the heat back into the atmosphere, but the sight of desert landscapes and far-away mountains and endless blue skies makes the car feel like an ice cube on a frying pan. I can almost hear the tires sizzling on the road. The views from every window are beautiful. Heat shimmers in the distance, turning the whole world into a mirage. I feel like a cowgirl on a trail.

I glance across at my lover in the driver’s seat, his tight shirt clinging to those bulging biceps. There’s no sight in this world that turns me on more than hard muscles under tight fabric. He knows that. He probably chose that shirt deliberately with my arousal in mind.

‘So,’ he says, glancing over at me, face bright and shiny, ‘a bed, huh?’

A grin spreads across my face.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘A bed.’

Having passionate sex in the back of his pickup truck is fun and intense and carries a certain charm – like we’re teenagers fooling around after a date – but Joe and I are adults now and we need a little more space to experiment. We’re both large people, and his backseat ain’t exactly spacious. As fun as it is to be cramped and squashed against each other, I’ve been really looking forward to trying new positions with him. We have both been super careful about not getting caught together. Even if one of us has a free house, we have not invited the other around for a quick roll in the hay. This week has been a long time in the works, and I can’t wait to get him in bed for real and see what he’s really like in the sack.

‘You know what I wanna do?’ he says.

‘No.’

‘Whatever your husband doesn’t.’

I return his wicked grin. Joe’s favorite part of having sex with me is degrading my husband at the same time. He loves to remind me that his body is better than Dan’s. He loves it when I confess that his cock is bigger and thicker, too, and that he feels so much better inside me than my husband. Joe loves to make fun of my husband in every way he can – as if fucking his wife wasn’t enough – from mocking Dan’s soft body to the crappy little car he drives. I love it, too. It adds an edge of wicked cruelty to our sex life, making a dirty, forbidden tryst feel even more intensely erotic. Joe loves bringing me to orgasm while I tell him that Dan never makes me feel that good.

‘How do you know what my husband doesn’t do?’ I say, a playful hint in my voice.

‘I know he doesn’t give you what you want,’ he says. ‘What you need
. If he was capable of keeping you satisfied, you wouldn’t be here.’

I feel a strange tingling sensation at the very back of my skull, rippling down my neck. The tiniest sliver of shame and guilt. A feeling I have ignored and buried ever since I first climbed into Joe’s truck all those months ago. If something feels good, then you shouldn’t feel guilty about it, right?

‘I hope you’re going to make it worth my while,’ I say. ‘I’m a good girl, you know. I don’t throw myself at just anyone, you know.’

He flashes me that dangerous, hungry smile again.

‘We both know that’s bullshit,’ he says. ‘You’re bad, and I’m worse. We’re a perfect team. Your husband has no
 idea how bad you are. So I’m gonna give you everything you need. As soon as we get there, I’m gonna throw your ass down on the bed and fuck you harder than he ever has. I know you love it when I treat you like a slut. That’s what I’m gonna do. I can’t wait to watch that beautiful ass bounce on my cock.’

His words send little tingles of pleasant desire across my body. Heat spreads through my womanhood. I feel my intimate lips flowering open in readiness, already slick with dew. I love the way he talks to me. His confidence. His arrogance. His raw, alpha male sexual aggressiveness. Joe is the total opposite to my meek, shy, almost submissive husband.

‘Yeah?’ I say, smiling my wickedest, most lustful smile, heat touching my cheeks. ‘You gonna make me scream?’

‘So fucking loud,’ he says. ‘Your husband will be able to hear you and he’ll know how much better I am.’

I exhale, letting out a low, erotic gasp of air. I love the way he talks about Dan. I love how he competes to be the superior man, even if Dan doesn’t know about it.

‘Are you horny for me?’ he says, glancing over at me, his wicked smile a brilliant white flash on his face.

‘God, yes
.’

‘Show me.’

I stare at him for a second. Then I realize what he meant. Excitement grips my heart. I’ve never done anything like this before. Not with Dan, not with any of my previous boyfriends. But Joe makes me want to do it. He makes me wan
t to be naughty.

I turn in my seat and lift my right leg and place it up on the dashboard. I open my legs as wide as possible with this limited space and pull up the bottom of my soft yellow summer dress, exposing my firm, muscular thighs. My tiny panties are a thin, pink triangle nestled between the hard, tanned skin of my legs. He glances over at me – grinning, enjoying the show – before forcing his eyes back to the road. I keep watching his profile and slip my fingers beneath the thin slip of my panties and tug them to the side. I trace a finger over my smooth and freshly shaven mound – I always keep my cleft shaved for my bodybuilding competitions, judges don’t want to see pubic hair peeking around the bikini bottoms – and give an exaggerated pornstar moan.

Joe’s face flicks from the road ahead, down to my mound, and back to the road. Over and over. He looks like a spectator at a fast-moving tennis match, desperately following the path of the ball across the court. The smile never leaves his face.

I tease myself in the passenger seat for his entertainment, loving how wild and dirty and sexy I feel. Other vehicles pass us in the opposite direction, but I don’t stop. I slip two fingers inside my aching, slick, red-hot entrance and slowly pump back and forth, right here in the passenger seat.

‘You like this, baby?’ I say. ‘You like watching me fuck myself for you?’

‘Yes,’ he says, almost growling the word. ‘I can’t wait to do it myself.’

‘Aw, poor you,’ I say, lifting up my glistening fingers and trailing them over my tongue. ‘I guess I’ll have to entertain myself until we get there…’

‘Fuck that!’ Joe says. He reaches down with one hand, using the other to keep the car steady on the flat, featureless road, and unzips his pants. I grin wickedly. He eases his length free in front of me and puts his hand back on the wheel. ‘Get over here.’

I put my leg back down and lean across the front seat and take him in my hand. It never ceases to amaze me how different
 his cock feels compared to Dan’s. Joe is bigger, no doubt about that, but even his skin feels different. Joe is maybe an inch longer than my husband, but what always drives me wild is how thick
 and heavy
 he feels. With Dan, I can wrap my fingers around his shaft easily – I can even touch my thumb again. With Joe, there’s no chance in hell. He’s so thick that I my fingers won’t reach all the way around. When he pushes inside me, it feels like I’m being stretched open, as though my womanhood is being drilled and gaped and ruined, and it feels so fucking good
. Better than any man I’ve ever been with before. Far better than my husband. His shaft has a gentle upward curve to it, with a single fat vein running along the underside. His skin always feels soft and smooth – a fascinating contradiction to his outward appearance – and his juicy, swollen balls always produce a wonderful, satisfying load. But the best part about his member is the head. It’s much thicker than the rest, the dull purple-red tip bulging and protruding like a mushroom. The feeling of this fat tip pushing inside me, stretching me, forcing its way into my womanhood, is utterly indescribable. The moans that I make when my body ceases to resist and accepts him inside – always with a soft, wet, slippery pop
 – are unlike any noises I’ve ever made before. His cock makes me desperate for more.

I give Joe’s manhood a squeeze. He growls above me. I give his shaft a teasing, passionate kiss and trail my tongue up and down the underside. I can feel his incredible heat in my mouth. I can smell his musky, masculine scent. I can taste his overpowering bittersweet flavor.

‘God,’ he says, the word a long, breathy sigh, ‘I love the way you do that.’

‘Better than your wife?’

He laughs. He grabs my head with one hand and pushes my face down into his groin, forcing his thick length to the back of my throat. I groan and moan and make all the right noises for him. He pumps his hips up, fucking my mouth in the driver’s seat as we blaze a trail along the Arizona highway.

I love sucking his manhood. Something about the act – about being used and degraded and violated like this – really turns me on. Dan loves the feel of my mouth on his shaft, but he never does this
 to me. He never grabs me or abuses me or forces me to swallow every inch. He would never dare. Dan makes me feel like a partner, when sometimes I just wanna feel like a dirty slut. Another reason why Joe is the superior man.

Joe’s powerful hand grips my head tight. He pulls my head away from his lap. Sticky, silvery stands of slick drool coat his manhood and cover my chin. I gasp and pant and lean back into my seat, grinning at him, delighted at my handiwork.

‘Goddamn,’ he says. ‘If I didn’t stop you, I was either gonna come or crash the car.’

‘You wanna come in my mouth?’ I say, feigning indignant shock, like a virgin being propositioned for ass-to-mouth.

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘But the first load is for your pussy. I’ve been waiting a long time to get you into bed. I’m gonna make it count.’

I turn back to the windshield and check my face in the visor mirror, unable to wipe the smile from my lips. I adjust my hair and clean the drool from my chin. My panties feel soaked through.

****

‘Good to see you guys!’

Lou steps down off the porch and strides across the brickwork pathway toward us, arms open and ready to hug. He’s dressed for the heat – loose pale blue shirt and gym shorts, with dusty sandals on his feet – and his impressive, stacked frame looks good in the late afternoon sun.

I close the car door and have just enough time to sling my travel bag over my shoulder before he sweeps me into a powerful, crushing hug. I return with a tight embrace of my own, delighted to see my old friend again.

‘Oh, God, Jessica! How long’s it been?’ Lou says. ‘God, the last time I saw you must have been the competition last year!’

‘Too damn long,’ I say, slapping his back and releasing him from my grasp.

Joe shuts the driver’s door and steps around the car. He extends a hand and Lou takes it, the two men flexing their biceps in friendly competition as they shake.

‘Good to see ya,’ Lou says, grinning and slapping Joe on the shoulder with his free hand. ‘You look bigger, have you been working out?’

Joe laughs and the two men release their grip on one another. Joe slings his duffel bag over one shoulder and Lou gestures for us to walk on ahead.

I start walking up the path, grinning and waving at Christina in the doorway. She smiles. She still looks every bit as amazing as the last time I saw her – toned stomach, firm arms and legs, face of a woman easily ten years younger than she really is. Her chin-length blond hair always looks so sleek and shiny, a perfect counterpart to my long and deep, dark red style.

She hugs me as I step through the doorway, but there is no power in her grip. I find that a little strange. She usually squeezes me tighter than Lou does.

‘Great to see you,’ she says, pulling back, a tight smile on her face. She looks into my face, but not into my eyes. I frown for a moment. Something is troubling my friend. Before I can ask, the boys follow me through the door and Christina turns away to greet Joe. He laughs in good humor and squeezes her hands as they break off their hug. Lou closes the front door and I immediately feel cooler. I hear the quiet whirring of the air conditioning units pumping cool, crisp air around the house. It feels fantastic.

‘Good flight?’ Christina asks.

‘Great,’ I say. ‘Really smooth, no trouble.’

‘None at all?’ she says, looking me in the eyes for the first time. Again, I get the feeling that something is on her mind. I want to ask more, but Lou cuts me off before I can start.

‘Aw, c’mon Chris!’ he says. ‘They don’t wanna talk about their flight! They wanna see their room.’ He flashes a dirty, knowing grin and winks at Joe. ‘And maybe have a shower. You guys are staying down here.’

He walks us through the house, a hand behind my back and Joe’s, like a game show host leading nervous contestants across the stage. We pass through the huge, open-plan den and kitchen – well-stocked and lined with healthy foods and fresh fruit, naturally – and head upstairs.

Lou leads us to the guest bedroom at the far end of the house, past the huge bathrooms and the walk-in closet filled with workout clothes and competition gear.

‘Here ya go, guys.’ he says, pushing the door open, revealing a large, spacious, modern bedroom. A bed large enough for all four of us. Closet. Drawers. Mirrors. ‘I’ll let you guys get comfortable.’ He winks again and slaps Joe on the shoulder. ‘I got you guys a reservation tonight for the Mexican place a few blocks south. Plenty of time to get refreshed
.’ He chuckles and walks away, his footsteps muffled by the carpet until the two of us are left in silence.

We step into the bedroom. I drop my bag on the floor at the foot of the bed. Joe closes the door. We turn to face each other. Finally, after months of tension, weeks of waiting, and hours of traveling, we find ourselves alone in a bedroom.

We lunge at each other. He wraps his arms around me. I kiss him fiercely, with all the passion I can muster. We fall back on the bed, him on top of me. He pulls up my yellow dress and unzips his pants. I push his shirt up, exposing that perfect, God-like body – all hard muscles and toned abs and raw masculine power. He yanks my panties to the side and plunges into me, his thick head parting my lips and stretching me open with that wonderful wet pop
. I cry out in sheer, wondrous pleasure. It feels better than ever. Not just him
, but everything
. The thrill of being bad. The knowledge that I shouldn’t be here. Doing it in a bed instead of the backseat of his truck. Fucking Joe behind my clueless husband’s back. It feels better than any man has ever felt entering me.

I’m still soaking wet from our car ride. It’s not difficult for my body to accept his thick, powerful member. He glides inside me like I was made to receive him. He moans with pleasure.

‘Oh, My God
,’ I say, gripping his firm, tense arms with my fingers. ‘That feels perfect.’

‘Better than your husband?’ He grins at me, already knowing my answer.

‘Fuck yes!’ I say. He pushes deep inside me, all the way to the hilt. His pants press against my thighs. My pussy swallows his length greedily, gripping him tight and squeezing his beautiful shaft. He touches every part of me at once. He fills me more deeply and feels better than my husband ever has. Dan has never made me feel like this. His cock has never driven me crazy like this. His cock doesn’t satisfy me like this.

I lose myself completely, moaning and crying out for Joe, begging him for more, bucking my hips up to meet him, forcing that beautiful cock inside me again and again. Finally, we have space to move and explore. Finally, I don’t have to be quiet. Finally, we don’t have to worry about being caught.

Joe leans on his strong arms and fucks me deep and hard relentlessly in our friend’s bed, with every ounce of power and aggression and energy he has. I moan like a wild animal in heat, begging him over and over for more, more, more.

It is worth every long, drawn-out, tense moment of the wait.

****

‘Here’s to us.’

Joe raises his beer to me. I raise my bottle back and touch the tip to his, unable to wipe the smile from my face. The Mexican place Lou reserved for us is a beautiful restaurant a little off the main roads, with white stone wall and red-and-white check tablecloths. The place is made to look and feel like some kind of old fort from the cowboy days, but it works. Usually this kind of place might be a little tacky or goofy, but there’s a good atmosphere inside and the service is prompt.

I take a long pull on my beer, enjoying the cool, crisp taste pouring down my throat. The restaurant is lovely and cool, the air conditioning turning relentlessly despite the early evening heat outside. We sit together at a table near a stone archway in one wall. Most of the room is coated in shadows cast by the candles and the soft overhead lighting. The table is decorated with fresh flowers and a small candle. This is the most romantic thing we’ve ever done. Before this, the only meals we’d shared were power bars – consumed before or after a quick romp in his truck – and we’d never dared to go out in public together.

‘You were fantastic,’ he says, grinning across the table at me. The candle dances in his eyes, his handsome face glowing in the light. His muscular frame fills the open-necked shirt he wears, making him appear even bigger than usual. The sight makes me weak at the knees.

Tonight, I’ve chosen to wear a pretty orange dress with a green and white floral print design, with sexy brown wedges on my feet. It’s an elegant, sexy outfit, cool enough to wear in the night warmth, and flows to just above my knees. I bought the dress a few months back, intending to wear it for Dan, but we never went anywhere fancy enough together for me to justify breaking it out. Tonight, however, it’s the perfect choice. The dress might not be particularly revealing, but it fits my curves perfectly and gives me a cute, innocent appearance that Joe’s wandering, glittering eyes appreciate.

‘I can’t take all the credit,’ I say, returning his smile. My body – and my pussy – aches with that dull, warm, blissful satisfaction of good, hard sex. Joe was insatiable. The moment he climaxed and filled my yearning womanhood with his potent seed, he kissed me deeply and savagely, before he pulled out and rolled me onto my front for the next round. I can honestly say that have never come as hard as I did today, under his relentless, powerful body. He fucked me as though trying to make up for all the months we had to make do with the backseat of his truck, as though trying to prove himself better than my husband. If that was his aim, then mission accomplished.

‘If Lou hadn’t booked dinner,’ he says, reaching across the table and taking my hand in his, ‘we would still be fucking right now.’

I give his hand a squeeze, trying to hide the growing smile tugging the corners of my lips.

‘I know,’ I say.

‘Your husband ever made you scream like that?’ he says, in a low voice.

‘Never,’ I say. It’s the truth. Dan has never been able to satisfy me like that. He has never made me come over and over again. He’s never rolled me over and continued pounding me even after climaxing. Dan is gentle and tender and – if I’m being honest with myself – kinda pathetic in bed. My husband is the type of guy to pump a few times, fire his load, then roll over with a big, goofy smile on his face, like we’re still teenagers creeping around in the night. That used to satisfy me, but not anymore. Joe is total opposite. Joe always wants to go again, as soon as possible. Hell, Joe would rather keep going, slamming into me, forcing himself to stay hard even after he’s come two or even three times.

‘We’re a good team, Jessica,’ he says. ‘It feels right.’

‘It does, doesn’t it?’

Before he can keep wooing me, the waitress appears with our food. I let go of his hands – too fast
, I think, she’ll realize
 – and lean back in my seat. She carefully puts the plates down in front of us, the hot meat and vegetables steaming and smelling wonderful.

‘Enjoy your meals,’ she says. She half-turns away, then stops herself. ‘I just gotta say, you guys are a really cute couple. How long’ve you been married?’

Heat rises to my cheeks. I almost shake my head – Oh, no, we’re not married, we’re just having an affair
 – but I stop. Joe steps in without missing a beat.

‘A few months now,’ he says, shooting me a knowing look. ‘This is our first real getaway since the wedding.’

‘This is ya honeymoon?’ the waitress says, eyes sparkling.

‘Sure.’

‘Ohmigosh!’ she says, ‘that’s so sweet! Can I get a picture of you guys for our Special Customers wall?’

‘Sure!’ Joe beams across the table at me. ‘Smile, honey!’

The waitress takes her phone out of her pocket. I lean onto the table on my elbow, smiling at her. Joe does the same from the other side. The camera flashes, blinding me for a few seconds.

‘That’s so great,’ she says, ‘thank you so much! Have a great meal, you two!’

She walks away from us, disappearing to the back of the restaurant.

‘Why did you tell her that?’ I say, in a low voice. There’s nobody close enough to hear, but I still keep quiet.

‘Why not?’ he says with a shrug, grabbing his knife and fork. ‘What does it matter? We might as well be together.’

I watch him eat for a moment, my mind whirling. I’m not sure what’s shocked me more – the casual, flippant way he suggests the two of us abandon our marriages; or the fact that I find the idea so intriguing. Dan is a good man. Good husband. Decent father. Never so much as raised his voice to me once during our marriage. But he’s so safe and comfortable and boring compared to Joe. My lover is dangerous and fiery and passionate. Our liaisons in the back of his truck are some of the hottest, most erotic encounters of my life. The way he fucked me this afternoon was better than Dan ever made me feel for most of our marriage. Joe is everything that Dan isn’t. Wild. Untamed. Sexually aggressive. My husband is sweet and tender and kind. Joe makes me explode with passion. Would it be wrong of me to leave my husband for this man?

Joe winks at me across the table as he carves his food into small, edible chunks. I try to imagine myself as his wife. Would our passion burn as strong as it does now? Would our sex life still be as intense and erotic as it is now? Could I walk away from my husband – and my children, my home, my life, my family
 – just to hook up with Joe?

If I’m being honest with myself… the idea appeals to me. No responsibilities, no consequences, just me and Joe and all the passionate sex two people can possibly have together. No more sneaking and hiding. No more secret messages and covering our tracks. We could be open and public together. Like this. Him and me having dinner as a couple. No pretending.

My bag vibrates against my feet. I hear the faint buzz of my phone rattling around inside. I bend down and take my phone out. My heart races when I see the name of my caller.

Dan.

‘Shit,’ I say.

‘What’s up?’ Joe says, through a mouthful of food.

‘Dan’s calling.’

‘So?’ His eyes flash with mischief. ‘Answer it. Tell him you’re leaving. Tell him you found someone better.’

I shoot him a warning look and cancel the call. Dan can wait. My real life can wait.

All that matters right now is me and my lover.

****

Lou and Christina are awake and waiting for us when the cab pulls up outside their home. Joe and I walk up their path to their front door, hand in hand, the perfect image of lovers on vacation. It’s after midnight and the sky overhead is a perfect black sheet punctuated by a thousand pinpricks of starlight. Somewhere in this crazy, messed-up world, my husband is looking up at the same field of stars. Alone.

‘Good meal, guys?’ Lou says, greeting us at the door with open arms and a wide grin. Seems like he’s enjoying our naughty vacation almost as much as we are. He’s getting off on the thrill of being a co-conspirator. Christina hangs back a little, still wearing that strange, forced smile of hers.

‘Delicious,’ I say, smiling at Christina, wondering what’s going on with her. I’ve never seen her like this. So pensive. So troubled. Maybe there’s something going on between her and Lou. ‘Thank you for booking it.’

‘No bother, no bother,’ Lou says, waving a hand. ‘I don’t know what you guys have planned for tomorrow, but I’m hoping to get a little bro-time during the day.’

Joe looks to me and nods and says, ‘Sure. We didn’t really have any plans.’

‘I bet you didn’t.’ Lou grins, his eyes twinkling. The expression is a little malicious. ‘We’re going to the range to fire a few rounds. Jessica, I think Christina wanted a little time alone with you.’

‘We’re going hiking,’ Christina says, her voice bereft of its usual enthusiasm and excitement for such a plan.

‘Great!’ I say, hoping to bring enough joy for the two of us. ‘Can’t wait.’

‘Alright,’ Lou says, grinning and rubbing his hands together in glee. ‘Well, you kids have a good night. We’ll see you again in the morning.’

Lou slaps us both on the shoulder in turn and walks upstairs to bed. Christina offers a thin, tight smile and follows him up, leaving Joe and I downstairs together. Above us, the master bedroom door clicks shut and everything is silent except for the quiet whirring of the air conditioning.

We take off our shoes and quietly walk upstairs too, passing the closed bedroom door. I hope everything is okay between them. I don’t like seeing my friend troubled like this.

Joe walks in the guest bedroom first and closes the door behind me. In a few short seconds, our hands are all over one another again, like the door lock is some kind of starter pistol and we’re in a race to get each other naked. I unbutton his pants. He lifts up my dress. I tear off his shirt. He pushes my dress over my head. I yank down his shorts. He unclasps my bra.

‘How do you want it?’ he says. ‘How do you want me to fuck you?’

I step back a little and flick on the lamp next to the bed. It casts a soft glow across the room, forming erotic shadows over our bodies. I look down myself, clad only in my panties. Joe’s shorts bulge in anticipation. I think of all the dirty things we accomplished today. All the naughty fantasies we finally fulfilled together. All the sexy things I still want to do to him.

‘Lie down,’ I say, pointing at the bed.

He does as he is told, laying in the center of the bed in his underwear, manhood throbbing and straining for freedom.

I put my bag on the night table, my phone spilling out onto the wooden top, still with that missed call from my husband. I’ll call him tomorrow. He’s probably asleep right now. Besides, I have more pressing matters to attend… such as the gorgeous, aroused man in bed next to me.

‘Is this how you want me?’ he says. ‘You want to ride me?’

I almost nod, but decide against it. There’s something I’ve been dying
 to do for Joe. Something I’ve never had the chance to do before. Now that we’re here on vacation, with the opportunity of both time and space, I can finally give him a naughty gift. A wicked, sinful, erotic gift I’ve been wanting to give him for months now. A gift I haven’t given to my husband in years
.

He watches me with a curious smile. I climb up on the bed and straddle him. He reaches up to touch my firm, fake breasts, but I swat his hands away, smiling playfully at him.

‘No, no, no,’ I say. ‘This one is for me. Don’t move.’

I slowly move down his body, trailing one hand over the bumps and ridges of his muscles. Even the slightest feel of his firm, compact flesh makes my sex ache for him.

Joe watches me, still wearing that smile, still wondering what’s on my mind. I wink and take hold of his shorts and slowly pull them down. His thick, hard cock springs free, slapping against his firm abs with a wet smack
. He lifts his ass off the bed, allowing me to strip him completely naked. If there are ever have any doubts about why I’m having an affair, this view is what I shall remember. This muscular, bearded, tattooed man with the fat dick and the cocky look in his eye. This
 is why I’m fucking around on my husband.

‘What do you have in mind?’ he says.

I only give a naughty smile in response. I kneel between his legs and run my fingernails along the inside of his upper thigh – first one leg, then the other. He shivers and exhales softly, enjoying the sensation. He plumps up the pillows under his head so he can look down the bed at me, always watching my eyes. I keep my gaze fixed on his, moving closer to my big, thick, hard, red-hot goal. Even his scent is more masculine and powerful than my husband’s.

My lips brush the base of his cock. He sighs in erotic delight. I know that Joe loves my blowjobs – he insists on receiving them almost every single time we’re together – but I guarantee he’s never had one like this before. This is my gift to him. A blowjob he’ll remember for the rest of his life.

I let my breath fall on his hard, pulsing cock as I slowly trail my lips south. I hear him groan. He parts his legs a little wider. My lips find purchase on one of his full, swollen balls. I eagerly take him into my mouth and suck his ball. First one, then the other, flicking my tongue over his sensitive skin and making sure to let each testicle fall out of my mouth with a wet pop
.

He gasps now as I flick my tongue over each of his balls and slowly work my way back to his shift, continuing to play my tongue over him as I go. I feel his body shudder with pleasure beneath me. The sensation – the power
 – is both erotic and intoxicating. I love it. I love feeling this way. If he wants, he can turn this moment on a dime and take control and make me feel like a cheap, dirty whore. I love that just as much.

‘Fuck…’ he says, groaning in a deep, passionate voice. ‘Goddamn, baby, that’s fucking amazing.’

His approval spurs me on, makes me want to me even dirtier. It makes me want to please him and impress him. I want him to love every second and beg for more. I turn my head to the side and open my mouth as wide as I can, wrapping my lips around his thickness. The fact that there is so much
 of him that doesn’t fit inside my mouth drives me goddamn wild. My husband’s cock is smaller and thinner than this. My husband’s cock doesn’t fill and satisfy me like Joe’s does. My husband’s cock can’t make me feel as good as this one can. Joe makes me want
 to be dirty. He makes me want
 to suck his cock and degrade myself for him. He makes me want
 to be his dirty slut. My husband doesn’t do any of those things.

I move my head now, trailing my lips and tongue up his shaft, all the way to his thick mushroom-shaped tip, leaving a silvery trail of saliva in my wake. I taste his salty, masculine flavour and smell his sweaty, manly scent. Every single fibre of his being is more of an alpha male than any part of my husband.

Joe groans deeply, still watching my face, as I flick my tongue over his head, lapping up the few glistening pearls of excitement that have already started to gather at the tip. He tastes so good. Bitter, and salty, but also sweet, in a way. He tastes like forbidden fruit.

Now I open my mouth as wide as I can, keeping my eyes on his, and slowly sink down, feeling his fat, throbbing cock slip past my lips and enter my mouth. I groan with blissful indulgence as his heavy shaft slides over my tongue and he fills my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat. His face is a picture of erotic satisfaction.

‘You suck your husband’s cock this good?’ he says, breathing hard.

I shake my head. I’m partly lying – I always give good head, even when I suck my husband’s unsatisfying, mediocre cock. But I’ve never enjoyed
 swallowing a man’s hard shaft as much as this right now. I show him again how much I love his fat manhood by taking it all the way to the back of my throat.

Joe groans loudly, heedless of whether or not Christina and Lou can hear us, his eyes half-closing with sheer bliss. The sound of his enjoyment spurs me on. I let his shaft slide back across my tongue until only his thick mushroom head remains in my mouth. Then I grasp the base of his shaft with my left hand and slowly jerk him off while I suck on the head.

He groans, a loud, deep, guttural sound of primal passion, watching me with a wide, cocky grin on his face. My left hand slides up and down his wet manhood, wedding ring glinting in the light. His eyes follow my hand – follow the ring – up and down and up and down as I skilfully tease and pleasure him.

‘Do I taste better than your husband?’ he says, almost panting now, fighting to stay calm and not end this moment too quickly.

‘Yes,’ I say, lifting my lips away from his delicious mushroom tip to reply. ‘You taste so much better than Dan does. Your cock is so much better than my husband’s. I love the way you fuck me. He doesn’t make me come like you do.’

‘You love sucking on my dick,’ he says. This is not a question.

‘Fuck yes.’

I take him into my mouth again with renewed energy, jerking his base with rapid strokes as the tip touches the back of my throat. I force myself not to gag, but it’s tricky. My throat is used to my husband’s smaller, thinner, more disappointing cock. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. I ease back, but he reaches forward and pushes my head back down onto his cock, gagging me all over again. I make little choking noises. He groans and releases me.

I lean back, gasping for breath. My face is a mess. Tears in my eyes. Drool all over my lips and chin. Saliva on my hand, covering my wedding ring. But Joe smiles with joy, like I’m the most beautiful slut in the world.

‘I wanna fuck you now,’ he says.

‘Later,’ I say. ‘I’ve been dying to do this for months.’

‘Really?’ His eyes flash. ‘You want me to come for you?’

‘Uh-huh.’

Now I flick my tongue over the base of his shaft and gently tease his full, heavy balls once more. I rub his thick cock over my face and he groans again.

‘Shit,’ he says. ‘I’m getting close. Goddamn, you got a good fucking mouth.’

‘You know it, baby.’

I take his shaft halfway into my mouth again, my lips and tongue gliding over his wet skin, my hand teasing and squeezing and caressing his thick base. His moans merge with his deep breaths now, his orgasm looming closer and closer. The knowledge that I am about to make a man – who is not
 my husband – come using my mouth drives me wild with desire. Dull, wet heat spreads throughout my womanhood. I’m desperate to fuck Joe, but right now all I want to do is drink his lust. How many times have I sucked his cock in the back of his truck? Dozens, at least. And every single time, my only thought was how fucking good it would be if I could make him climax that way. Now I finally get the chance. Now we have the luxury of time.

Joe fixes his clouded, lusty gaze on my eyes. His hands grip the duvet. His chest rises and falls in great, gulping gasps. He hisses encouragement under his breath now, saying, Yes, that’s fucking right, suck my dick, you fucking slut
…

I suck him greedily, bobbing my head up and down, silvery strings of spit and drool coating his cock. I stroke his thick base over and over, my left hand – my wedding ring – slipping up and down his shaft, the movements getting faster and faster as his breathing deepens. He’s close. Right to the edge. Any second now.

My phone buzzes on the nightstand. A loud, dull vibration. I glance over. My phone dances across the wooden surface with each buzz. Joe glances at it. He ignores it. We both know who would be calling me right now. Probably calling to say goodnight.

My husband is calling.

I don’t stop. Neither does Joe. I desperately suck his fat cock and jerk him off into my willing mouth. He groans one final time. I force my head down, pushing his fat shaft to the back of my throat.

The phone keeps buzzing. I keep sucking. Joe keeps moaning.

Then it happens.

Joe’s hot, rich, thick, salty, heavy, delicious come launches from the tip of his pulsing, throbbing cock, crashing against the back of my throat with incredible force. I moan at the feeling – at how dirty
 I am, at how slutty
 it makes me, at how wrong
 it is to make another man come into my willing mouth – and suck him harder. He shudders on the bed, a powerful, full-body orgasm consuming him. His cheeks are red. He grunts and groans and pushes his hips up, trying to force his cock even deeper into my mouth. His gasps of pleasure are raw and primal. The sound drives me wild and makes me drink him deeper.

I swallow the first load. Scalding, sticky cum slides down my throat, warming my insides like coffee on a winter morning. He tastes good. Manly and musky. He tastes like an alpha male, like the kind of man my husband is not.

The phone finally stops buzzing now. I swallow a second load. Joe’s cum fills my mouth and my throat. His fat cock twitches in my hand with every pump, his balls tensing with the pressure of forcing his seed into my slutty mouth. I groan with every salty splash, my pussy now a molten furnace craving release. I feel like the naughtiest, dirtiest slut on the planet right now and I fucking love it
.

‘Oh shit
!’ Joe says, as his climax finally subsides. I swallow a third load, then a fourth just to be sure. ‘You swallowed it all!’ He sounds both stunned and delighted.

I suck his shaft clean and let go. I sit up. My face is still a mess, but it’s his
 mess. My nipples are hard, but they’re his
 nipples. My pussy yearns for satisfaction, but it yearns for his
 touch.

‘Did you like that?’ I say.

‘Fuck,’ he says, nodding. ‘You ever do that for your man?’

‘No,’ I say. Another small lie. I have swallowed Dan’s come, but not for several years now. Not since he lost his incredible body.

‘I’m the luckiest man in the world,’ he says.

‘Glad you liked it,’ I say. ‘God, that turned me on so much!’

‘Really?’ His flash in that dangerous, predatory way again. ‘Come up here. Let me help you with that.’

I climb up the bed. He grabs me. Rolls me onto my back. I laugh with delight.

Then my laughter turns to moans of passion.

****


Day Two

His breath warms my neck. It tickles. It warms. It rouses me from a deep, dreamless sleep.

I slowly open my eyes. The room is still partly bathed in darkness, thanks to the heavy drapes over the window, but bright pillars of morning sunlight strike the carpet from the edges of the drapes, making the area bright enough for me to see. I feel an arm over my waist, but it feels thicker and heavier than Dan’s.

It takes a couple seconds to remember where I am. Then the memories come rushing back, all at once. The flight. The restaurant. The blowjob. The lies. I lift the cover and see Joe’s thick, strong arm draped around my naked waist. The feel of his warm skin against mine is exhilarating. This is the first time we’ve spent the night together. The first time we’ve woken up in one another’s arms. The first time we’ve felt like lovers
. I close my eyes and let out a long, low breath. A sigh of relief. It feels good. It feels right
.

I think of all the times I’ve woken up next to Dan. All the mornings he’s snored in my ear. All the nights he stole the cover and left me to freeze my ass off. All the times I woke up and punched him on the arm in sheer irritation and went back to sleep. Joe hadn’t done anything to me in the night. He had slept peacefully and held me tight and allowed me to drift off in a warm, loving embrace. I can still taste him on my tongue. I can still feel warm, wet, heavenly slickness between my thighs.

Joe breathes gently behind me. I wonder what he’s dreaming about? About me? About last night? About the limitless possibilities of our future together? Whatever he’s dreaming about, it must be good. I can feel his hard manhood pressing against my butt. Delicious, erotic heat pulses from his member, directly into my skin.

I carefully slip out from under his arm. He stirs a little, rolling onto his back, a big man in a big bed. He’s totally naked, his firm muscles and hard body almost glowing in the morning light. The sight of his huge frame makes my womanhood tremble. The sight of Dan’s body used to make me feel the same way. We spent the first year or two of our relationship going to the gym and fucking for hours afterward. As Dan’s body softened and withered away, so did my desire to be touched by him. Seeing Joe like this makes me feel like an attractive, desirable woman again – awake, alive, alert, and hungry
.

I move down the bed and slip beneath the covers, excitement and arousal flooding my body. I remember how good it was last night. How much I loved pleasuring him. How dirty and wild and wicked I felt to make him come with my mouth. I’m going to wake him up this morning – and he’s going to love
 my method.

He doesn’t stir as I carefully position myself on the bed, lying on my front between his legs. His massive frame and huge, hard erection causes the covers to tent a little. It’s almost dark under here, but I have just enough light to make out what I need to see. I lean forward and gently, lovingly, tenderly kiss the base of his wonderfully thick shaft.

I feel his body stir at my touch. Heat floods my sex again as vivid, erotic memories fill my mind. I recall how fucking dirty I felt sucking his perfect cock last night. How delicious his come tasted. How hot it was to swallow his sticky load while looking him in the eye. I love
 being Joe’s whore. I can’t explain it. He brings out a side of me I never knew existed. I’ve always been highly sexual and deeply erotic, but I’ve never been as insatiable as he makes me feel.

Joe utters a sleepy groan as I trail my tongue up his shaft and gently tease his thick, purple head. I taste my own dried juices and his strong, masculine flavour and the bitter, salty tang of sweat. I reach down between my legs with one hand and trace a finger along my slit. My swollen, puffy lips are already wet, partly from last night’s incredible sex, partly from the anticipation of this morning’s fun to come. My fingertip nudges the firm knot of flesh hidden at the top of my lips. A shiver runs through me.

I take Joe inside my mouth once more, playing my tongue across his shaft, not trying to be slow or sensual or gentle. I want my man to wake up and see me like this, between his legs with his cock in my mouth. I want him to know what kind of woman he’s made me become.

He stirs a little more. I take him to the back of my throat. His breathing changes. I fuck him with my mouth, dragging my wet lips up and down his shaft, moaning like a wild slut in heat. My fingers tease my aching, hungry slit again, sending tremors of lust through me.

‘Huh?’

Joe blinks sleepily and looks down at me. For a brief moment, he looks confused. Maybe he thinks this is a wonderful dream. Then I flick my tongue over his head once more and he grins and groans.

‘Good fuckin’ mornin’!’ he says.

‘Morning baby,’ I say, kissing his cock. ‘Did you have a good rest?’

‘Yeah.’

Joe sits up and ensnares me with his strong, powerful arms. He knows how much I love his strength. His power. His raw, masculine prowess.

‘My turn,’ he says, his voice a passionate growl.

‘I was hoping you’d say that… how do you want me?’

‘Bend over,’ he says. ‘Facing the mirror.’

I glance at the wall facing the bed. There’s a full-sized mirror hanging there. The reflection shows a naked woman, held in the muscular arms of a naked man. The naked woman smiles at me, delighted to be so adored and wanted by this beautiful man.

Joe lifts me and turns me around. I get on my hands and knees, lifting my ass up in the air, desperate to feel his wonderful thickness push me open once more. Nothing in this world feels as good as his hard cock splitting my tight sex open. Nothing
. I used to think that sex between two lovers was the best feeling on earth, but that was before I met Joe. He showed me how wrong that was. It doesn’t matter that we aren’t in love. All that matters is taking his hard cock inside me, again and again, over and over, as many times as I can.

Right now, at this moment, on all fours with my ass in the air and my wet holes spread open, I am not a wife. I am not a mother. I am not a competitive bodybuilder. Right now, I am three willing, waiting, eager holes. I am a wanton slut. I am a horny bitch and I fucking need
 him.

Joe slaps my ass hard – one firm strike of his open hand, knowing that my husband never has the balls to own me the way he does – and gets into position behind me. He rubs his shaft along my dripping, yearning slit. He glances up. Our eyes meet in the mirror. He grins at me.

‘Tell me how you want it,’ he says.

‘Hard,’ I say.

‘Does your husband fuck you hard?’ He pushes the mushroom tip of his perfect, fat cock against my lips. I feel my womanhood flowering, my intimate lips parting in preparation.

‘No,’ I say. ‘He doesn’t fuck me like you do, baby.’

‘Nobody does,’ he says, and pushes forward.

The woman in the mirror reacts instantly, mouth opening, eyes widening, hands gripping the bed. She moans long and loud. She shudders in delight.

Joe pushes his length deep inside me. Pop
. It feels like a huge, thick, red-hot firebrand is being forced into my womanhood. I love
 it. He touches every damn part of me at once. He stretches my entrance and pushes against the inner walls of my vagina. Dan has never done that, not once in all the time we’ve been together and all the occasions we’ve fucked. I feel fireworks igniting under my skin, a hundred fuses bursting into life at once. Every part of me burns hotter and more fiercely than ever before.

‘Look at that slut in the mirror,’ he says.

I do as I am told. I look at the slut in the mirror, the woman with her eyes half-glazed with lust and her lips parted as she moans in pleasure. I see the large, muscular, bearded, tattooed man behind her. I see the grin on his face as his massive hands grip her hips and he pulls himself deep inside in one long, firm stroke.

‘Fuck!’ I say. ‘Fuck, you feel so good! God, I love it!’

He slaps my ass with one big hand. I cry out in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

‘Keep watching the mirror, slut,’ he says. ‘I want you to watch yourself being a cheating whore wife.’

His words drive me crazy. He starts fucking me now, deep and hard and fast. Powerful, firm, controlled strokes. Driving every thick inch as deep inside me as he can get.

I climax within the first few minutes. He doesn’t stop. He keeps fucking me. I climax again and again. He keeps fucking me.

Better than my husband ever could.

****

We take turns in the bathroom, showering our bodies with refreshing cool water. While Joe washes, I check my phone. Looks like Dan left me a voicemail last night. I press play and hold the phone to my ear. Dan’s voice comes out from the tiny crackling speaker.

‘Hello beautiful
,’ he says, his voice tired and quiet. I can imagine him lying in bed, keeping his voice low in case the kids wake up. ‘I just wanted to hear your voice
. I tried to call earlier when the kids went to bed
, but I guess I missed you
. I’m gonna crash now
. Hope you guys are having a great time
. I miss you
. I love you
.’

The message ends. I put the phone on silent and slip into the plastic pouch on my arm band to keep it safe for today’s hike. I try to ignore the little knot of guilt in the pit of my stomach. My husband was telling me he loved me last night. While I had another man’s cock in my mouth – while I was bringing him to orgasm and greedily swallowing every sticky drop – my husband was lying in our bed, thinking about me.

Joe re-enters, a towel around his waist, water on his skin. I push the guilt aside. Joe kisses me slowly, hugging me tight. The fire inside me smolders once more. Joe grabs my naked butt. I laugh and push him away.

‘C’mon!’ I say, laughing. ‘No time for that now.’

We dress for the day and head downstairs. Joe chooses a casual pale shirt and shorts combo, while I opt for clothes suitable for hiking – loose white tank top, stretchy shorts and comfortable running shoes.

Lou and Christina are already awake, eating breakfast at the kitchen table. They have plates and food ready for us. We join them, talking and laughing and eating as a foursome. Lou works the table like a chat show host, always keeping us moving and active. Christina still seems sullen and subdued. She avoids my eyes.

‘Okay then, big guy,’ Lou says, as soon as I’ve finished the last of my fruit. ‘We’re goin’ shootin’!’

‘Awesome,’ Joe says, miming pulling triggers with his thick fingers. The idea of my man – already hyper-masculine and alpha as all hell – doing something as aggressive and manly as firing a gun makes me throb and tremble in all the right places.

‘And we’re going hiking,’ Christina says. ‘I’ve got backpacks and plenty of water.’

‘Great!’ I say, forcing myself to be excited for the two of us. Christina loves hiking usually. Maybe the two of us alone will give me a chance to find out what’s going on with her. Maybe I offer some help.

Lou puts the dishes in the sink and leaves them there. He heads out to get his stuff together. There is a noticeable spring in his step. It seems that Lou is enjoying our company.

‘Hey,’ I say, leaning close and whispering in Joe’s ear. ‘If you get back before me… don’t shower, okay?’

‘Oh, really?’ he says, a shooting me a knowing look. ‘You know that I’m probably gonna stink of gunpowder, right?’

‘I’m counting on it.’

He grins, already planning our next sexual encounter in his mind. He says, ‘And if you come home first, all sweaty and out of breath… don’t shower.’

I return his grin.

Christina lifts up two heavy-looking backpacks, one slung over each strong arm, and announces that it’s time to go. I give my lover a kiss and help Christina out to the car.

****

The drive out to the hiking trail is mercifully brief. Christina isn’t her usual talkative self this morning and the landscape sure ain’t all that interesting to look at. She answers my few brief questions with single-syllable words and lapses into lengthy periods of silence, never initiating a conversation of her own. I can’t see through her expression through the dark sunglasses covering her eyes from the sun’s oppressive glare. I’m about to ask her what’s going on – if there are problems between her and Lou – when she pulls into a small, dusty parking lot surrounded by rickety-looking wooden fences and kills the engine.

‘Let’s go,’ she says.

She gets out of the car and slings a backpack around her shoulders before I even have time to react. I scramble out and grab the second backpack and hurry after her.

The hiking trail is a picturesque path that winds up through several low, dusty hills lined with brittle trees and offering wide, panoramic views of the entire world. We don’t talk much for the first fifteen or twenty minutes, instead concentrating on our following the dusty, rock-strewn path and making sure we don’t trip or place our feet in the wrong areas. The sun beats down on us, more intense than I’ve ever felt before, not even on my honeymoon. The few patches of brittle trees offer a little shade, but it’s barely noticeable. Within thirty minutes, I am sweating as though I’ve just finished a long workout.

Up ahead, Christina raises a hand. We stop walking and sit down in the shade of a few trees, leaning back against a pale, chalky rock. I take this opportunity to drink a few mouthfuls of cold water from one of the bottles in my backpack. Christina says nothing. She stares straight ahead, eyes fixed on the cracked bark of one of the dry, crumbling trees. I swallow and finally pluck up the courage to ask her the question I’ve wanted to bring up for the past hour.

But she beats me to it.

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ she says, suddenly turning to face me. In the reflection of her sunglasses, all I can see is my own surprised expression. Beads of sweat dot her brow. She wipes them away with the sweat bands on her wrists.

‘Huh?’ I say.

The question catches me completely off guard, but her tone is what shocks me the most. She sounds aggressive. Confrontational. In all my years of knowing Christina, she’s never taken this tone with me.

‘You heard,’ she says. I can see her eyes flashing with anger, even through the dark sunglasses. ‘What the fuck
 are you doing?’

‘Drinking some water?’ I say, stunned into stupidity by the suddenness of my best friend’s unexpected attack. All this time, I had assumed there was something going on in her life, but now she’s suddenly turned all that pent-up anger and frustration on me.

‘For fuck’s sake,’ Christina says, opening and closing her fists. ‘You know
 that’s not what I’m talking about, Jess. Don’t play dumb and don’t try and get out of this. You’re a wife and a mother. What the fuck
 are you doing?’

I lower the bottle without drinking any water, mouth open in shock. I feel like she’s slapped me. Actually, I would prefer it if she did slap me. It would be easier to deal with this than the impotent rage written all over her face right now. Christina’s body is practically shaking with anger. Her teeth are clenched. Her face is red – and not just from the heat or the hike. My best friend is furious
 in a way I’ve never seen before.

‘Wha- what?’ I say, totally startled.

‘You’re married and you have a family,’ she says, jabbing an accusatory finger at me, ‘and here you are fucking another guy! What the hell is wrong with you?’

‘But – you…’ I stumble over my words. ‘You invited us.’

‘No!’ Her anger flares into a sudden outburst. Now I realize why she’s kept her feelings bottled up for so long. Out here, there’s nobody around to hear us. She didn’t want to have this meltdown in front of witnesses. ‘I invited you. And Dan
. And your kids
. It was Lou who thought it would be funny to invite your fuck-buddy
.’

I’ve never heard that word spoken with so much venom before.

‘So I got outvoted!’ She’s almost yelling now, her voice blasting around this rock-strewn hillside landscape like a howling wind. ‘Now you’re cheating on your husband – under my goddamn roof
!’

She glares at me through her sunglasses. Even through the dark shades, I can feel the anger in her eyes. If looks could kill, I’d be bleeding out on the dusty ground right now.

‘I thought you were okay with it,’ I say, forcing myself to stay calm and not get defensive or antagonize her further.

‘How the hell could anyone
 be okay with it?’ she says, her simmering rage now boiling over fully. ‘How the hell do you sleep at night? You kiss your husband and your kids right after you’ve been with him
. What the fuck
 is wrong with you?’

‘Okay, whoa,’ I say, raising my hands in surrender. Her anger is scaring me. I’ve never seen Christina this emotional or confrontational before, not even when her college boyfriend dumped her and went on vacation with his bros. ‘I had no idea you felt this way…’

‘Someone
 should!’ she says, thumping her fist on her leg with a wet, firm smack
. ‘You apparently don’t! Lou thinks it’s fucking hilarious! And Joe – well, he’s married, too, so he’s just as goddamn bad!’

‘I can’t explain it,’ I say. I’m trying not to get defensive, but this attack makes me want to stand up for myself. I feel hot tears prick the corners of my eyes. My friend has no right to talk to me like this. ‘I have a real chemistry with Joe.’

‘Bullshit!’ Christina’s voice raises a little, spittle flying from her lips. ‘All you get from Joe is dick. You don’t got anything special from him that you can’t get from any other guy. Don’t matter how good it is. You’re really gonna tear your family apart – tear two
 families apart – just because you get good dick from this asshole?’

I open my mouth to respond and close it again. I have no idea what we were going to do. No idea what the plan was. If there ever was a plan. All I know is that we’re having a naughty vacation together. Once we return, we’ll probably go back to our clandestine romps in the back of his truck behind the gym. I hadn’t thought that far ahead.

‘Jesus Christ
,’ she says, now sounding more exasperated than angry. ‘What are you doing, huh? You just gonna keep fucking this guy until one of you gets bored and then go back to Dan like nothing happened?’

‘I don’t… I don’t know,’ I say. It’s far too hot to be interrogated like this. Sweat runs down my back. The tank top clings to my skin. My sports bra feels damp and heavy.

‘You need to make up your goddamn mind,’ she says, ‘and fast
. Dan’s a good man. A good father. He’s better than you deserve. So you need to decide what you want. Either do the right thing and leave Dan, or come clean. If you won’t tell him, I fucking will
.’

She jabs a final, accusing, judgemental finger at me. Then she stands up, turns on her heel with a chalky crunch
, and continues walking up the trail.

I sit where I am for a moment in shocked silence. A million snappy comebacks and witty retorts fill my mind, all of them too little, too late. There’s nothing I can say that would change the way she feels about my affair. For the first time, I feel real shame – not a guilty knot in my belly, but a full, whole-body wave of sadness and sorrow and guilt. It’s a feeling I haven’t felt once since Joe and I got physical all those months ago.

I take a quick mouthful of cold, refreshing water. It tastes bitter now. Then I put the bottle away, stand up, and hike after my friend.

****

Christina waits for me a on a small bluff, looking out toward a far-off town, arms folded across her chest. Cars race left and right along the horizon, sunlight gleaming off the bodywork, columns of dust spewing in their wake. Everything is silent, except for the sound of my shoes crunching along the dusty, well-trodden path. I wait behind her for a few moments, getting my breath back, unsure what’s going to happen next. Is there another outburst coming? Is she going to grab me by my hair and hurl me off this bluff?

‘That came out a lot harsher than I meant it to be,’ she says. Her voice is calmer now, sounding forced, but at least she’s not screaming in my face anymore. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘That’s, uh, that’s okay,’ I say.

She turns to face me and I bite back a gasp of surprise. Tears rolls down her cheeks, bright and shiny in the dust coating her face.

‘You’re my friend,’ she says, her voice shaking with emotion, bottom lip wobbling, ‘so I want to be honest with you. C’mon, Jess, you’re the best person I know, always have been, but you gotta admit how awful this is. I barely know Joe – he’s Lou’s friend – but I thought you were better than this. What are you gonna do if Dan takes the kids?’

‘I don’t know,’ I say.

She wipes her hands over her cheeks, smearing tears and dust into streaks. She says, ‘I can’t believe you would do something as goddamn selfish as this. What’s Dan done wrong to you?’

‘Nothing.’

‘Bullshit!’

‘Nothing,’ I say again, ‘he just... he... I don’t find him attractive anymore.’

And just like that, it’s finally out in the open. The secret truth I’ve kept bottled inside up until now. I could go on. I could tell her about how Dan’s body has turned soft and flabby. How his tapestry of muscles dissolved into fatty tissue. How he turned from the man I loved into someone else entirely – not a bad
 man, but totally different from the one I married. How he changed from an aggressive, fearsome competitive alpha male into a soft, weak father. But I don’t need to. I can see from the look on Christina’s face that she doesn’t need to hear any more. All she wanted was the truth. To know and understand.

Christina nods. She sniffs and wipes a hand over her cheeks again, this time managing to remove the stains of chalk dust.

‘Okay,’ she says. ‘Okay. We’re not gonna talk about this anymore. I’ve missed you like hell and I really wanna have fun this week. But you’re gonna promise me this – after this week, you end things with Joe, or you come clean to Dan. If you don’t…’

‘You will?’

‘Goddamn right.’

She smiles now, a real, genuine grin that lights up her whole face and makes her look ten years younger. I feel tears beginning to roll down my cheeks. Tears of shame and embarrassment and hurt.

‘Can we hug?’ I say.

She throws her arms around me and hugs me tight. I return her firm grip and squeeze a little. She laughs.

‘Do you want me to stop having sex with him?’ I say, like an embarrassed teenager confronting a parent.

She laughs and says, ‘Since when have you ever
 done anything I’ve told you to do?’

‘Oh thank God,’ I say, laughing. ‘Because the sex is so
 good!’

We laugh and hug for a long moment, letting our emotions fly out in one overpowering embrace. I feel like Christina is a dam that has finally burst and now a strange calm has settled over her.

‘Okay,’ she says, pulling back. ‘C’mon, let’s get on with this hike. We got a long way to go yet.’

****

Joe is waiting for me in the bedroom when I get back and dump my bag on the floor. He stands in the middle of the bedroom in just his boxer shorts, a smile on his face and an obvious bulge in his underwear.

‘Miss me?’ he says.

‘God yes.’

I throw myself at him. We kiss. Long. Hard. Deep. Passionate. Like we’ve been away for months, instead of hours. He wraps those thick, muscular arms around my body and I feel myself melting into him. Heat floods my stomach. What is it about this guy? How does he always manage to affect me like this? I feel like a teenage girl, hanging around her crush. I’m a grown woman, I should have more control over my body than this.

Fire burns between us. Heat melds our bodies together. He presses into me, heedless of the sweat trickling down my body. His hard length presses against my thigh. My sex burns for him, yearning for him, even though we’ve already fucked one today. I cannot get enough of this man. He is my drug and I need him.

‘Did you shower?’ I say, pulling back a little, breathing hard. My fingers slip into the waistband of his shorts.

‘No,’ he says. ‘I came straight from the range.’

‘How many rounds did you shoot?’ I pull his shorts down, my sex burning molten hot with need. My alpha male, firing a gun. The mental image drives me crazy. The manliest man on the planet, doing something so fucking masculine as shooting a pistol. I’ve gotta have him.

‘Couple of mags,’ he says. ‘Lou got closer to the target, but who’s counting? Here, smell this.’

He holds up his hands in front of my face and I inhale through my nose. I close my eyes. I smell sweat and gunpowder and cordite and sheer, pure, masculine power.

‘Goddamn…’ I say.

‘You like?’ he says.

‘Yes.’

His hands grab at my tank top. He pulls it up over my head, exposing my firm tits in this restrictive sports bra. I know how much he loves the sight of my breasts like this. I always see him glancing at my chest in the mirror when I squat at the gym.

He trails his fingertips over my mouth. The sensation tickles pleasantly. A sigh escapes my parted lips. His other hand slips down my down, sliding over the curve of my breasts, grazing my firm stomach and hard abs. I look into his eyes, watching his handsome, rugged face flushing with excitement as his hand slips into my running shorts.

‘Has your husband ever fired a gun?’ he says, already knowing the answer, but loving to make me say it.

‘No. My husband is a weak man. He’s a pussy compared to you.’

His eyes flash. He drives his thick, powerful fingers into my underwear, parting my lips and stroking my burning womanhood. I gasp.

‘Say that again.’

‘My husband is a pussy.’

‘Does he touch you like this?’

‘Never.’

‘When you fuck him, do you think about me?’

‘All the time.’

His fingers push up now, two firm digits entering my yearning sex. I stay where I am, letting him do whatever he wants to my body. He keeps his other hand under my nose, letting me smell the raw odor of pure masculinity. It is an intoxicating aroma.

I moan again as he starts to work two fingers in and out of me. My pussy clenches his fingers tight, my lips desperate to squeeze him.

‘You like that,’ he says.

‘Yes.’ Breathless now. Hungry. Desperate for him. But letting him use me like this is so exciting. I can’t remember the last time my husband shoved his hands in my underwear and fingered me without asking.

‘Tell me why you’re so wet,’ he says.

‘Because I need you to fuck me. Because you turn me on. You make me this wet.’

‘I’m the only man who turns you like this.’

‘Yes.’

He gently slips his fingers out of my sex now. I can feel how wet and eager my body is for something much larger and thicker. He lifts his wet fingers and touches them to my lips.

‘Open,’ he says.

I open my mouth, watching his calm, collected face. He puts his two wet fingers in my mouth. I immediately lick and suck them, tasting myself, tasting my excitement and lust and passion and delicious bittersweet juices. His grin widens. His eyes flash again. The hungry, yet restrained, expression on his face makes me even wetter.

‘Good,’ he says, taking his clean fingers out of my mouth. ‘On the bed. Kneel.’

I walk over to the bed and climb up. I get on my hands and knees, pushing my ass in the air again, the way I know he likes.

Joe stands at the edge of the bed and grabs my shorts. He pulls them down, exposing my thin, sweat-covered underwear. He gropes and caresses my firm ass cheeks for a long moment, enjoying the feel of my body. I moan for him, loving the way he touches me.

He grabs my underwear now and pulls it down in one fluid motion. I groan and lean forward a little more, raising my aching, greedy pussy up to him, desperate to have him inside me again. He makes me wait a few moments longer, teasing me with his fingers. I hear him undress, his clothes falling to the floor.

He strokes my dripping, yearning sex with the tip of his fat, throbbing manhood. I groan and arch my back a little more. God, he feels so damn good. So good! Like nobody else I’ve ever known.

‘Fuck me,’ I say. ‘Fuck me now
.’

He does. He fucks me hard and deep. He fucks me passionately and desperately. He fucks me like his life depends on it, like he’s trying to bury himself so deep inside me that I’ll never get him out again.

He fucks me like Dan never could.

****


Day Three

There is nothing more heart-warming than waking up in the arms of a lover. Joe’s firm body presses into my back, his morning erection snuggling into my tight ass cheeks. Even in this half-asleep state, eyes tightly closed, I can feel the difference between my lover and my husband. Joe’s body is warmer. His skin feels different. His firm, religiously-maintained muscles press into my back – two large pectorals, then a series of ridges and dimples for his abs. The feeling is divine – it reminds me of the time when Dan and I first started dating and we couldn’t get enough of each other’s toned bodies and hard muscles. And, of course, the biggest difference between my two men is the thick, hard, red-hot meat stick pressing into the cleft of my ass – a little longer and a whole lot fatter than the one I married. Joe’s swollen member fills me in a way no other man ever has before. He brings me to more powerful climaxes than my husband ever achieved, and Joe is always willing, eager, and ready to go for another round – something Dan has never
 been able to do, even when we were younger and dating. Dan always needed some time to rest and recharge. Joe’s body satisfies me in a way I’ve never thought possible before.

But it’s not just about the physical differences between the two men. The way each man makes me feel is totally different, too. Dan makes me feel comfortable and safe and happy. Joe makes me feel awake and excited and alive. There’s a world of difference between the two.

I lay in Joe’s arms for a while, enjoying the feel of him at my back. His warmth. His firmness. His hard manhood teasing my ass cheeks. Even lying here like this feels exciting. Not because we’re both doing something we know is wrong, or because we’re naked, but because it’s him
 and he makes me feel this way – even in his sleep. When was the last time Dan made me feel like this? I can’t remember.

I slowly open my eyes. The first thing I see is my left hand on the pillow next to me. I see my wedding ring. The simple golden band that encircles my third finger. The simple golden band that Dan put there over two years ago, while all our friends and family watched. The simple golden band that acts as a commitment to our marriage, a visual symbol of our fidelity, a token that tells everyone around of our status together and the pledge we made. I remember the moment Dan became my husband. I remember the look in his eyes and the smile on his face and the beating of my heart. It was – and still is – one of the happiest moments of my life.

So why am I here? Why am I sharing a bed with another man in secret, hundreds of miles away from my family? Is this feeling worth it?

I think about everything we’ve experienced together on this little vacation. The stewardess who thought we were a couple. The waitress gushing over how cute we were. Christina’s angry outburst. The calm way Joe suggested we leave our families and get together. Could I do it? Could I really leave Dan and my children for this man?

The idea scares me. As exciting as Joe is, I barely know the man. I know his gym routine. His schedule. I know he’s married and we share many mutual friends. I know how he likes to have sex and what his semen tastes like. But I don’t know
 him. Not like I know Dan. When I get home, Dan will be waiting at the airport for me. I know
 that. He’ll probably have a low-fat, high-protein meal prepared for when we get home. I know
 that. He’ll want to hug me and lie next to me and ask dozens of questions about my trip and about Christina and Lou. I know that
. Joe, on the other hand – I have no idea what he would do. What would our life look like? Would we still be exciting and passionate and so eager to hop into bed and have hard, fast, intense sex? Or would the spark fade between Joe and I, like it did for myself and Dan?

I push all these thoughts to the back of my mind. These are not things I want to ponder right now. At this moment in time, all that matters is me, and the naked man at my back.

The house is quiet. Too quiet. All I can hear is the quiet hum and whirr of the air conditioning that keeps the house cool 24/7. No footsteps or creaking floorboards or scraping of chairs. The bright bars of light glaring on the floor around the heavy drapes tell me that it’s late morning, at the very least. We must have fallen asleep long after midnight. I pick up my phone from the night stand and check the time. It’s almost eleven. And I have three missed calls and one voicemail from Dan. Shit
.

I keep the phone close and slip out of bed, moving quietly, trying not to disturb Joe. I throw on some loose slacks and a tank top and creep out of the room, my feet padding on the carpet.

‘Christina?’ I say, in a theatrical hiss, walking down the hallway. ‘Lou?’

Their bedroom door stands open, the bed made and the room empty. I frown. I make my way through the house, but there’s no sign of our hosts anyway. Their gym bags and water bottles are gone, too.

I glance out of the den windows. The only car parked out front is the rental we hired to get here. Guess they’ve gone to the gym together. I raise my phone to my ear and play the message. Dan’s voice fills my ear.

‘Hello beautiful
. Good morning!
 I miss you
. Just called to see how it’s going
. I love you
. Hope you’re having a great time
. The kids miss you, too
. We’re going to the park today after school
. Give me a call if you can
. I miss your voice
. Love you, bye
.’

The message ends. I lower the phone, standing in the middle of the empty den, my heart hammering louder than the whirr of the air conditioning. Part of me wants to call him. Part of me wants to toss the phone in the garbage. I turn on my heel and walk back through the house, wondering what we’re going to do today. There’s a note on the kitchen counter, in Christina’s handwriting. I pause and read it.

We’ve gone out for the day. Meet us at Top Golf tonight for dinner and drinks!

All day and nothing planned. All alone in this house. Just me and my lover. Alone. All day long.

And just like that, all my worries and all my guilty feelings melt away like rain in the Arizona desert. Excitement flushes my body, blood pumping through my veins. Butterflies take flight in the pit of my stomach. All day with Joe. No worries or responsibilities. The definition of a vacation.

I head back toward the stairs and turn off my phone. No distractions today. There’s something else I’ve wanted to do with Joe. Another gif
t. Something I didn’t think we would get the time to do this week. I catch a glimpse of my reflection in a mirror and see a young woman practically glowing with excitement.

Joe is still asleep in bed, the covers slung to the side, his nakedness exposed in all its glory. Part of me wants to wake him like I did yesterday, with his manhood in my mouth. But I have something else in mind this morning. I want to be sexy for him. I want to please him. I want him to look at me like I’m a goddess.

I creep across the floor to my travel bag and open a zipped compartment inside the lining, a hidden pocket. Inside are some items I had to hide from my husband, some particular
 items that might have caused him to ask awkward questions about my trip. I carefully remove these particular items and grab a spare pair of shoes I also packed for an occasion like this and then I sneak back out of the room.

Joe doesn’t stir. I duck out into the hallway and strip naked, enjoying the thrill of my nudity in someone else’s house. The cool air prickles my bare skin, making my nipples harden, the smooth areolas darkening. I love this feeling – the feeling of being naughty. And this is naughtiness unlike any other I’ve ever experienced. I’m about to do something for Joe that I’ve previously only ever done for my husband. I’m going to put on a show
.

I hold up the particular items I secreted in the inside pocket of the travel bag and inspect them in the bright morning light, a grin slowly creeping across my face. The particular items I secretly brought with me are a pair of almost-sheer lacy pale blue panties and a matching bra. Sexy lingerie. I wore it for Dan, once upon a time. Maybe last year. He bought it for me as an anniversary present – a sexy surprise
, he called it – but I never really felt attractive wearing it for him. I did enjoy the way he looked at me when I wore it. The smile. The sparkle in his eyes. The way his breath caught in his throat. Those things made me feel sexy. But the act of wearing lacy underwear didn’t exactly get my motor running. I often strip down to my underwear for competitions and flex and pose in front of rooms packed full of total strangers, whose only purpose is to ogle and assess my body. That doesn’t make me feel sexy. Powerful, maybe. Desirable, definitely. But not sexy.

This does, however. The thought of making myself look good for Joe makes me feel sexy. And I want
 to feel sexy for my lover.

I slip my feet into the panties and pull them up, enjoying the feel of lace against my skin. The bra and panties are pale blue, with a lace design in the shape of flowers and petals running across the fabric. They’re also thin enough to be almost see-through. My darker nipples and shaved mound will be almost visible, but tantalizingly hidden just behind a thin blue mesh.

After I finish sliding the panties into place around my firm ass – loving how they simultaneously grip and expose my butt cheeks – I slip the bra over my shoulders and pinch the clasp shut. I take a moment to check myself out in the reflection of a nearby picture frame. The woman I see looks beautiful. Amazing body. Sexy underwear. Full, firm breasts lifted to an attractive swell by the bra. Panties making my ass look good enough to eat.

But there’s one last touch I need. My husband loves it when I wear lingerie for him. He loves it even more when I combine lingerie with a very special pair of shoes.

I slip my feet into a pair of coral orange high heeled shoes, the kind with thin straps around the ankle and over the toes. The heels give me an extra few inches of height, lifting my butt even more and giving me the appearance – and, more importantly, the feel
 – of a sexual goddess. I look good and feel great. I feel powerful and desirable and sexy as all hell.

Now I’m ready to put on my show.

I stand in the doorway, legs parted, arms raised above my head, holding the frame with both hands, trying to emulate the sexual tigresses I’ve seen so many times in movies and TV shows.

‘Good morning,’ I say, in my sexiest, most sultry voice.

Joe wakes. He blinks, dazed, and looks around. He sees in standing in the doorway and a wide grins lights up his face.

‘Good morning to you too,’ he says. His eyes sweep me up and down, clearly enjoying the view. ‘You look really fucking hot.’

‘Thank you, lover,’ I say, pleasure sweeping over my face. I love the way he looks at me. Not just the excited smile on his face, but the hungry, aroused gleam in his eye and the twitch in his erection. This man, this alpha male, is enjoying my appearance, and that knowledge excites me more than anything. My husband likes me to dress like this for him, but his reaction is predictable and expected. Joe has never seen me like this. Usually he only sees me in my gym gear – or, if he’s very lucky, a nice summer dress I managed to slip into my gym bag without Dan noticing.

‘Do you wear that for your husband?’ Joe says, sitting up and swinging his legs over the edge of the bed.

‘Not for a long time now,’ I say, still in that same lusty voice. I take a couple steps into the room, placing one foot in front of the other like a catwalk model, my hips swaying in a seductive rhythm.

‘Close the door,’ he says.

‘Nobody’s home.’

His eyes gleam even brighter with wicked intent. He says, ‘Really? Nobody to interrupt us…’ He sweeps me once more with his eyes, his hungry smile growing wider. ‘Open the drapes.’

I walk around him, around the bed, and turn my back on him. I hear a deep, throaty sigh as he sees my ass in these panties, the near-see-through fabric hugging and clinging to my firm, shapely cheeks. Bright, warm sunlight floods the room as I open the drapes, heat washing over my exposed skin, making me tingle with delight. He exhales sharply again, enjoying the view, loving my nearly-naked body framed by the window in the glorious morning light. Anyone who looks at the house from this side will see me standing here in my lingerie. That thought makes my pulse quicken.

‘So,’ I say, turning around and feigning naïve innocence, ‘what do you want to do with me?’

Joe stands up, his tall, broad, muscular naked body gleaming in the light. He points down at the floor and says, ‘I want you to crawl and beg.’

‘Beg for what?’

‘For my cock.’ He grins – a calm, cruel, powerful smile. The smile of a man who is totally in control.

I hesitate for the briefest of moments. Dan has never asked me to do something like this, not even during our wildest, drunkest, most aroused bouts of passion. But my lover wants me to degrade myself for him. He wants me to crawl like a dog and beg like a needy bitch.

And the thought of doing that really
 turns me on.

I sink to my knees on the carpet, watching his calm, collected, controlled face the entire time. His eyes gleam as I lean onto my hands. I begin to crawl forward, looking up at him with wide, innocent eyes, rocking my hips with exaggerated movements, drawing attention to my tight, toned butt and the tight blue lingerie covering.

‘Please, baby,’ I say, pouting and affecting a needy, innocent voice to match my eyes. ‘Please. I need your cock. I need
 it.’

His manhood – already hard from seeing my lingerie – seems to thicken and grow to full, powerful hardness before my eyes. The sight of him stand there, naked and tall and proud and unashamed, drives me crazy with lust, but I force myself to keep crawling onwards, taking my time, letting him enjoy the moment. I love how he makes me feel. Yes, it’s degrading, but so is sucking his cock and swallowing his come and I love doing that for him.

‘You cock is so fucking big, baby,’ I say, watching his cruel grin soften as I draw closer. ‘I love your cock. My husband is pathetic. He can’t satisfy me. He’s never made me come the way you do. You fuck me so much better than he does. He can’t do what you do. His body is disgusting compared to yours. I need you. All of you. Right now.’

I reach his feet. I grab his firm, toned, muscular legs with my hands and climb up his body, getting back to my knees. He grins down at me, loving my submission. My subservience. My willingness to please him. I grasp the base of his perfect fat cock with both hands, still looking up into his face.

‘I love this cock,’ I say. ‘I need
 this cock. It’s mine. My cock. I want to taste it…’

I open my mouth and lean in, tongue ready, body boiling with desire and need. I’ve never felt so sexy, so slutty, so desirable, as I do right now.

But Joe denies me. He pulls back a fraction, just enough so that my lips close on empty space. I look up at him, hurt and confused.

‘But… my cock,’ I say, like a child.

He laughs. He grabs my head and pulls me in. I let him take the lead.

Joe forces his length into my mouth. He isn’t gentle and I don’t care. He pushes that fat, pulsing shaft deep into my mouth, until my eyes begin to water. He holds it in place for several long moments. I fight the urge to gag or choke.

Then he begins to fuck my face with hard, deep, powerful strokes, the same way he fucked my pussy last night. He grips my head with his strong hands, pumping my mouth with his hips, thrusting forward with careful, powerful strokes. I make little sucking and gagging noises, driving him onward, spurring him to push deeper, to use me harder, to degrade me like my husband has never dared.

I squeeze the base of his fat cock with one hand. The other slips between my legs, fingers darting under the light blue fabric of my panties. I moan deeply, the sound one of pure, unadulterated, erotic satisfaction. I begin to finger my aching pussy as he abuses my mouth and throat. He grits his teeth, hands clenched tight on my head. My lover dominates me. He stands naked and tall, his muscular, tattooed body towering over me. He is the absolute definition of the alpha male right now – muscles and abs and tattoos and that wonderful beard. He exudes power and control and masculinity. Everything that my husband lacks.

‘That’s it,’ he says, in a deep, masculine, growling voice. ‘Look up at me with those big, pretty eyes while I fuck your cheating whore mouth. You kiss your husband with those same fucking lips. You worship my cock and you kiss him right after.’

He fucks my mouth with firm, hard strokes, pushing the fat mushroom head of his cock as deep into my mouth as it can go. I make the right noises for him – gagging and choking and groaning over his shaft. I drool all over his thick member, silvery trails of spit clinging to my lips and dripping down my chin. My eyes begin to water with the effort of not choking. Tears roll down my cheeks. The sight of my face – messy and dishevelled and degraded – only makes his cruel, cocky smile grow wider. The expression on his face drives me wild with lust. My fingers dart in and out of my slick entrance now, pausing to coat my firm clit with sticky juices. I’m even wetter than I was in the car on the way from the airport. I didn’t think that was possible.

Joe forces his cock to the back of my throat and holds it in place for a long moment, his hands bundled into fists, gripping my hair. I shudder and tremble, forcing myself to breathe through my nose. For one long second, I think that he wants to come down my throat again. But then he pulls my head away and I gasp and pant for air.

‘Fucking awesome,’ he says. ‘Too bad your husband has no idea how good you suck dick.’

‘He has no idea,’ I say, feeling slimy drool on my chin. ‘Only you, baby. Only you.’

‘Good.’ He tilts my head up to face him. ‘I don’t want you to suck his dick anymore, okay? From now on, I’m the only cock you taste.’

‘God, yes.’

He grins. Then he leans down and puts his large hands under my arms and lifts me to my feet as though I weigh nothing.

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

He looks at me as though the answer is obvious. He places a hand behind my back and shoves me forward. I fall onto the bed, bent over with my feet on the floor and my ass in the air. He grabs my panties and pulls them aside. I feel him kneel down behind me. He kisses my exposed ass cheek. I groan. His lips and breath feel so fucking good on my sensitive skin.

I part my legs wider. His lips move around my ass, heading for my inner thighs. I moan for him, making all the right noises. I’m not forcing anything. I’m not faking or putting those phony porno noises. Joe makes me moan and wail and groan like this. My husband never
 has. Not even once. I’ve never made these kinds of noises for Dan. He just isn’t good enough.

Joe’s tongue flicks at my yearning entrance. It feels like a flame lapping at my most sensitive parts. Fireworks explode behind my eyes. My fingers clench, gripping the bed. I arch my back, pushing my pussy and ass up to him, giving my married holes to this superior man.

He laps at my dripping slit hungrily, making throaty noises of approval at my taste and wetness. He devours me like he can’t get enough. He teases me with a skilled finger, gently swirling the tip around my firm clit while his tongue pushes inside me. I cry out now, my legs shaking, and beg him to fuck me.

‘Don’t be greedy,’ he says. He slaps my ass. ‘We got the whole fucking day.’

I moan even louder now. He delves into my flowering lips with his tongue, sucking and tasting and drinking me deeply, continuing to tease my clit the whole time. My body rocks and trembles and shudders at his touch. His lips and tongue feel so much better than my husband’s. He eats my pussy like a starving man, like he needs my sweet juices to survive. Dan probes clumsily until he thinks I’m wet enough, and then assumes I’m ready to fuck.

But Joe does not give up. I cry out louder now and try to stand up. He places a firm hand on the small of my back and shoves me forward onto the bed.

‘Stay fucking still,’ he says, in a dangerous, powerful growl. ‘It’s my turn now.’

I force myself to stay as I am – legs spread wide, feet firmly planted on the floor, ass in the air, face in the mattress – and keep moaning for him. He manipulates my body like a pro, steadily teasing me, stoking the fire in the pit of my stomach, driving me closer and closer to my climax. I can already feel that it’s going to be a fucking huge orgasm, bigger than any that my husband has ever given me before.

My legs buck and tremble. My body starts to shake. He keeps up the gentle swirling pressure on my clit, driving his tongue deeper into my pussy as he does. His tongue laps at my tunnel, drinking all my sweetness. He groans with satisfaction. The sound of his throaty satisfaction almost tips me over the edge.

‘I’m gonna come!’ I almost gasp the words.

‘Not yet,’ he says.

‘I’m so close!’

‘Not yet.’

He slaps my ass again, harder this time. I cry out. His tongue gives my dripping hole one final flick, then slips out. I feel his tongue drag upwards a little, away from my pussy. For a moment, I think that he’s about to leave me like this and stop.

But then his hot, wet tongue flickers across my asshole.

‘Fuck
!’ I say, screaming in pleasure. It feels amazing. Beyond amazing. I can’t see straight. The world blurs and dips and shakes before my eyes. The bed feels like it’s lifting and sinking underneath me. I don’t like anal sex, but I adore
 when guys play with my ass.

Joe continues to tease my clit, flicking his tongue over my asshole at the same time. The sensations are incredible. My two most intimate, sensitive areas, being manipulated at the same time…

‘I’m gonna come!’ I say again. ‘I can’t hold on!’

Joe stops what he is doing. He stands up behind me, grabs my hips, and thrusts inside me. That fat mushroom tip parts my lips and plunges deep inside my pussy again with that wet pop
, hitting all my sensitive nerve endings at once. His thick, pulsing, red-hot shaft follows, pushing deeper and deeper inside me.

I come. I lose myself utterly to him. Everything feels so good. The way he teased me to this climax. The feeling of his massive cock barrelling into my tight sex. The fact that I’ve dressed in my husband’s favorite lingerie and heels. I am a bad, bad slut and I fucking love
 it.

‘Come for me!’ Joe says, gripping my hips with those big, strong hands and pounding me hard and fast. ‘Fucking come all over my fat cock, you cheating slut!’

His words are like music to my ears. I come harder and louder and deeper than ever. My entire body seems to ignite as one, a flurry of explosions detonating under my skin, the shockwaves rippling through every fibre of my being. Every pore bursts into starlight at once. I am everything and nothing all at once. I exist in multiple realities. I am screaming out my lover’s name in a shrill voice the whole time.

‘Don’t fucking stop
!’ Joe says. He fucks me as hard as he can. He slams into my ass. He pounds me harder enough to bruise my thighs. It is everything I have ever wanted from a man.

He spanks my ass and pounds me and rides me and drives my face into the bed and pushes deeper with every thrust and makes my knees go weak and makes me scream over and over and grips my hips tighter calls me his dirty cheating slut and tells me how much better I am than his wife and how much better he is than my husband and how fucking tight my cunt is when I come all over his fat cock and how fucking sexy I am in this lingerie and how he never, ever wants to stop fucking me-

I finally stop climaxing long enough to inhale. Then I explode again. He fucks me deeper and harder. My body shakes. I can’t control myself. My hands clench on the bed. My wedding ring catches the light. I don’t even see it. I can’t see anything right now. The world is a shapeless mass of color and sound. All that matters to me is the incredible sensation of Joe’s thick, hard cock pumping me over and over, deep, hard thrusts, pushing my aching pussy to its absolute limit. I am stretched and full and utterly drunk on his cock.

After an eternity spent in paradise, I return to my body and manage to find my tongue again.

‘Holy fuck
,’ I say, gasping and moaning. I grip the bed tight, his insatiable pounding shoving me deeper and deeper into the mattress. I can already feel another climax building, a second orgasm on the verge of bursting out from deep in the core of my soul.

‘Did your husband buy these panties for you?’ he says, grunting with the effort of fucking me so hard.

‘Yes,’ I say, fighting to concentrate long enough to answer his question.

‘When?’

‘Anniversary.’ I pause to groan. ‘Two years ago.’

‘How many times have you worn them for him?’

‘Twice.’ I moan harder now. It feels so good. So good!

‘They’re mine now,’ he says. ‘You wear these for me.’

‘Yes, Joe!’ I’m gasping now. He feels so good. So fucking good. My whole body burns red-hot now, my orgasm mounting and building and drawing close, like a tidal wave about to crash over a peaceful shore.

‘And these shoes,’ he says, grunting. ‘Did he buy them, too?’

‘Yes!’

‘Do you wear them for him?’

‘No!’ I say, my voice high and shrill now. Fuck, I’m so close
! ‘Only for you! I’m all yours, baby! Fuck, I’m gonna come again
!’

‘Come for me,’ he says. ‘Come, you fucking slut. Show me what your husband is missing.’

As he says the words, he slips his thumb inside my asshole. My pussy clenches involuntarily, gripping him even tighter, and my orgasm rips me apart. He fucks my pussy with his fat cock and stretches my asshole with his thick thumb. He owns all my married holes now. He owns all of me. Completely and utterly. In ways my husband never has and never could. Joe is the only man I will ever need.

‘You like that?’ Joe says. He fucks me with a savage ferocity I’ve never experienced before. It almost hurts, but that somehow makes it feel even better.

‘I love it
!’

‘Are you my slut?’

‘Yes! Yours! All yours Joe!’

‘I’m gonna come in your married pussy!’

‘Yes
!’

He keeps fucking me. After a long, breathless moment, I feel his molten-hot come begin to spurt and fill me. I gasp and moan louder. Nothing feels better than having a lover fill your cheating pussy. Nothing.

He keeps fucking me. I hear him groaning, a rough, manly growl of utter pleasure. Load after load coats the inside of my womanhood, trickling down the inner walls of my pussy, filling my tunnels with his alpha seed. I keep coming for him, driven even wilder by the feeling of his sticky semen.

He keeps fucking me. Passion overtakes us both. My brain shuts down. I let him use me. I let him ride me and fuck me and pound me and fill me. I am a piece of meat with a wet and willing hole and we both love it.

Finally, Joe comes to a stop. He slams into me one, two, three times, as deep as he can go, as though adding exclamation points to this moment with his dick, each thrust punctuated by an extra growl of passion. His cock gives one last quiver and the eruption subsides. He gently slides his thumb out of my asshole and eases back a step, allowing his wonderful cock to withdraw from my gaping and ruined pussy. I can feel how much he stretched me. I can feel how wide and open my entrance is right now. Wider than Dan has ever left it, that’s for sure.

I collapse onto the bed, my legs finally giving out. Joe falls down on his back, next to me. He looks over, a devilish grin on his face.

‘That,’ he says, breathing hard, ‘was how you start the day.’

I laugh. My body still feels like it’s on fire. I can feel the very air itself on my skin.

‘Fucking hell,’ I say. ‘I can’t feel my legs.’

‘You don’t need those to fuck,’ he says. He reaches over and strokes my back. I shudder, my body still far too sensitive to touch.

‘Shit,’ I say. ‘I can’t… it’s too much.’

His eyes flash with triumph. He knows that he’s done something to me. Something no man has ever done before. He’s pushed me to a place I’ve never been.

‘I’ll give you five minutes,’ he says. ‘I want to fuck you as many times as I can today… and I want you to keep that underwear on the whole time, understand?’

I nod weakly and smile across the bed at my lover. My alpha male.

My Joe.

****

‘You made it!’

Lou’s face lights up as we approach their table. Christina turns her head and sees us. She smiles – a more natural smile than before, I notice – and welcomes us both. They’re sitting at a table large enough for four people. A bottle of beer sits in front of Lou, while Christina holds a half-empty glass of wine.

Top Golf is a hive of activity this evening. Groups of people sit around tables, sharing meals and talking. The bar is half-full of men and women having drinks after a long day at work. Several of the golfing booths are already occupied, the players taking turns swinging clubs and driving the balls down the wide practice range. Music pulses overhead, making the place feel like a party zone.

‘Sorry we’re a little late,’ I say, taking a seat opposite Christina and stowing my bag under the table.

‘I’m not,’ Joe says, sitting in the chair to my right. ‘We’d still be fucking if we didn’t have to meet you guys.’

Lou snorts with laughter and leans across the table and claps Joe on the shoulder. Two bros enjoying a naughty joke. I punch Joe on the arm, shooting him an angry, embarrassed look. Christina glances away and takes another sip of her wine, offering no comment.

‘What have you guys been up to today?’ I say, looking at Christina.

‘Not much,’ she says. ‘We went to the gym, spent the rest of the day shopping and enjoying ourselves.’

‘You should’ve seen my reps today, man!’ Lou says. He flexes his arms, demonstrating two impressive, bulging biceps and thick forearms. ‘We really need to work out together, you and me.’

‘Sure,’ Joe says, in a vague and non-committal way. He offers a weak flex of his own, more in jest than serious competition.

Even though his flex is only half-hearted, Joe’s arms bulge impressively in the tight white t-shirt he wears. He’s wearing it for my benefit, I know. I once made a comment about white shirts making muscles pop, so he made a point to bring one along on this trip – and, of course, it’s at least one size too small for his bulky frame. He looks incredible right now. Powerful and muscular and handsome. He’s like the high school jock and I’m his lucky date. I wear lingerie for him, he wears tight white shirts for me. Seems fair. Tonight, I’ve also chosen a thin white shirt – perfect for this weather – plus tight jeans that make my ass pop and simple sneakers.

A waitress comes and takes our drinks orders. Joe and I both ask for beers. Screw it, we’re on vacation, right? We take a quick glance at the menus and order burgers. Again, we’re on vacation. We’ll burn them off in the gym next week. Hell, we’ll probably burn them off with some vigorous bedroom cardio later tonight.

The boys shoot the shit for a moment, comparing workout routines and swapping notes on their bulking and cutting disciplines. The waitress returns with our beers and we toast one another. Good friends and good times.

‘So,’ Lou says, glancing between me and Joe with a mischievous look on his face, ‘you guys having fun?’

‘A blast.’ Joe throws an arm around my shoulder. To anyone else, we look like two friendly couples having dinner together. Nobody could ever know that we’re really one married couple and two friendly adulterers.

‘We really needed this,’ I say.

‘You guys have any sightseeing plans while you’re here?’ Christina says, tactfully dodging the issue.

‘Nope,’ Joe says. ‘None at all.’

‘You gotta see the Grand Canyon,’ Christina says. ‘It’s only an hour or so’s drive.’

I glance over to Joe. He looks thoughtful for a moment – maybe weighing up the pros and cons of leaving the bedroom for a big chunk of a day – before nodding.

‘It’s really beautiful,’ Christina says, still trying to persuade us, even though we’ve already agreed. ‘You can’t come all the way to Arizona and not visit one of the only major landmarks we have.’

‘What about the meth factory from Breaking Bad
?’ Joe says.

‘That’s New Mexico,’ Christina replies, shooting him a look as Lou snorts with laughter.

‘We’ll go,’ I say. ‘I’ve never been there before; it’s something I gotta see.’

Christina visibly relaxes a little. Maybe because she knows that we’re not going to spend all day tomorrow carrying on our affair under her roof.


Our affair
. The thought sends a thrill through my body. Everything about this is wrong, yet so totally right. Sitting here, laughing and joking and drinking with my friends, with my lover to my side – his thick, strong arm so casually draped over my shoulders – feels wrong. Yet it also feels right. I’m enjoying myself. I don’t feel guilty for having a good time. For spending time with my friends. For having passionate sex with my lover. I don’t feel guilty for any of this. Maybe there’s something wrong with me. Or maybe this is a sign that Christina was right yesterday. Maybe I really do need to think seriously about the future. Joe and I never sat down and talked about what we had between us. We moved from friends to workout partners to lovers as easily as shifting gears on the freeway. It all felt so effortless, so natural. So easy. We never stopped to consider what we were risking – his marriage, my marriage, my children, our reputation, our friends, any of it. Maybe that means something. Maybe it doesn’t.

Do I love Dan? Of course. He’s my husband. The father of my children. My life partner. But Joe is so much more than that. It’s like comparing a family car to a Ferrari and asking which one you prefer to drive. The family car is safe and comfortable. It handles well and will never let you down. But – goddamn! – that Ferrari is just so
 tempting. Faster. More aggressive. Dangerous. You feel a rush every time you drive it. After experiencing the thrill of driving a Ferrari at top speed with the roof down, you could never go back to that family car. It would be such a disappointment. That’s the only way I can make sense of this whole affair. It’s not a bad thing that I’m doing – it’s test-driving a better man.

We finish our drinks and order another round. Why not, right? We’re on vacation. The waitress puts down three fresh beers and a glass of wine for Christina and apologizes for the delay on the food.

‘No problem,’ Lou says. ‘Just keep the drinks coming!’

Beer flows and the conversation follows. We talk about this and that. Lou and Christina tell us all about their plans for the house – maybe a new kitchen or an extension in case they want children. Joe talks about his last powerlifting meet, and his disappointment in only reaching the top five. I talk about my kids. Christina’s eyes darken a little and her eyes flick down to the table.

The second beer leads to a third. Then a fourth. By the time our food arrives – and it smells freaking incredible, considering that it’s a simple burger and fries – we’re about to start our fifth round of drinks. Our tongues are looser now and we’re laughing more and more.

The burger tastes as good as it looks. Worth the wait. We make appreciative sounds and devour our food in respectful silence, only broken my Joe or Lou making the occasional wisecrack. By the time the meals are finished, we’re all full and well on our way to being totally wasted. There’s a good vibe in the air. Not just in Top Golf itself, but amongst our little group, too. The alcohol has washed away all the barriers, leaving us warmer and softer. Christina’s former edginess has been eroded away and she now smiles happily across the table, even when Joe pulls me in close and kisses my head.

A fifth beer becomes a sixth. I’m buzzing now. Not quite drunk, but getting close. I put my hand on Joe’s thigh. He feels so firm and so warm, even beneath his jeans. I think back to this morning, when he threw me on the bed and pounded me in a frenzy of passion. Heat floods my sex again. Urgent, desperate heat. I need him inside me.

‘So, c’mon guys,’ Lou says. He tips the last drops of beer into his mouth and puts the empty bottle on the table, alongside all the others. Our little table is covered in empties. ‘When are you gonna get together?’

Christina shoots him a hard look. She slaps him on the arm.

‘Lou!’ Her voice is an angry hiss. ‘Lower your damn voice!’

Lou sniggers. He leans across the table on his elbows and stages whispers, ‘When are you gonna get together?’

Joe laughs like it’s the funniest thing he’s ever heard. I chuckle and reach for my beer, glancing to the table nearest us. If they hear, they don’t care. If they care, they don’t understand. Joe and I look like a couple. Hell, we’re even wearing wedding rings. There’s no way anyone would look at the two of us sitting here – his arm around my shoulders, my hand on his thigh – and see anything other than a physically active, deeply affectionate couple.

‘What do you mean?’ I say, lowering my voice in the hope that Lou will do the same. ‘We are together. We’re here, aren’t we?’

‘No, no, no,’ Lou says waving his hands like he’s trying to clear a thin mist that has settled across the table. ‘I mean, when are you gonna get together
? Like, as a real couple?’

I look at Joe, my mouth opening slightly, but nothing sound escaping. Heat rises to my cheeks. Joe returns my slightly panicked look with a cool, cocky gaze, as though he’s daring me to answer. Luckily, I don’t have to. Lou keeps talking.

‘Dan’s nice and all,’ he says, his tongue loosened by the beers and his voice on the cusp of slurring, ‘but he ain’t right for you, Jessica. You need a guy like my buddy Joe, amiright? And, Joe, I ain’t met your old lady, but – I mean, if she was a good partner, you wouldn’t be here, right?’

Cristina elbows him in the ribs. Lou leans back in his chair, a smug expression on his face. He looks from Joe to myself and back again, as though waiting for us to suddenly declare our marriages null and void and decide to be together. I glance over at Joe, my mind reeling. My mouth opens but no sound comes out. If Joe is as shocked or phased as me, he gives no sign.

‘Look,’ Joe says, his voice more gentle and soft than I’ve ever heard before, ‘we haven’t really thought about this, to be honest. We’re just two people having a good time.’

‘It’s fun,’ I say.

Lou nods, apparently satisfied with this answer. He picks up his beer and drains it. Christina fiddles with her wine glass, eyes downcast.

‘So,’ Joe says apparently detecting the strange atmosphere settling over the table, ‘let’s get some more beers in, huh?’

Lou grins and motions to the waitress.

****

We stagger across the bar, roaring with drunken laughter. I have an arm around Christina’s shoulders. Lou and Joe follow us close behind, joking and laughing. The four of us are beyond drunk. Christina is slurring and talking loudly, reminding me of some hilarious incident from our college days. I’m laughing uncontrollably, tears in my eyes. Lou bumps into an empty table behind us, shaking it. He laughs an apology to the waiters and bar staff. The staff all force their faces into smiles and wave us away. Christina and I push the doors open and step out into the world outside.

It’s pouring with rain. The sky is black. The stars are covered by rolls of thick, deep clouds. Thunder rumbles over the landscape. Rain crashes down all around us, as though falling from an unseen waterfall miles above. It’s like we’ve stepped out of a restaurant into the middle of a monsoon. I wouldn’t believe this was Arizona if we hadn’t flown here. The four of us cower under the lip of the wooden roof, rainwater splashing our feet and legs. My trainers are already getting wet from the ferocity of the downpour.

‘Holy shit!’ Joe says, laughing. ‘Did you guys bring a boat to get home?’

Christina laughs and points to a cab idling in the parking lot, the headlights causing the cascade of silvery raindrops to glitter.

‘That’s our ride,’ she says. ‘We gotta run!’

She slips out of my arm and sprints – or performs an action as close to sprinting as she can get in her current state – toward the cab. Her feet splash through the growing pools of water on the concrete. Her gales of laughter are quickly lost amid the roaring rush of water. Soon even her figure becomes a dark, shapeless form, almost hidden behind a shimmering, silvery curtain.

Lou laughs. He slaps Joe on the back and says, ‘She’s right!’ He races across the parking lot, roaring like a warrior charging into battle. Within seconds, he also ceases to be a recognizable figure. I look over at Joe.

‘Well,’ he says, ‘I guess we’re gonna get wet.’

He takes me by the hand and grins at me. We turn to the cab and start running together, splashing across the lot, laughing like maniacs. I am drenched within seconds. My shirt clings to my skin. My hair is matted to my head. I am soaked. Even my feet are wet.

I make it to the cab first and tear the door open and hurl myself inside. Lou sits on one side of the backseat. Christina sits up front, next to the driver. I slide into the middle. Joe follows me and slams the door shut on the monsoon, laughing with that deep, drunken laugh of his. I laugh too. I can’t help it. We all look ridiculous right now. All four of us look as though we’ve just climbed out of a swimming pool.

Joe runs a hand over his face and flicks water onto the floor. The driver eases the gas and pulls out of the waterlogged parking lot. All I can see through the windows are rivers of water in every direction.

‘Christ!’ Joe says. ‘I thought you only got sun in Arizona!’

Lou laughs and says, ‘Baby, we got all the seasons here – sun and rain.’

I take Joe’s wet hand in mine and squeeze it. I’m feeling very drunk right now.

And I’m crazy horny.

****

The rain continues to pour when we get back to the house. We run along the driveway, pelted with water the whole way, soaked to the skin all over again. We’re laughing like lunatics as we run. Christina fumbles with the keys before she gets the front door open. By the time we get inside the house, water is streaming down our bodies in rivers. We look at one another in disbelief, hair matted, clothes soaked, cheeks red. Christina’s makeup runs down her cheeks, giving her the look of a drowned woman.

We look at each other, unable to stop laughing at how ridiculous we all look.

‘I’m gonna shower,’ Christina says looking down at her soaked outfit.

‘I’ll join you,’ Lou says, a shit-eating grin on his face.

They walk upstairs together on unsteady legs, still laughing drunkenly as they go, leaving Joe and I alone.

‘You look fucking hot
 right now,’ he says, kicking off his damp shoes.

‘Really?’ I look down at myself. My breasts are perfectly visible through this white shirt, almost seeming to spill out of my bra. ‘You don’t look so bad yourself.’

His own white shirt is almost transparent now. It clings to every bump and ridge of his muscular figure.

Joe grins at my, teeth flashing through his beard.

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

‘Make me.’

I turn and run upstairs, peeling off gales of drunken laughter as I race through the house. He chases me, feet clattering up the staircase. I glance over my shoulder as I reach the top and see him gaining on me. I shriek and run faster, tearing along the hallway, passing Christina and Lou’s bedroom, passing the bathroom, passing all the framed pictures and powerlifting trophies and various knickknacks. I hurl myself inside the bedroom and turn to shut the door, but I’m too late. He’s already there, a wild look in his eyes.

‘Caught you,’ he says.

‘What are you gonna do to me?’ I say.

He growls and grabs me. Hard. His eyes gleam with dark intent. I try to get away, pretending to be afraid and shy. He pushes me down to the floor, down to my knees. I try to crawl backward, but the bed cuts off my escape. I am on the floor before him, trapped and helpless, looking up at my lover with big, bright eyes.

‘Please, mister,’ I say, in that innocent voice I know he loves to hear. ‘I have a husband.’

‘So?’ He unzips his pants. I can already see the powerful, thick bulge of his cock growing harder beneath his jeans.

‘I’m married!’ I keep feigning innocence. ‘I can’t be here, what if my husband finds out?’

He laughs and eases his cock free. My pussy burns with lust as he slowly unfurls his beautiful penis. That beautiful penis which belongs to me. I feign a gasp of shock.

‘Oh, my God!’ I say. ‘You’re so big!’

‘Bigger than your husband?’

‘Way
 bigger.’ I hold up my little finger in demonstration. ‘He’s tiny
 compared to you.’

‘Open your mouth.’

I shake my head and say, ‘No, please, mister – please – my husband
…’

He grabs my head with his powerful hands and thrusts his huge cock at my face. I open my mouth and look up at with the most innocent expression I can muster. He groans in pleasure, watching his thickness sink deep into my mouth, through my parted lips, over my greedy tongue, all the way to the back of my throat.

‘Your husband doesn’t deserve this mouth,’ he says. ‘It belongs to me now. You suck my cock, understand?’

I nod, tears pricking the corners of my eyes with the effort of not gagging. His thick mushroom head is all the way inside my mouth and I force myself not to choke. He holds my head in place, loving the look in my eye, the concentration on my face, the feel of my mouth gripping his fat cock.

‘That’s it,’ he says, in an almost soothing tone. ‘I know you ain’t used to sucking a cock this big. Your pathetic loser husband can’t even satisfy you. It’s okay, I know what a slut like you needs.’

I reach up to grasp his cock, to give myself space to breath. He grabs my wrists and raises my arms above my head. I am now trapped and under his control.

Joe starts to fuck my mouth now, using my face for his own pleasure. I groan and moan and look up at him with my innocent eyes, giving him a show. He loves it. He fucks my mouth harder, with extra aggression. The booze flowing through his system makes him more willing to degrade me than ever.

I fucking love it.

I love the way he uses my face. The way he has me pinned. The way he makes me talk about my husband. The way he controls me. I love his dominance and aggression and ruthless, alpha male power. I love that he knows what he wants and how to get it. I love being his filthy, cheating slut.

‘Fuck yes
,’ Joe says. He slides his shaft out of my mouth. My jaw aches from his ferocious fucking. Spit and drool glistens on his cock like pearls. My face is a mess.

He lifts me up off the floor.

‘Does your husband know you’re here?’ he says.

‘He has no idea,’ I say. ‘He thinks I’m a good girl.’

‘But you’re not a good girl.’ He grabs my rain-soaked shirt and pulls it up over my head. ‘What are you?’

‘I’m a bad girl.’

‘And?’ He unbuttons my jeans.

‘A cheating slut.’

‘Wrong.’ He pushes my jeans down to my knees. ‘You’re my
 cheating slut.’

He turns me around and shoves me face-down on the bed. I pretend to struggle half-heartedly. He grabs my panties and tears them down, exposing my ass. The jeans are around my legs, keeping my thighs close together.

Joe mounts me from behind. He pins me to the bed with his strong hands, preventing me from moving. He shoves his thick cock between my tightly clenches thighs like a battering ram and forces it home. I go limp under his assault and stop trying to escape. I don’t even want
 to escape. I want this. All of this. I want to feel every fucking inch.

‘Oh, fuck, Joe!’ I say, moaning. It feels fucking fantastic. Better than ever. Maybe it’s the booze. Maybe it’s because my legs are tied together by my jeans. Maybe it’s because he’s just that fucking good. ‘Stop! I’m married, we can’t do this!’

‘This is my pussy now,’ he says, his voice a dangerous growl. ‘My married pussy. Your husband doesn’t deserve this pussy.’

‘Please!’ I say, thrusting back into him, pushing that cock deeper inside me. ‘Don’t tell him what a whore I am!’

‘I ain’t gonna tell that loser shit,’ he says. He pounds me harder and harder now, the wet smack
 of each impact loud as a gunshot. It feels like he’s trying to split me in two. ‘You’re my slut, not his. He gets my leftovers.’

I try to respond, but I can’t. A deep, guttural moan of purest passion escapes my lips. It sounds wild and animalistic. I have never made a noise like this before. He keeps fucking me, keeps hammering away at my pussy, trying to force himself so deep inside me that I’ll never be able to clean him out.

Joe grabs my hands and pins them in place at the small of my back. His aggression tips me over the edge. I cry out his name as my climax hits me like a hammer to the gut. He doesn’t stop or slow down, even when my pussy tightens around his shaft, squeezing like a fist. He relentlessly pounds me, talking shit about my husband the whole time, tell me what a weak, pathetic, small-dicked loser I married.

Every word makes me come harder.

He drives into me as though he wants to hurt me. I love it. He keeps my hands pinned behind my back. I love it. He forces my face into the bed and fucks me hard. I love it all.

‘I’m getting close,’ he says, through gritted teeth. ‘Hold your ass open.’

He releases my hands. I obey and grab my ass. I hold myself open for him, moaning into the mattress. He fucks me deep and hard for a little longer, then withdraws, leaving my pussy gaping and stretched in his wake. I moan deeply again.

‘This is mine,’ he says.

Hot drops of come splash over my asshole, spilling down my crack and dripping onto the bed. I gasp. It feels wonderful. He’s marking me with his seed, marking his territory. I am his now.

Joe growls behind me, a noise full of passion and lust. He pushes the fat tip of his shaft against my tightest entrance, still stroking, still pumping his spend all over my married holes. I feel hot, sticky, creamy goodness gushing over my asshole. I moan for him.

‘That feels amazing
,’ I say, spreading my ass a little wider for him. Hot droplets of semen trail down my thighs.

‘Sluts like you should be marked by their men,’ he says. ‘Seeing as your guy’s a fucking bitch, I’ll mark you.’

‘I belong to you now,’ I say, a drunken giggle escaping my lips.

‘You’ve always belonged to me. Just ‘cause you got that ring on your finger, that don’t mean shit.’

His orgasm slowly winds to a close, no more hot semen shooting into the valley of my ass. I feel his tip pulse and shudder against my coated asshole. He slips his shaft down, pushing fresh come over my pussy lips, and slides back inside me, back where he belongs. I moan for him again.

‘I love the way you fuck me,’ I say.

‘That’s ‘cause you’ve never been fucked by a real man.’

He slowly withdraws again, leaving me sticky and pleasantly tingly. I collapse onto the bed, the last of my strength gone. I release my grip, feeling his warm gift roll down my ass.

Joe kicks off his wet clothes, into a damp, loose pile. He drops his phone on the table next to his pillow and heads to the bathroom, leaving me panting and breathless and feeling like I’ve just been used and violated in the best way possible.

In the stillness of the night, I hear a buzzing. A phone vibrating. I push myself off the bed and reach down to my jeans pocket, but it’s not mine. I see Joe’s phone on the table, the screen illuminated as the buzzing continues. The caller ID picture shows a smiling brunette woman drinking a beer. Joe’s wife. I reach down and grab the phone and put it on silent and turn the screen facedown so I don’t have to see her. I don’t want to see a woman’s face while her husband’s come dries in my ass crack.

By the time Joe returns, his wife has long since stopped trying to call. I’ve tossed my wet clothes into the same pile as his and climbed into bed. I decide against showering before bed. I want to feel his come on my body all night. When he enters the bedroom, I throw the covers back, exposing my nakedness.

‘Are you coming to bed?’ I say.

He grins and throws himself at me.

****


Day Four

I wake up in his arms once more. One arm is under my body, the hand cupping my breasts, gently teasing and kneading the firm flesh. The other arm drapes over my hips, his skilled fingers softly and slowly caressing my intimate lips, carefully arousing me – pun intended – from a deep, dreamless sleep. I let out a deep, sleepy sigh of pleasure and roll back into him, parting my legs wider, allowing his intrusive fingers greater access to my body.

His kisses my neck, his beard stroking my skin in that way I adore. Ripples of pleasure wash over me. I feel as though I’m lying on a beach, the waves gently lapping at my body. Joe touches me in ways that I’ve never felt before. He strokes me in careful, firm movements, bringing me out of my sleepy state, making me crave more. He’s like some kind of wizard who can get a blaze started in an abandoned campfire. I moan for him, arching my back, parting my legs wider, leaning back into him. He bites my neck now, applying just enough pressure to make me gasp. I cup his head with my arm, fingers trailing through his hair. His breath washes over my neck. His fingers gently probe and pry and delve into me. My body reacts to his touch – first warming, then growing wet, then becoming desperate to have him yet again.

Joe teases me for as long as I can stand it. He makes me beg and plead and ask for what I want. He smiles with satisfaction the whole time, enjoying my moans and whimpers. When he finally gives in to temptation, I am wetter than I’ve ever been before in my life.

His hand moves from my gushing sex to my thigh. He holds me open and pushes forward and enters me. I moan louder as his head enters me with that wet, satisfying pop
 I love so much, pushing through my lips and stretching my entrance with that wonderful, intoxicating pressure. My pussy aches with both desire and the intensity of all the passionate sex we’ve both enjoyed this past week. The light pain I feel as my well-used vagina is entered once more doesn’t deter me from wanting to fuck him all over again. Joe makes me ache in a way Dan never has. Not for years, since we first started trying for a baby, when we made love every spare chance we could.

He starts off slow, as he always does, our bodies getting accustomed to this new position. I can’t remember ever doing this with Dan – he’s not big enough to penetrate me at this angle. Only a man like Joe – a big, thick, well-endowed alpha male – could pull off a position like this. I moan and push back into him, grinding my hips and butt into him, drawing that wonderful member deep inside me. It feels sensational. He grips my thigh with one hand, keeping me held open just right. With the other, he holds the back of my neck, like a guard grips a prisoner. The thought of being his prisoner – kept and enslaved and owned forever – drives me crazy.

Before long, Joe hammers into me. It’s artless and careless and wild and almost clumsy and I come for him over and over, moaning into the pillow and crying out his name and begging him to blow his load deep inside me. I want it all. I need it all. I want to be owned and claimed and pounded and filled like this, like the dirty, cheating slut I am, every day for the rest of my life. I need to be owned like this. I need to be fucked like this. Dan doesn’t do it for me. Dan can’t
 do it for me. Only Joe can do it now. Only Joe is good enough for me now.

His passion and fury finally subside and I groan deeply. He pumps me full once more, still forcing his way into me with deep, urgent strokes, planting his seed so much deeper than my husband ever could. That’s another huge difference between Joe and my husband. When Dan reaches climax, he pushes inside and holds still. He thinks it’s romantic to look into my eyes while his manhood pulses and his balls contract and his seed floods my womb. Joe, on the other hand, pumps me even harder, like he’s trying to drill his semen into my very core. Even though there’s no chance of me getting pregnant, Joe always makes me feel seeded and full with his energetic thrusting. When Joe is finished with me, I feel glowing and tired and deeply, satisfyingly, well-fucked. I can’t say the same for Dan.

Joe pushes deep inside me one final time and our passion subsides. I lay in his arms, panting, squeezing his thickness with my womanhood, massaging and milking him for every last drop. I can feel him pulsing and throbbing inside me, the last droplets of his potent seed spilling out from that beautifully thick mushroom head. He holds me tight in his arms, refusing to let go.

‘Good morning to you, too,’ I say, when I’m finally able to talk.

‘Best way to start the day,’ he says, finally lowering my leg and giving my breasts another playful squeeze. He bites my shoulder and eases back, slowly withdrawing with a satisfyingly wet sound of disconnection. I groan at the feeling, my aching and well-used sex throbbing in pleasure, even as it aches from all that deep, hard pounding he’s given me over the past few days.

I check my phone on the night stand. Missed another call from Dan last night. No voicemails. My husband was trying to reach me while Joe bent me over the bed and came over my ass. I should feel guilty about that, but the only thing I feel is excited
. I’m a bad wife, and I like it.

‘How’re you feeling?’ Joe says, rolling away from me and sliding his arm out from under my neck.

‘Hungover,’ I say, rubbing my eyes. ‘How much did we drink last night?’

‘Either too much or not enough,’ he says.

I laugh and sit upright, feeling his warm, sticky spend moving around inside me.

‘God, I need to shower,’ I say. ‘I’ve still got your come all over my ass, too.’

He sniggers and says, ‘You can’t wash that off. It’s art. You’re my masterpiece.’

****

The Grand Canyon is a powerfully beautiful place. The canyon itself winds through the barren, rocky earth as though carved from clay by a giant finger. The brown-gray Colorado river runs through the bottom of the canyon, carving a long and winding path through this remote stretch of land. The canyon itself is surrounded for miles and miles around by rocky bluffs and stony towers, each one crafted form the earth itself. A beautiful landscape covers the world in every direction, a mixture of browns and reds and greens, all overseen by the purest azure blue sky known to man. This place is a Bob Ross painting brought to life; an artist’s canvas in living, breathing color. It’s like looking at a prehistoric landscape, frozen in time. Looking at the steep rocky walls of the canyons, it’s possible to look back over millions of years of history, as the river slowly sank deeper and deeper into the earth, leaving this incredible canyon behind.

But, as beautiful as the view might be, the sounds of this barren landscape are even better. The silence is stunning. No cars. No planes. No ringing phones or blaring horns or obnoxiously loud music. The only sounds are the wild sighing through the rocks and shaking the hard, thorny bushes; the occasional lonesome cries of wildlife; plus the footsteps of those intrepid explorers brave enough to wander out into this part of the world. It is a truly peaceful, relaxing place.

Joe and I stand on a viewing platform looking out over the world. All I can see in every direction is this living, breathing artist’s canvas. All I can hear the wind gently kissing my ears and my own steady heartbeat. The sun is still as intense as always. My exposed arms and legs – I chose to wear another tank top and my running shorts for this hike – tingle under the heat of those scorching rays.

‘It’s so beautiful,’ I say.

Joe takes my hand. He gives me a reassuring squeeze.

‘Imagine how the echo if I made you come here,’ he says.

I laugh, trying to imagine how my moans and cries would echo around this vast canyon. Maybe a family is out there somewhere, sitting around a campfire, when my shrill and passionate moans start echoing around them. The kids think it’s a werewolf, but the adults share a knowing look. The mental image is so damn funny that I snigger again.

‘I’m glad we did this,’ I say, smiling at my lover. He returns my grin, looking perfectly handsome and bulky in the sunlight. His thick, bare arms gleam with a light sheen of sweat in the sun. He wears a tight blue sleeveless shirt that clings to his torso, showing off all the ridges and dips of his perfectly sculpted frame and those dark tattoos on his arms. Looking at him makes my cleft tingle with desire, even though my entrance still has that dull ache from being overused.

‘Me too,’ he says. ‘This whole week has been awesome.’

‘You like it more than fucking in the backseat?’ I say, nudging him with my shoulder.

‘God yes,’ he says, his eyes flashing in that dangerous way they always do when his mind turns to sexual thoughts. ‘I’ve been waiting for months to bend that ass over, and it was worth every second of the wait.’

I step a little closer to him, my lips curling into a teasing smile.

‘Really?’ I say, guiding his hand to the firm curve of my running shorts. ‘This ass?’

‘Yeah,’ he says, leaning a little closer. ‘The stuff dreams are made of.’

I take his rugged, handsome face in my hands and kiss him gently. His beard tickles my face in that way I adore. Joe pushes his tongue into my mouth and I let him, savoring his taste and urgency and erotic need for me.

We kiss, standing on the viewing platform at the edge of the world, far away from everything. If time could stop right now, if the movie could fade to black, this would be the moment. My one perfect moment.

We break off our wonderful kiss. I smile at him, my cheeks flushing. I feel like a teenager with a crush. I have two modes around Joe – this girly, blushing teenager, and the wild, wanton slut who begs to be fucked harder. He squeezes my butt one more time and takes my hand again. We leave the viewing platform and head back toward the hiking trail, walking hand in hand, lovers on a romantic date.

Our feet crunch on the rough chalk path as we walk, slowly winding our way along the edge of the canyon. I glance up at the beautiful sky, a smile on my face.

‘What’s on your mind?’ he says.

‘Nothing much,’ I say. ‘Just enjoying this moment. I feel so calm and so peaceful.’

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘This is real nice. I like it.’

We walk along in silence for a long moment. I listen to the peaceful sounds of absolute nothingness all around us. I feel the heat of the sun prickling my skin. When was the last time I felt so calm? So right? Walking like this, with my lover, feels like the most normal, natural thing in the world. I glance over at Joe and try to imagine Dan walking along in his place, but the thought of my husband only sours this wonderful moment.

It suddenly occurs to me that this is the first real date
 moment we’ve ever had. This has been a week for firsts. The first time we had sex in a bed. The first time I swallowed his come. The first time we had dinner together, like a real couple. And now our first date. Sure, it might be a hike, but it feels real to me. Like we’re a genuine item.

‘We should do this more often,’ he says.

‘Totally,’ I say, leaning into his huge arm. ‘It’s gonna be weird to fuck in the backseat of your truck again.’

‘Maybe we don’t do it in the truck,’ he says, giving me a sideways look, as though he’s planning something.

‘Like a hotel?’ I try to think of all the hotels and motels and rest stops in our area. Anyplace where we could rent a room for an hour or two. ‘That might get kind of expensive.’

‘Actually,’ he says, ‘I was thinking we could do your place.’

I stop walking and turn toward him, stunned.

‘Huh?’ I say, ‘I thought we agreed to never risk getting caught?’

‘We won’t get caught,’ he says. ‘We’ll be together. For real.’

I stare at him in confusion for a few brief seconds. Then it suddenly clicks. I finally understand what he’s talking about. Him and me. Joe and I. Official. A couple. Lovers out in the sunlight, instead of hiding in the shadows. Walking hand in hand together. Having dinners in restaurants. Making passionate love together in my own bed – the bed I once shared with my husband.

‘For real?’ I say.

‘Yeah.’ He wears a smile, but his eyes are sharp and focused. How long has he been thinking about this, I wonder? ‘You leave that loser husband of yours and hook up with a real man.’

‘Are you the real man?’ I tease him with a smile.

‘You better believe it. Kick that little dicked idiot out of your home and we’ll be together. How about it?’

I try to imagine what that life would look like. Joe walking through the front door of my home. Me, cooking elaborate low-fat dinners for us. Making love in our bed. Cuddling up on the couch and watching TV.

But there’s one problem with this fantasy. I’ve had it once before with a different man. It’s the same series of mental images I allowed myself to enjoy many years ago, when Dan sank down on one knee and took a small wooden box out of his pocket. Could I really do it all over again? Start from scratch with a new man? What would everything think of us? I know Lou would be thrilled, for one, but Christina might never look at me the same way again. What about my parents? How would I tell them what happened? Sorry, mom and dad, I cheated on the father of my children and dumped him because this guy has a better dick
.


My children
.

And that is where the fantasy ends. No matter how much fun I might have with Joe, no matter how great
 the sex or how enjoyable our time together, I could never
 ruin my children’s lives over this. I am a selfish, cruel, heartless, cheating wife, but I am not
 a bad mother.

‘What about you?’ I say. ‘You gonna leave your old lady for me?’

‘Sure,’ he says, with a distracted wave of his hand. He starts walking again and I keep pace at his side. ‘I’ll leave her for you and we’ll live like this. How about it?’

‘It’s a great fantasy,’ I say. And it is. In spite of all the pain we would cause to everyone around us, the thought of being able to openly date and kiss and hold hands with Joe warms my heart. ‘But it’s just a fantasy.’

He nods as though he understands, but I know he’ll try again soon. He’s tenacious. It’s one of the things I like most about him.

We walk together a while longer. Then, without a word passing between us, we turn to face each other. He embraces me in a tight, firm hug. I squeeze his thick trunk in return. He looks into my eyes.

‘We’re perfect for each other,’ he says.

I silence him with a kiss. A deep, passionate, loving kiss. The same kind of kiss I once gave to my husband after he slipped the ring on my finger. The kind of kiss a woman gives to her greatest love. His tongue dances with mine. I feel his beard on my cheeks and chin. His body stiffens with erotic need. His hands start to roam my body. I feel his manhood pressing against my thigh.

We break apart and stand there for a moment, breathing hard. He looks at me with hunger and desire and burning lust. His hands slide down to my hips. We could fuck. Right here. On the edge of the Grand Canyon. I could get on all fours and let him pound me like an animal.

But I don’t want that. Not this time. I want something else. Something gentler.

Joe’s hand slips down to the curve of ass and squeezes. He leans in to kiss me again. I place my hand on his chest, stopping him.

‘Not here,’ I say.

‘Why not?’

‘It feels wrong. Let’s go back. Take me to bed.’

He turns us around and we had back along the trail to our rented car.

****

When we get back to the house, we complete another first. This is the first time we make love. No fierce pounding, no forceful passion, no throwing me over the bed and spanking my ass and making me scream. We close the door and kiss one another passionately, like we did an hour or so before, when we stood on the edge of the world.

His hands slip under my clothes and he gently peels my sweaty clothes off, still kissing and caressing me as he does. I follow suit, peeling off his shirt and unbuttoning his shorts. We keep kissing, our lips locked together in passion, as we move back toward the bed and kick off our clothes. He climbs on the bed first, wearing nothing but his shorts and a smile. I follow suit, straddling him in my underwear, and we kiss again. This time our passion has a hint of urgency to it, a flicker of need, a touch of hunger. His hands roam my firm body, caressing my flat stomach and groping my toned ass. I lean down into him, feeling his heartbeat against my own. I run my fingers through his hair and place my other hand on his rock-solid pectorals. God, I remember when Dan used to have muscles like this. I couldn’t get enough of him! Now his body is soft to the touch and unappealing to the eye and I have this alpha male to admire, instead.

I lean back now and sit upright, mounting my lover like a goddess mounting her stallion. His hands make their way up to my breasts. I pull off my sports bra and toss it on the floor, exposing my firm, curved breasts and hard pink nipples. He immediately cups my breasts and teases my nipples with his thumbs. I let out a naughty little sigh.

His hard manhood throbs beneath me. I can feel its hardness, its pulsing heat, even through his shorts and my underwear. My slick flower blooms open, hungry to accept him, eager to receive that gift. It doesn’t matter than my sex still aches from the constant violence of his lovemaking. I will push through that pain to feel the wondrous pleasure he provides. I will do anything it takes to experience him once more. I need him.

I reach down and open the flap in his shorts and guide his bulging erection into the open. The feeling of his girth and his weight never ceases to amaze me. I pull my underwear to the side, exposing my hungry, flowering lips.

He looks up into my eyes as I guide him inside me. I let out a gasp as that beautiful thick head parts my yearning lips and begins to push through to my greedy, aching tunnel. The soreness and slight pain is temporary. Once I sit all the way down, the raw, lustful, erotic sensations overtake me yet again. I am not a wife. I am not a mother. I am whatever my lover wants me to be.

I sink all the way down on his shaft and let out a soft, low groan of utter bliss. Nothing else on earth can compare to this feeling right now. Nothing will ever feel as good as he does. No man will ever fill me as completely as he does.

I link my fingers through his and begin to slowly, gently, and passionately make love to him, as though we are on our honeymoon.

****

We lay naked together in bed, the covers thrown off. Even with the constant rattle of the air conditioning, our skin is warm for us to lay this close and be covered by a thick duvet.

I am still on top of him, my head on his chest, listening to his heart beat slowly return to normal. I’m not sure how long we’ve been like this. A few minutes? A few hours? A year or more? Either way, it feels wonderful. I can hear his heartbeat. I can feel his chest rise and fall with his breathing. I can feel his wilting manhood grazing my inner thigh, leaving a sticky trail of our combined passion in its wake. His thick, alpha male seed pools inside me, slowly trickling through my tunnels, back toward my entrance.

For one mad, brief moment, I wonder what this would be like if I hadn’t had my tubes tied. Would I insist on him wearing a condom? No, probably not. A penis as glorious as his should not be covered or sheathed or diluted. It would be like hanging a sheet over the Mona Lisa, or covering the Statue of David. His manhood is wonderful, and should be experienced as nature intended.

What if he got me pregnant? Would I seriously raise this man’s child? Would I return to my husband with another man’s progeny growing in my belly? I try to imagine having another child. I picture the look on Dan’s face when he cradles a baby he had no part in creating. Then I imagine a new born baby stacked with muscle, like his father, cradled by my soft, weakling husband. I giggle into Joe’s chest.

‘What’s so funny?’ he asks.

‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘Just enjoying the moment.’

‘You wanna go again?’ he says, ever insatiable.

‘God yes. That was wonderful.’

A sound cuts through my thoughts. A low, distinct buzzing. My phone.

‘You gonna answer that?’ he says.

I don’t want to, but I should. My husband has been trying to reach me for days and I’ve ignored every last one of his calls. He’ll probably freak out if I don’t answer, or – worse – get suspicious of me.

I crawl off my lover and grab my bag from its place on the floor, under my clothes. The phone continues vibrating, a dull, monotonous whirr
 that slowly drones on and on. I grasp the little plastic box and lift it up. A picture of me and Dan is displayed as his caller ID. A photo of us a few years back, long before the thought of cheating ever crossed my mind. Back when he was perfectly capable of keeping me satisfied. I stand to walk out of the room, but Joe grabs my hand.

‘Stay here,’ he says. ‘I’ll be quiet.’

I look at him, trying to figure out what he’s planning, but his face is unreadable. I sit on the edge of the bed, naked, my lover’s seed gently trickling onto the bedding, and answer my husband’s call.

‘Hi,’ I say.

‘Hey!’ he says, voice full of barely-concealed relief. ‘I finally got hold of you!’

‘Yeah, sorry,’ I say. ‘It’s been crazy busy here.’

‘I bet!’ He chuckles. ‘I know what you and Christina are like. I bet she’s been dragging you around the entire state to look at stuff.’

‘Something like that.’

‘Tell me everything,’ he says. I can picture him right now, sitting on our couch at home. Maybe he’s sitting up, alert and interested. All his focus is on the sound of my voice. ‘What have you been up to?’

‘Everything?’ I say, glancing behind me at the naked figure of the alpha male laying in the bed we’ve been sharing all week. ‘I don’t think there’s enough time to tell you everything
.’

Joe grins. He rolls on his side and places a large, warm hand on my bare back. I shoot him a look, but don’t push him off.

‘Have you been to see the sights?’ Dan says.

‘Oh yeah,’ I say. ‘We hiked along the Grand Canyon this morning. It’s amazing. Absolutely beautiful.’

‘Awesome!’ he says, a smile in his voice. ‘I’ll have to come with you next time. I’d love to see that.’

‘Yeah,’ I say.

Joe sits up now, getting to his knees behind me. He kisses the back of my neck. I bite my bottom lip to supress an erotic sigh. Joe’s hands sweep around to my front, to my firm breasts and hard nipples. I try to push his hands away, but I can’t. I’m still holding the phone to my ear. I half-close my eyes and lean back in the hard, taut body of my lover as my husband’s voice fills my ear.

‘It’s been really weird not having you here,’ he says, still in that same happy tone. He has no idea what his slut wife is doing right now. ‘I keep waking up at night because I roll over and you’re not there.’

‘Aw, honey,’ I say, Joe’s large hands squeezing and kneading my breasts. ‘I’ll be home soon.’

‘Not soon enough.’

Joe guides me down onto the bed. I lay on my side, his hands roaming my body. I close my eyes, trying to concentrate on my husband’s voice. It’s difficult to think or breathe or talk right now. Joe’s touch is so skilful, so delicate, yet so precise.

‘Have you missed me?’ I say, rolling onto my back.

‘God, yes,’ Dan says. Joe grabs my legs and spreads me wide. I offer no resistance. ‘It doesn’t feel right to have this big bed all to myself.’

‘Mmm,’ I say. ‘I know what you mean. Christina and Lou have a huge
 bed in the guest room. Big enough for four people, at least. It’s so comfortable, especially after a long hike.’

Joe positions himself between my legs now. He looks down at me with a filthy grin and a wicked gleam in his eyes. I bite my bottom lip as he leans forward, mounting me, arms by my head, face close to mine, and pushes forward.

My lover enters me once more, while my husband talks sweet nothings in my ear, utterly oblivious to what is happening on this massive guest bed in a home in Arizona. I slap a hand over my mouth, eyes wide with fear and adrenaline and lust, as that perfect mushroom head pushes my entrance open – pop
 – and his thick shaft burrows into me. My body shudders with pleasure. My heart explodes with the thrill. My brain whirls with crazy guilt and overwhelming excitement.

What the hell am I doing? My husband is going to hear us!

I reach up with my free arm, trying to push him off. He grabs my flailing arm and pins it to the bed, rendering me helpless. I look into his eyes, pleading with him to stop – not now, any other time than now, he’ll hear us, he’ll hear us!
 – but his cruel smile only widens. He pushes all the way inside, filling me completely, his shaft occupying every last inch of space in my aching, soaking, well-fucked pussy.

‘Babe?’ he says. ‘You still there?’

‘Mmm-hmm,’ I say. ‘Sorry, Christina’s talking to me.’

‘Say hi to her for me!’

I swallow hard. Joe glides all the way inside me, coming to a rest against my hips.

‘Hi Christina,’ I say. Joe’s eyes gleam maliciously. He’s loving
 this. ‘She says hi too, babe. Listen, I gotta head off. Can I talk to you later?’

‘Sure,’ he says. ‘I just wanted to hear your voice. I love you.’

‘You too.’

I hang up and toss the phone aside.

‘You bastard,’ I say.

Joe laughs. He grabs my other arm and pins me to the bed and fucks me. It is every bit as deep and hard and primal and satisfying as always.

But it takes me a lot longer to climax than usual. I can hear my husband’s voice in my ear still. I love you
. I can see his face when I close my eyes. I ignore it all and focus on Joe’s thick cock plunging deep into my pussy.

Eventually, I come.

He always
 makes me come.

****


Day Five

If there’s one thing I’ve learned this week, it’s this: the best way to start the day is with you lover’s dick in your mouth.

Joe slowly rouses, his breathing becoming shallower and his body reacting to the feel of my mouth. By the time he wakes – looking down the bed at me with sleepy eyes and shit-eating grin – I’m greedily devouring his member with lust and enthusiasm. Spit coats his shaft, trickling down onto his full, juicy balls. My jaw is starting to ache – I’ve given Joe more blowjobs this week than Dan has received in the past two years – but he tastes so
 good. I love the feel of him in my mouth. I love feeling like his cheap whore. I love knowing that he
 loves it just as much as I do. There’s something so primal and erotic about degrading yourself for a superior man by giving him pleasure like this. It’s even more exciting when he doesn’t fit all the way into my mouth.

Joe watches me work, enjoying the sight of my face bobbing up and down, loving the image of his thick manhood disappearing between my lips, moaning at the feel of my tongue on his slick shaft. His grin slowly widens as my enthusiasm peaks and I jerk him off while sucking that delicious head. My wedding ring slides up and down his shaft, getting coated in our juices. I don’t care. The only thing that matters right now is our pleasure. Not my marriage or my husband or my family. Just me and him and my pussy and his cock.

I let his member slide out of my mouth with a wet pop
 and smile up at him, delighted with my handiwork. I lean on my forearm and trail a finger up and down his shaft, enjoying how slick and wet and hard his skin feels to the touch. His hard length twitches and pulses under my finger, reacting to my touch. I love how powerful it makes me feel.

He beckons me to come closer with one curled finger. I do as he bids and crawl over his firm naked body, until we are at eye level and the heat of his manhood touches my own burning lips. He grins and motions for me to sit upright with his finger. I lean back, thrusting out my chest and grinding my wetness against his manhood. He twirls a finger, telling me to turn around. I obey his command and slowly turn around on the spot, still pressing my lips into his member, but now with my back to him.

Joe immediately grasps my ass, squeezing my firm butt. He moves his hard length into position and guides me back with firm yet gentle hard. He enters me yet again. I’ve lost count of the number of times we’ve had sex over the past week. Probably more times that I’ve fucked my husband in years. My vagina throbs with soreness, but not enough to make me stop. I want to squeeze every last drop of pleasure out of this week. If that means I close my legs for Dan for a couple days… well, that’s the kind of thing husbands are used to experiencing.

I ride slowly, enjoying how different his thick shaft feels in this new position, loving the way it stimulates different parts of my womanhood, touching and grinding new parts of my body. He places his hands on my ass and guides my movements, helping me ride him in just the right way. I clench my vagina and grip him as tight as I can, loving the little gasp and moan he makes behind me.

We make love like this for a short while, before he finally can’t control himself any more. He gets to his knees and bends me over on all fours and pounds me hard for a few wonderful minutes. I forget how to breathe. Before this week, missionary was my favourite position. I loved looking at my lover’s body, into his eyes, while we’re together. I used to come even harder looking at Dan’s firm body while he fucked me. But after this week, after the incredible orgasms I’ve had being mounted and pounded like this, I’ll never go back. I love the rawness, the roughness, the aggression and power and utter masculine power I feel coursing through me with every hard, firm stroke of his body. Every thrust pushes me closer and closer to the edge, further and further toward yet another orgasm.

We climax together, like lovers are supposed to do. I squeeze and clench my muscles, milking him for every drop. He doesn’t come as much as he did back on that first day, but his loads are still wonderfully plentiful. He comes more than my husband does, that’s for sure.

Afterward, we lie together in bed, talking about everything and nothing. We talk about the past, reminiscing over our erotic week and all the naughty sex we’ve both enjoyed. We talk about planning another vacation soon, maybe just the two of us in a hotel at the next lifting meet. I joke that we might forget about the meet if we share a room. He asks if that’s really such a bad thing.

But, finally, the time for lounging around and relaxing in our post-coital bliss comes to an end.

‘We better hit the showers,’ I say. ‘I gotta get cleaned up before the flight.’

‘I’ll give you a hand,’ he says.

We head to the bathroom together, catching a brief odor of freshly brewed coffee and delicious pancakes wafting upstairs from the kitchen below. I turn the shower on and get the temperature just right while Joe locks the door. Then he follows me inside the cubicle and closes the door. My hands are on him in an instant.

Another first – our first shower together. Warm water washes down our bodies, cleansing our skin and wiping away all our sins. Our shared juices and sweat and lust trickle down the drain, where it will never be found.

Joe kisses me under the shower. The sensation of his hot lips under the warm water is exquisite. His arms loop around my back and he holds me tight against him, allowing me to feel his perfect figure against my flesh. I can already feel him growing hard again. My alpha male. Perfect body, always ready to go, forever willing to please. He is spectacular in every way.

My hands slide down his wet body to that part of him I love so much. The part of him I crave. The part of him that satisfies me better than my husband’s ever could. He groans into my mouth as I stimulate him back to full, perfect hardness. I caress and stroke his manhood again, teasing and squeezing as I go. There are few things in this life that make me feel as sexy and desirable as making a man orgasm and bringing him back to arousal again soon after. My husband can’t recharge this quickly, no matter what I do for him. Another reason why Joe is the better lover.

Joe’s hands slide down my wet body. He squeezes my ass with one hand. The other finds purchase between my legs and his skilful fingers begin to tease and manipulate me.

We stay this way for a while, enjoying the feel and taste and sensations of each other. His fingers drive me half-crazy, teasing my clit and probing my sore and ever-greedy entrance. After a lifetime of passionate teasing and kissing, he can’t take it anymore. He pulls back, eyes glazed with lust, and turns me around. I place my hands on the shower wall and bend over. Water cascades over my back and ass. He steps in behind me, angles his body, and pushes his thick head through my aching lips again.

My moans of pleasure are lost to the sound of pouring water.

****

There’s a curious feeling of melancholy that settles on you once the vacation comes to an end. We force ourselves to keep smiling, even though our hearts are heavy. We repack our clothes back into our travel bags. We spray everything with deodorant and air freshener and cologne so our clothes don’t smell like other people. The last thing I want is for my panties to have Joe’s scent all over them.

We enjoy a final breakfast with Christina and Lou. The four of us sit around the breakfast counter, laughing and joking, drinking coffee and eating pancakes. It feels natural. It feels right. Like we’ve always done this. The awkwardness that hung around Christina at the start of the week is long gone. Maybe she’ll burn the bed sheets once we leave, but that’s her call. Right now, she’s laughing and having a good time in our company. We make a good foursome. Joe and I make a good couple, too. We have undeniable chemistry together, and not just in the bedroom.

Christina takes our dirty plates and empty mugs away after a long, drawn-out meal. I check my watch. It’s time to go. Time to end the vacation. Time to call an end to this wonderful week of passion, excitement, and lust and head back home to our marriages.

We take our bags out to the rental and dump them in the backseat. Even though it’s only late morning, the world feels stiflingly hot and overcooked. I’m already looking forward to another shower when I get home. Lou shakes hands with Joe, the two boys talking in low voices and smirking. Knowing Lou, he’s probably making some crude joke. Christina embraces me and hugs me tight. I return her squeeze.

‘Don’t forget what I said,’ she says, whispering in my ear. ‘You can’t have both. It’s not right.’

‘I know,’ I say. ‘Thank you. I love you.’

‘I love your stupid ass too.’

I laugh. Christina hugs Joe – with much less enthusiasm than she gave me, I notice – and he slips his arms around her shoulders. Lou gives me a big, crushing bear hug, laughing the whole time. He kisses my cheek and slaps me on the shoulder. I know how much he’s enjoyed having us stay this week. How much he’s loved being a part of our affair, providing cover to our spouses and helping us to sneak around like this.

‘It’s been awesome seeing you guys,’ he says, giving my shoulder a squeeze. ‘I hope you’ll come back real soon?’

‘I’m sure we will,’ I say, unable to stop myself from smiling. The thought of Lou offering his home as a refuge so that we can carry out our passionate business is every bit as funny as it is exciting.

‘Yeah, you will,’ he says, dropping his voice to a conspiratorial level. ‘You dirty girl, you.’

I laugh and slip into the passenger seat. Joe gets into the seat beside me and fires up the engine, kicking the air conditioning into high gear. He swings the car around and we give our friends – our co-conspirators, our confidantes – a final wave as they fade away in the rear view mirror.

****

The drive back to the airport is much less eventful than our ride out here, a few days ago. There’s a heavy tension in the car this time. Both of us crave the other, but we don’t dare act on these feelings. The last thing I want is to go back to Dan smelling like sex, or looking dishevelled, or – worst of all – with ruined panties. There’s no chance in hell that Dan will leave me alone long enough to hide my stained underwear once I get home, though the thought of having dinner with him while my lover’s seed trickles out of my yearning slit is a tempting one.

We make light conversation, enjoying the journey as best we can, but the uneasy tension remains between us. Who knows when we’ll get a chance to have sex again? It might be days before we go to the gym together next. Days without passion, or sexual gratification, or mind-meltingly pleasurable rough, hard sex. For all his good points, Dan would never
 be able to do the things that Joe does. I know he’d be willing to have sex with me at a moment’s notice, but he won’t ever be able to satisfy me again. Not now. Not after this week and everything I’ve experienced. My husband is now the second-best man in my life. He’s never pleasured me like Joe has. Never taken me to the limit like Joe has. Never made me see stars and gasp for air like Joe has.

I slip into a comfortable silence, watching the dry, bare, dusty landscape slowly slip past the car. My mind slowly drifts back through the days, recalling everything I’ve experienced. The awesome dinners with Joe and my friends. Hiking with Christina – after her meltdown, when the two of us walked together as old friends. The beautiful views from the edge of the Grand Canyon.

Then my mind brings up other memories. Joe’s naked body in bed. The taste of his come. Me waking him in lingerie. The way he shoved me down on the bed when he was drunk. Joe ordering me to touch myself on the drive out here. As I recall all these wonderful, deliciously erotic moments, I feel my aching and sore womanhood begin to flower in my shorts, despite how exhausted it must be.

‘What’s on your mind?’ Joe says, glancing over at me.

‘Huh?’

‘You’re smiling,’ he says, looking at me with curiosity. ‘What’s up?’

‘Nothing much,’ I say. ‘Just thinking of the last time we drove along this road.’

Joe’s grin widens. His eyes flash. I know he’s getting an idea. A really bad, really naughty, really tempting
 idea. He reaches down with one hand and unzips his jeans.

‘One for the road?’ he says.

I laugh. He laughs. But we both know he’s totally serious.

‘C’mon,’ he says. ‘It would be fucking hot if you get off the plane and kiss your husband with that mouth.’

I glance up through the windshield. I can’t even see out destination on the road yet. There are glimmers in the sky, sunlight striking metal aircraft as the planes ascend and come in for landing in endless loops. But we’re still a long way out from anywhere, and I would hate to end this wonderful week on a sour note.

‘You want me to suck your cock?’ I say, in a teasing tone. ‘You want these lips around your cock?’

‘Yes.’

I shift in my seat and lean over the cup holders between us, my head close to his thigh. My fingers trace the outline of his bulge through the jeans. I giggle.

‘What’s so funny?’ he says.

‘Kind of ironic that we start and end this vacation fooling around in a car, don’t you think?’

He sniggers above me.

I slip my hands inside his zipper, grasp that wonderfully familiar, thick, and heavy manhood, and bring it into the open. My mouth closes around the tip and Joe moans even louder than the rumbling engine.

I take him in my mouth and pleasure him in the front seat. The miles and mountains and endless desert terrain slip past. I don’t see any of it. All my will is bent on him and his beautiful cock and pleasing him one last time.

After several long, slow, gentle minutes, Joe’s breathing deepens. I am intimately familiar with the sound. Part of me considers backing off and leaving him hanging until our next meeting.

But Joe grabs my head with one powerful hand and forces me down onto his shaft, as deep as I can take it. He shudders in the driver’s seat and moans a throat growl of passion that sends tingles all through me. I open my throat and greedily swallow every thick, rich drop that he pumps into my slutty mouth.

He holds me in place long after the last drops are on their way to my stomach. Only when his firm shaft begins to wilt does he release my head, leaning back into the seat with a satisfied sigh.

‘God-fucking-damn,’ he says. ‘You give the best blowjobs I’ve ever had.’

I lean back in my seat, dabbing the corners of my mouth with a finger.

‘Thank you, baby,’ I say. ‘You have the sweetest come I’ve ever tasted.’

‘Plenty more where that came from.’

I laugh and lean on his big, strong arm, watching our destination slowly approach through the windshield.

****

Our plane soars over the clouds, a thousand miles above the green-brown brushstroke of the world. I watch the plane’s wing dip and swell in the air currents through the little window, fascinated by how this vehicle manages to stay in the air. My ears have adjusted to the pressure change, for the short time that we’ll be in the air. Cabin crew walk up and down the aisles, making sure we’re all comfortable for this brief flight.

I reach over the armrest and slip my fingers through Joe’s, holding his hand as though we belong together. He gives my hand a reassuring squeeze. I turn from the window and smile at him. I can still taste him on my tongue. My stomach is full of his seed. I feel so filthy every time I remember this fact. When I have dinner later, my lover’s thick, delicious come will still be in my belly.

‘Can’t wait until our next trip,’ Joe says.

‘Me neither. This was so much fun.’

‘Next time, I wanna fuck you a lot more.’

I laugh and say, ‘I don’t think my pussy could handle anymore.’

‘You got two other holes.’

I laugh and kiss his hand. I try to imagine us doing this as a real, genuine couple. Taking vacations together as a team. Maybe visiting Disneyworld with my kids on alternative weekends. But the image doesn’t work in my head. I can’t imagine Joe as a father figure. I can’t see him helping me raise my children. A guy like Joe would rather send them outside to play while he ravished me again in the bedroom. There’s some fun to be had in that, but not much longevity. Can I see us doing this in a year? Two? Ten? Will we still be having amazing, mind-blowing sex behind out spouse’s clueless backs for all that time?

The future is uncertain. I truly don’t know what I want. I have a husband who is a wonderful father and a lover who is fantastic in bed. If I thought for certain that Joe would be able to raise my kids... but, no, I can’t let myself think like that. I swore that I wouldn’t ruin my kid’s lives over this affair. Joe knows this too. We can’t be together. Not properly. This week was wonderful, but it’s not the kind of life we would ever be able to have. Not really. We aren’t teenagers anymore. We can’t blow off work and spend the day in bed. Once, maybe. Not every single day, which is surely what a man like Joe would want.

Another thought creeps into my mind now. A thought I’ve been carefully avoiding since Christina first blew up and me on the ridge during our hike. What happens between me and Joe when the sex begins to dry up? We’re red-hot and insatiable and unable to keep our hands off each other right now, but what happens when the honeymoon phase comes to an end? Will I still find Joe attractive without having constant, passionate sex? Will I find him attractive if he lets his body soften and crumble like Dan did? Can a relationship built on lies and sneaking ever really survive?

‘Oh, hey! It’s you guys!’

A happy, chirpy voice cuts through my thoughts. I glance up and see a stewardess leaning over us. But not any stewardess. This is the same woman on our first flight, the one who thought we were a really cute couple. She beams at us like a proud mom, eyes sparkling.

‘Did you guys have a good time?’ she says.

‘The best,’ Joe says. He pulls my hand to his lips and kisses my wedding ring.

‘That’s great!’ Her smile grows even more radiant. ‘You’re still so cute! I wish my husband took me on little getaways like this.’

‘Nothing’s too good for my lady.’ Joe gives my hand a squeeze. ‘She gets the best. That’s why she’s with me.’

She laughs with good humor and pats Joe on the arm.

‘Well, if you guys need anything,’ she says, ‘just give me a shout. We’ll be landing in about twenty minutes.’

She gives us a final appraising smile and walks down the aisle. I wonder how she would feel if she knew the truth. If she knew that we’re both cheating on our partners. If she knew that we stayed with our friends for the past few days and fucked every chance we got because the backseat of his truck is only fun for so long. I wonder how she would look at us then.

I lean against my lover and turn my head to watch the world slip past through the window. If only everything in life could be this easy.

Christina’s voice echoes in my mind. You tell him, or I will
. She’s right. I know she’s right. I can’t keep doing this to Dan. To my family. To myself. It’s not fair on anyone. I’ve known that all along. I knew it from the start. Every time Joe and I touched or flirted, I told myself not to get carried away. Even when we started fucking in his truck, I thought it was all under control. Now I’m openly having an affair with this man, and nothing makes sense anymore. Up is down and black is white.

Can I give him up? I can’t leave Dan. I can’t walk out on my marriage and leave my family. I might be a cheating slut, but I’m not a heartless bitch, crazy as that might sound. So the obvious choice is to break things off with Joe. Change gym. Change my number. Walk away from it all.

But, as I sit here next to him, feeling his firm bicep behind my head and his strong hand on mine, I know that just isn’t possible. I’m addicted to him. My aching, beat-up pussy can attest to that. I crave what he provides. I need him like I’ve never needed anyone before. He satisfies my physical needs in a way that my poor, pathetic husband simply can’t.

I don’t know what I’m supposed to do. But I have to find some way of telling Dan. However hard it might be, he deserves to know. He deserves to hear it from me.

The captain’s voice crackles through the speaker, informing us of our approach to the airport. The seatbelt signs ping
 into life. I sit upright and watch the brushstroke world slowly come into sharper focus. My husband is down there, waiting for me.

Utterly unaware.

****

‘How do you wanna do this?’ Joe says.

We’re walking through baggage claim, hand in hand, without stopping. We have nothing to claim, both our bags hang from our shoulders. We pass groups of stressed, tired, harried-looking travelers, all standing around whirring conveyor belts with expectant expressions.

‘Do what?’ I say.

‘My wife’s picking me up,’ he says, lowering his voice a fraction. ‘Your husband’s here, too. We can’t walk out together.’

‘You go first,’ I say. ‘I’ll hang back.’

‘Okay.’

We walk back through the airport in a tense silence. I look around, scanning the crowds, half-expecting to see my husband stepping out with a goofy grin on his face. He doesn’t – of course he doesn’t, he can’t access this part of the terminal from that side – but I keep looking. My heart races.

As we reach the arrivals lounge, Joe turns me and stops. I stop with him.

‘See you soon,’ he says.

‘Text me.’

‘Can’t wait.’

He kisses me. Long. Slow. Tenderly. Hands on my cheeks. I respond, drinking him deeply one final time.

Then he pulls away, wearing that charming, devilish grin, and heads through the door. I wait for a moment, wondering how long to hang back. I walk over to the bathroom and head inside. I check myself out in the mirror, making sure there are no obvious traces of an affair on my skin. Do I look rosy-cheeked and freshly fucked? Does my face show any signs of how sore my pussy feels? Can anyone tell that I’ve spent the past week getting the pounding of my life from my lover? No, no, and no.

I cup a handful of water and use it to rinse my mouth out. I spit the water into the sink, imagining that the load I swallowed on the drive here flows down the drain with it. Of course it doesn’t. That’s deep in my stomach now. But at least I won’t taste like cock when I kiss Dan.

With that done, I head back out into the arrivals lounge. I take a strip of gum from my bag and chew on it quickly, before spitting it into a bin. It’s not much, but it’s better than nothing. Then I follow the herds of bovine-like people through the lounge and outside, toward the pick-up zone.

I walk up the row of parked cars and listless, waiting drivers until I see a vehicle I recognize. My husband stands next to the front door, hands in his pockets. I wave, then frown.

Dan isn’t alone. There’s someone standing next to him. A woman. A short, brunette woman. I’ve never met her before, but I know exactly who she is and my heart plummets into my stomach.

Joe’s wife is talking to my husband, gesturing frantically with her hands. Her face is contorted into a snarl. My husband’s expression is blank and devoid of emotion. He looks pale.

Dan sees me and freezes. My feet become heavy. Leaden. I suddenly seem to weigh too much for my legs to carry. Alarm bells and sirens and screaming klaxons blare out in my mind. I want to turn and run, but I can’t. I am pulled toward them as though drawn by a magnet. My breath catches in my throat. My vision blurs for a second. My fingers feel numb.

The brunette woman turns and sees me. Her lips draw back into an animalistic snarl. She storms toward me on stiff legs, fists balled at her sides. I open my mouth to say something – anything! – but she holds up her phone. There’s a picture on the screen. A photo I’ve never seen before, yet I know so very well. A photo of Joe and I in a restaurant. Smiling. Leaning close together. Posing as newlyweds out to dinner. A photo taken by an enthusiastic waitress just a few short days ago.

‘You – fucking – bitch
,’ she says, spitting the words out with as much venom as she can muster. Those words hurt me more than if she had slapped me.

Dan steps up behind the woman, his face ashen and shocked. He looks as though he’s just been stabbed through the heart. I guess he has, in a way.

I look from his gaunt face to the furious expression of the woman in front of him. And I know that it’s all over. She knows. He knows. Everyone knows. There’s way I can talk myself out of this. The only thing I can do is face the music.

I force myself to stay calm. Not to cry or scream or make up excuses. I look up at the deepening, boiling clouds above, and ask myself a single question.

Will life ever be this good again?

###


The Cuckold’s Tale:

Cash, Grass, or Ass


‘Okay,’ I say, wiping my filthy hands on an old rag, ‘try it again.’

Kirsten nods through the windshield and turns the key in the ignition once more. I look down at the engine as the motors start to fire and tick over, but the machine doesn’t catch. Kirsten turns the key again and again. I sigh and wipe the back of my hand across my sweaty forehead. The motor still won’t catch. The engine makes that soft chug-chug-chug
 noise, but nothing happens. I hold up my hand. Kirsten stops trying to start the car and leans out the open window.

‘Nothing?’ she says.

‘Nope.’

‘Aw, shit,’ she says.

With the engine’s quiet rumble over, the sounds of the wilderness return. The wind blowing softly through the vast trees lining the road on both sides. Insects buzzing. Birds crowing. Every kind of sound except the one we desperately want to hear – the car starting up.

‘What are we gonna do?’ Kirsten says, getting out of the car and joining me in front of the open hood. She’s wearing a lose gray strap top stained with sweat and a dark thigh-length skirt. She has a flannel shirt tied around her waist.

‘I don’t know,’ I say. ‘We’ll have to call someone, I guess. I can’t figure out what the problem is.’

Kirsten puts her hand to her brow, shielding her eyes from the overbearing glare of the sun. She looks down the long, dusty road we were driving along before the engine crapped out. Then she turns and looks in the opposite direction, where the dusty road continues on into the brilliant blue horizon. There is nothing other than green trees and blue sky and brown road in either direction. We’re totally on our own out here.

I take my phone out of my pocket and slide the screen open, leaving a greasy smear on the surface. Goddammit, my hands are caked in grease and oil and whatever else is plastered across the engine. I hold up the phone in the air, turning it this way and that, but my heart slowly sinks into the pit of my stomach.

‘No bars,’ I say.

‘What does that mean?’ Kirsten says, even though she knows exactly what that means.

‘We can’t call Triple-A or anyone else,’ I say, putting the phone back. ‘It means we’re stuck out here.’

‘Shit,’ Kirsten says again. She turns again, looking up and down the long dusty road as though a miracle is somehow going to happen. ‘What are we going to do? We can’t stay here, it’s way too hot right now.’

I shrug, trying to keep my cool, and say, ‘I don’t fucking know, can you fix the engine? If not, then we’re shit out of luck.’

Kirsten walks around the car and grabs the water bottle from the passenger side. She drinks a couple of mouthfuls and offers it to me. I take it and swallow. The water is warm, but it definitely helps. I can feel sweat prickling my brow. My shirt clings to my damp back. Shit, why did this have to happen now? Right here, in the middle of goddamn nowhere, the one place with no fucking signal and no sign of civilization.

We’re in deep shit.

‘What about you?’ I say. ‘Do you have signal?’

Kirsten checks her phone. She holds it up in the air. She walks around with it. She puts a foot inside the car for extra height.

‘That’s a no?’ I say.

She nods. Her face is the picture of misery.

‘Why did you come this way?’ she says. ‘We should have stuck to the main road.’

‘I didn’t know we were gonna break down!’ I say, my temper flaring. ‘I wanted to get to the next town before dark.’

‘Well, now we’re gonna get there real fucking late, aren’t we, Sam?’

Kirsten stalks off the road, heading toward the trees. She folds her arms and leans against the trunk of a tall, thick tree, embracing what little shade is available. She wipes her face with a hand. I don’t know what to do. She didn’t even want to come on this trip; it was all my idea. The last few months, I’ve felt us drifting further apart and thought that the two of us taking a road trip might somehow bring us closer together. It almost worked, too. Until this happened, we were getting along. I felt our bond slowly returning, that spark beginning to reignite. Kirsten’s been together for about eighteen months now, and I really don’t want to lose her. She’s perfect – pretty, petite, funny, smoking hot, and amazing
 in bed. I know that has a bit of a past and quite a few notches in her bedpost, but we’re pretty good together. This stupid trip was my way of trying to close the gap that’s opened up between us lately. With all the college work and finals – goddamn finals! – that’s gotten in the way, we’ve barely had time together as a couple.

I sigh and look down at the beaten-up, dust-covered car. This vehicle has lasted so long and come so far, only to break down at the worst possible point. Dammit. I wish my old man was here. He’d know exactly what the problem was. It’s just the carburettor
, Sam, he’d say, then turn a wrench and the car would come back to life. But I’m not my old man. I should have followed his example, learned how to look after my cars. But instead I wanted to go to college and learn software development. Look at me now. My dad would piss himself with laughter if he could see me now.

The sun beats down on my head relentlessly. I bend over the open hood again and continue trying to bring my faithful car back to life, but nothing I do seems to matter. Either I’m missing something – highly likely, given my total lack of knowledge about cars – or it’s truly dead.

But I keep trying. There’s not much else I can do except try and bring this car back from the dead. I keep touching parts of the engine, hoping against hope that something will work and we can keep driving down this long-ass road. Maybe if I can get us moving again, Kirsten won’t be pissed at me for trying to take this supposed ‘shortcut’ in the first place.

The days wears on, the sun pounding my head and arms and back like a loan shark trying to extort money from a victim. Finally, I stop trying to adjust, tighten, or otherwise clean off the engine and sit in the driver’s seat. The car feels like a damn oven, even with all the windows and doors open. I grab the keys and turn them in the ignition, making a silent prayer. Please, please let this work
.

The engine chug-chug-chugs
 but it doesn’t catch. Nothing happens.

‘Fuck!’ I say, releasing the keys. I punch the wheel in anger. The horn barks in return. ‘Fuck!’

I lean back in the seat, sweat pouring down my brow in rivers. Jesus, why couldn’t this have happened on a cooler day? Why now, on this stretch of goddamn nothing road?

‘Sam?’ Kirsten says, walking toward the car.

‘I’m sorry,’ I say, already counting her next angry accusation. ‘I fucked up, okay? I’m sorry, goddammit!’

‘Sam!’ she says again. This time I look up at her. She’s shielding her eyes with a hand again, her eyes fixed on something behind me, back on the road we just drove up. ‘I think I see someone coming!’

I get out of the car and turn around, staring hard at the endless miles of brown road behind us. At first, I don’t see anything. Then I realize what’s caught her attention. On the far, far horizon is a glint of metal. It could be a trick of the light. It could be our over-tired and exhausted minds showing us what we want to see. Or it could
 be sunlight bouncing off a vehicle in the distance.

‘Do you think that’s a car?’ Kirsten says, her voice rising in pitch.

I keep my eyes glued on the glint. It could be, yeah. But I don’t want to get her hopes up. I stay quiet for a long moment, watching.

After a minute or two, the glint doesn’t disappear. It becomes more frequent. A shape begins to emerge on the horizon, kicking up a cloud of dust in its wake.

‘It is
 a car!’ Kirsten says, jumping up and down on the spot with joy. ‘Oh, thank God
!’

I smile with relief, watching the shape grow clearer and clearer as it crosses the miles of empty open road. As it draws nearer, I see it more clearly. It’s not a car.

‘It’s a damn truck
!’ I say. ‘Kirsten, can you see it?’

‘Yes!’ Her enthusiasm is infectious. ‘Come on, let’s flag it down!’

She unties the flannel shirt from her waist and begins to wave it through the air like a flag. She walks to the trunk and steps out into the road.

‘Hey!’ she says, yelling at the top of her lungs, even though there’s no way the driver can hear her yet. ‘Hey! Over here! Help us!’

I try to resist acting like a crazy person as well, but the ferocious heat and my own incredible frustration finally reach boiling point. I stand next to her and start jumping up and down, waving both my arms over my head. There’s no way anybody could fail to see us like this. I grab our shared bag from the backseat, holding it out into the road like I’m thumbing down a cab.

The truck gets closer now, close enough for me to see the silhouette of a driver and the battered, beaten hood. It’s a rickety-looking old pickup, with a tarp covering something large and rectangular in the back. As it nears us, the truck slows down. Kirsten’s voice gets even louder and more high-pitched with exuberance.

‘Please!’ she says, still waving her shirt like a flag. ‘Please help us!’

The truck slows to a stop alongside us. The driver leans his head out of the window. He’s looks to be in his forties, with a lined, weather-beaten face and a strong neck. He looks big and powerful – not muscular, but the kind of guy you wouldn’t throw down against in a bar fight.

‘I don’t usually stop when I see guys on their own,’ he says, with a smile. ‘But I’ll always help out a pretty lady.’

‘Can you help us?’ Kirsten says. ‘Our car broke down and we can’t get it started again. Do you have a phone?’

He shakes his head.

‘No phones,’ he says. ‘But I could maybe give ya a ride to the next town over. It’s a little out of my way, but they’ll have phones, internet, all that stuff.’

‘Can we hitch a ride?’ I say.

The trucker’s eyes slowly shift from me to Kirsten and back again. He nods.

‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Climb on in.’

Kirsten beams at me. I can already hear her praising this guy later – thank God that trucker picked us up, otherwise you would’ve gotten us totally lost!
 – and I swallow my pride and smile back. We open the passenger side door and cup my hands to give Kirsten a leg-up. Her skirt passes right by my face, giving me a tiny flash of her upper thighs. The image sends a jolt of arousal through me. Before the car broke down, I was planning to check into the nearest motel and spend some quality naked time with Kirsten. Maybe we still can, if this guy can get us out of trouble before it gets too late. Before getting in, I turn back to our broken-down car, close the windows, take the keys, and lock the door. I shut the hood and leave it there, pulled onto the side of the road, caked in dust. It should be fine until we return.

That done, I head over to the idling truck and climb up into the passenger seat, Kirsten sandwiched between me and the trucker, the bag on my lap. I pull the door shut. It’s warm in the cab, but not as stifling as the car was.

‘Thank you so much,’ Kirsten says.

‘Ah, don’t mention it,’ says our rescuer. He eases the gas and the truck begins to roll forward. ‘You’re lucky I was on this road. Don’t often come this way much anymore. Name’s Dayton, by the way.’

‘I’m Kirsten,’ she says. ‘And this is my boyfriend Sam.’

‘Hi,’ I say, leaning forward to see him more clearly around Kirsten’s head. He looks like the kind of guy who’s spent half his life on the road. He nods in greeting at me.

‘So what happened?’ Dayton says, accelerating and leaving my busted vehicle in the dust. I lean out the window and look back, watching the car that brought us all the way out here slowly shrinking away. ‘You broke down?’

‘Yeah,’ Kirsten says. ‘One minute we were doing fine, the next the car dies and we can’t get it going again.’

‘I tried my best,’ I say, showing my oil-blackened hand as proof of my manly struggles. Dayton glances at me but seems unimpressed.

‘I bet it was your filters,’ he says. ‘I seen a few cars broke down way out here before. Usually happens on hot days like this. The dust gets into the filters and chokes the engine. You’re gonna need to clean ‘em up before it’ll go again. Shouldn’t be too hard.’

‘The filters
,’ Kirsten says. She nudges me in the side, as though this should have been completely freaking obvious and I’m an idiot for missing it. All I can do is shrug. There’s no point getting angry about it now. ‘I told you we should have stuck to the main road.’

Dayton chuckles. His amusement wounds me more than Kirsten’s irritable barb does. I hunch into the seat, turning my face to the wind to enjoy the breeze drifting across my sweaty face. Outside, the shadows of the surrounding forest slowly begin to lengthen as the sun begins its downwards descent.

‘Oh, my God, it’s so good to be moving again,’ Kirsten says. ‘I really thought we were in trouble until you came along.’

‘Don’t mention it,’ he says. ‘I’m sure you’ll find some way to make it up to me. I guess you folks ain’t from around here, huh?’

‘No,’ Kirsten says, with a laugh. ‘We’re actually from out of state. We’re students at Ponybrook U.’

‘Oh, college kids?’

‘Yeah.’ She laughs.

‘What’re you doing all the way out here?’

I lean forward and interject. ‘We wanted to get out of campus for a bit. Our finals are over for now, and we wanted to unwind. Figured we’d take a trip out to the country.’

‘Well, you found it,’ Dayton says, chuckling and gesturing to the dense woodland on either side of the road. ‘Nothing but country for miles in all directions.’

Kirsten laughs along with him.

‘I’ll take you to a small town,’ Dayton says. ‘It’s about an hour or two away. We probably won’t get there before nightfall, though. There’s a little motel if you want to stay for the night.’

‘Yeah, we probably will,’ Kirsten says.

‘Will we?’ I say. ‘We could call the breakdown recovery truck and get back on the road.’

‘Good luck with that,’ Dayton says, with another chuckle. Every time he laughs, I feel like he’s mocking me personally. ‘Ain’t nobody gonna drive along this road at night. It’ll be pitch black. They ain’t gonna repair the filter ‘til the morning anyway.’

‘See?’ Kirsten says, siding with him again. ‘We may as well just go to sleep and fix the problems in the morning.’

I bristle internally at her digs and jabs. It’s been a long, hot day, and this isn’t helping.

‘You really don’t want to be out here at night,’ Dayton says. ‘I seen bears once or twice.’

‘Bears
?’ Kirsten’s jaw drops. ‘You mean, we coulda been out here in bear country all night
?’

‘Yup.’

She glares at me and says, ‘Next time I say we stick to the road, we stick to the road!’

I bite back a retort that she was complaining about the drive, which is why I took this shortcut in the first place. I nod and stare through the windshield, watching the empty dusty road stretch on forever. This looks more like an interactive painting than a real place. Always weird how some places look like they’ve burst straight out of a storybook. I can almost hear a tour guide speaking in my head. If you turn to your left, you’ll see Rapunzel’s tower
…

‘It’s kinda nice picking people up,’ Dayton says. ‘I used to get hitchhikers all the time, back in the day. Used to be real good fun. College kids, like yourselves. They’d hop in, we’d ride along for a few hours, then they’d get out and go on their way. It was fun.’

‘It’s cool to be picked up,’ Kirsten says, smiling at him. ‘I’ve never actually gotten a ride from a stranger before.’

‘No?’ Dayton says. ‘Well, ma’am it’s a pleasure to be your first.’

He shoots Kirsten a look. It’s a friendly smile, but there’s something behind that makes me feel uneasy. Something that makes me feel like there’s a lot more behind his eyes that he lets on.

We drive along for a few more minutes, bumping in our seats as the truck passes the occasional pothole. Kirsten fans herself with a lazy hand while I turn my face into the roaring breeze washing through the window. I start to feel less hot and disgusting. Maybe this motel or whatever will have a nice, cold shower, too.

‘So,’ Dayton says, after a few minutes of quiet, ‘you never had the rules of the road explained to you?’

There’s something different about his voice now. Less jovial and good-natured. He sounds inquisitive, almost curious. Like there’s something he knows that we don’t. Again, I begin to feel a hint of uneasy settling on me like a shadow. I glance across my girlfriend at Dayton, realizing how big and powerful he is. His arms might not be exactly muscular, but they’re twice the thickness of mine. If he wanted, this friendly and charming trucker could easily overpower us. Maybe even at the same time.

The shadows of the forest drag like claws across the road, slowly covering the world in a dusky cloak. Overhead, the sky glitters with a dozen colors – blood orange, ruby red, and rich purple. The first pinpricks of starlight begin to emerge in the deepening sky.

‘No,’ Kirsten says, still in her bright, friendly voice. If there’s something wrong with this picture, she doesn’t see it. ‘What’s the rules of the road?’

A smile tugs at the corner of Dayton’s mouth. He glances at my girlfriend again, eyes sweeping her body. I get the sudden urge to throw my arms around her shoulders like a protective blanket. Eyes off, buddy, she’s with me
.

‘It goes like this,’ Dayton says. ‘Truckers like me and hitchhikers like yourselves have a kind of organic relationship that formed over the years. It ain’t as common now as it were back in the day, but the rules are still there. Essentially, there’s unspoken agreement between the both of us that if I give you a ride someplace, you find some way to compensate me for my time and kindness.’

‘What kind of ways?’ I say, that cold, uneasy feeling settling in my stomach again like a heavy meal. I get the feeling that he’s been building up to this moment for a while now, maybe thinking about the best way to bring it up with us as the miles drifted by.

‘Well,’ he says, giving another good-natured boy-howdy chuckle, ‘out on the road, there are three accepted forms of payment. The first is maybe the most obvious – cash.’

‘Sure, we’ll pay you,’ Kirsten says, still happy and excited to be sitting here in his truck. ‘You got any cash, Sam?’

I reach into my pocket and grab my wallet. I leaf through, but the only currency nestled inside is a few dimes and nickels. There’s a couple of condoms resting between the different sections, condoms I was hoping to use with Kirsten on the trip. Shit. I handed over the last of my paper money at the gas station way back on the road.

‘Do you have any?’ I say, showing Kirsten the inside of my wallet.

‘No,’ she says, ‘I only got my card.’ She turns to Dayton. ‘Do you take card?’

Dayton laughs as though she’s cracked a great joke. He slaps his thigh with delight. Kirsten laughs along with him. I put my wallet away, feeling stupid again. Dammit, Sam. Should have kept some cash on me. Why didn’t I pay for gas with my card?

‘No, I don’t take card,’ Dayton says, still chuckling, his face wrinkling with mirth. He pats Kirsten’s thigh, his hand touching her bare leg. A bolt of jealous angry flashes through me. I grip the bag in my lap tighter.

‘Okay,’ Kirsten says, ‘so we can’t give you cash. What’s the rest?’

Dayton slows for a moment as we crest a small rise in the road, before begin to descend. After a moment, we’re back on flat land again.

‘Aside from cash,’ Dayton says, ‘we got two other ways to pay. I will gladly accept grass.’

‘Grass?’ I say. ‘Like, from a field?’

Dayton laughs again. Kirsten joins him. Both of them laugh at me for a moment, before I realize my mistake.

‘Oh,’ I say, ‘you mean grass
.’

‘Yeah,’ Dayton, says, wiping a tear from his eyes. ‘Grass. Green. A little bit of Mary Jane. Two cool young college kids like must have a baggie of the good stuff on you, right?’

Kirsten laughs, shooting a look at me. Dammit, my girlfriend is laughing at me in front of this guy.

‘No,’ I say. ‘We don’t do that.’

‘He
 doesn’t smoke,’ Kirsten says, leaning closer to Dayton as though confiding in him. ‘I used the last of mine before we left.’

‘Really?’ Dayton says, taking his eyes off the road long enough to shoot me a quizzical look. ‘A college kid who doesn’t smoke? What do you study?’

‘Software development,’ I say, talking into my chest.

‘What?’ he says, wrinkling his nose.

‘Software development,’ I say again, a little louder this time.

‘I heard you,’ he says, ‘I just don’t understand why you’d want to learn something like that.’

I bristle again, my pride wounded. I squeeze the bag in my lap and say, ‘It’s good money. Useful skill.’

He laughs again and nudges Kirsten like she’s a co-conspirator. She joins in with his mocking laughter.

‘Useful?’ Dayton says, through his amusement. ‘It might be good money, but it’s worth diddly-squat out here!’

Kirsten turns to me, eyes gleaming with good humor. She says, ‘Didn’t help you change the car filter, did it?’

My cheeks flush with heat. I shoot Kirsten a wounded look, but it doesn’t stop her from laughing at me.

‘What’re ya gonna do?’ Dayton says, between roars of laughter. ‘Program the car to start working?’

Kirsten laughs even harder now. She slaps her own thigh, like Dayton did earlier. I force myself to grin, like these jokes aren’t hurting my fragile ego, and fix my eyes on the darkening road ahead. Dayton flicks on the headlights and the brown road flares into bright, brilliant existence ahead of the truck.

After a few long, uncomfortable moments, Dayton and my girlfriend settle back down. Dayton clears his throat a couple of times, recovering his voice. Kirsten rubs her cheek, like she always does when she’s laughed too hard.

‘Well, so long as you it enjoy it,’ Dayton says, with a dismissive shrug of his shoulders, ‘then I guess it’s worth it. Me personally, I always think that men should do manly stuff, like heavy lifting and truck driving. I’m the kind of guy that likes to provide for his girl.’

‘Aw,’ Kirsten says, as though she’s seen a cute puppy. ‘You got a girl back home?’

Dayton grins and pats her thigh again.

‘Not anymore,’ he says. ‘I got a young lady. But me and her mom don’t speak too much these days. I think she’s about your age.’

‘I bet she’s a great woman,’ Kirsten says.

‘The best.’

We sit in silence for a moment. The air is filled with the rush of warm air through the open windows and the steady rumble of tires crunching over the dusty road. Kirsten leans back into the seat. She lifts up her long, creamy legs and puts her feet on the dash. Dayton’s eyes immediately trace her figure, a smile slowly growing over his face. Once again, I get the urge to put my arms around her, or warn this guy off. If Kirsten notices him checking her out, she doesn’t say anything.

‘What’s the third thing?’ I say, shattering the silence like a chainsaw in a forest.

‘Huh?’ Dayton says, eyes darting between the road ahead and my girlfriend’s legs.

‘You said there were three things you accepted as payment for driving hitchhikers,’ I say. ‘You only said two.’

‘Did I now?’ he says, acting as though he innocently forgot. But something tells me that this did not slip his mind at all. He’s been waiting for one of us to bring it up. ‘Thought I finished.’

Now Kirsten turns her body toward him, her voice eager and bright. She says, ‘No, you didn’t! C’mon, tell us, there’s gotta be some way we can repay you!’

‘Well…’ he says, giving another good-natured chuckle, as though embarrassed by what he’s about to say. ‘You see, a hitcher always has something that a trucker would want. The choice is up to you.’

‘Okay,’ Kirsten says, patiently waiting for our benefactor to get to the point. ‘We’ll give you anything. We probably owe you our lives, right?’

Dayton nods, quietly preparing to tell us how to repay him. That heavy feeling in my gut grows to the size of a cannonball.

‘The three things a trucker wants from hitchers like you,’ he says, ‘are cash
, grass
, or ass
.’

A stunned silence fills the cab. I look at Kirsten’s face in profile, wondering if she heard the same thing I did. She frowns, but keeps her eyes facing forward. Behind her, Dayton smiles through thin, tightly pressed lips. The silence is unbearable.

‘What do you mean?’ I say.

‘You know exactly what I mean,’ Dayton says. ‘You gotta give up something. You don’t got money and you don’t got any smokes… that leaves your body.’

‘Me?’ I say, horrified.

Dayton laughs, ‘No, not you, dipshit! I’m talking about your girl here.’

Now Kirsten reacts. She turns to face the big trucker. All I can see is the back of her head, but he looks at her face and he smiles at what he sees.

‘How about it?’ he says. ‘I been with plenty of pretty hitchers like you in my time.’

‘Kirsten!’ I say. ‘We can’t! I mean, you can’t!’

Now she turns to me. Her face is set. Determined. Stony.

‘We wouldn’t be in
 this mess if you’d just stuck to the main road,’ she says.

‘What?’ I say, feeling a fist slamming into my gut. ‘You’re not seriously even thinking
 about this, right?’

She looks at me with a glare so sharp it almost cuts my face.

‘What choice do we have?’ she says.

My jaw drops open. That cannonball of worry in my gut grows into a bowling ball of dread. My beautiful girlfriend is seriously considering doing something – anything
 – sexual with this total goddamn stranger.

‘We have money!’ I say, leaning around to yell at the man in the driver’s seat. ‘We can give you gas money!’

‘When?’ he says. ‘Now?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘But if there’s an ATM at this town, then…’

Dayton laughs again. This time there’s a hint of mockery to the sound. You stupid, useless college boy
, that laugh says.

‘There ain’t no ATMs where we’re going,’ he says. ‘You either got cash on you – right now – or you need to make a choice.’

Kirsten looks at me again with piercing eyes filled with accusation. You should have listened to me
, she is saying. This is all your fault
.

I meet her eyes, heart sinking in my chest. The bowling ball in my gut crushes me down into the seat. I glance through the window, thinking maybe we could run for it, but the dusty road whips beneath too fast for heroics or stunt dives.

‘Tell you what,’ Dayton says, ‘I’m a gentleman, I’ll make it real easy for you.’

He eases the brakes and slowly brings the truck to a stop. I look around at the deep, dark forest, a picturesque image now painted with shadows and gloom. The sky is now a shade of deep crimson-purple.

‘Here ya go,’ Dayton says. ‘You can either get out and walk, or we can make a deal. What’s it gonna be?’ I look from the road to Kirsten’s face and back again. She says nothing. ‘But I gotta warn ya, it’s at least twenty miles back to your car, and forty to the town. You ain’t getting nowhere safe before nightfall.’

‘Bears,’ Kirsten says in a timid voice.

‘And bears,’ Dayton says, nodding. ‘It don’t bother me what you do, but I’d hate to stay up late tonight worrying about the two of you.’

He falls silent, letting us think. My mind whirrs, but can’t get into gear. I feel like the clogged engine of my car – chug-chug-chug
. No ideas come to mind. We have no cash. We have no grass. The only thing we have that he’s willing to trade this ride for is my girlfriend.

‘Alright,’ Kirsten says.

I gape at her. My heart sinks like the Titanic.

‘Please,’ I say. ‘Please, there must be some other way…’

‘Yeah,’ she says, ‘you
 could fuck him.’

Dayton laughs again, that happy good-natured laugh I’ve come to hate so much.

‘That’s the spirit,’ he says. ‘We still got a pretty long way to go, what say we get started?’

There is a long, heavy silence.

Then Kirsten nods.

‘Okay,’ she says, her voice low and weak. Then she says it again, this time with more enthusiasm. ‘Okay.’

‘What?’ I say, feeling my internal organs liquefy in my chest. I would honestly prefer it if this guy turned out to be a serial killer than this
. But Kirsten looks at me again. This time her eyes are not full of anger and accusation. Now her face is filled with wicked excitement and dark mischief. ‘Kirsten… please!’

‘This is your fault,’ she says, in a teasing voice.

Then I realize what she’s thinking. This isn’t her being to pleasure some old trucker. This is her getting even with me for stranding us both in the wilderness.

‘Alright then,’ Dayton says. He moves his hand from the wheel, down into his lap. I hear the sound of his fly unzipping, even over the rumble of the engine.

Kirsten looks at me with a face that says, Try and stop me, I dare you
. She looks me right in the eyes, challenging me to do something, to say something, to try and stop her.

But I don’t.

She takes her legs off the dash and turns in the seat, her back to me. She gets to her knees in the seat and bends forward, reaching into Dayton’s lap. The old man grins over at me.

‘This is my favorite way to get paid back,’ he says.

He squeezes the gas and we start rolling forward again, slower than before. Kirsten fumbles with his open zipper. Her body blocks my view, but I can make out what’s happening through her movements. She eases his manhood out of his pants. I don’t think he’s hard yet – she begins to squeeze and stroke him.

‘This is a pretty good size,’ she says.

‘Never had any complaints,’ Dayton says, with a hint of pride. He nods in my direction. ‘How does your fella measure up?’

‘Eh, he’s okay.’

As bad as this situation is, her words somehow make it worse. Her dismissive response makes my stomach clench. Dayton laughs again.

‘You fuck a lot of girls out on the road?’ she says, kneeling up in the seat and teasing him to full hardness.

‘Oh yeah,’ he says. ‘There’s always pretty girls like you who need a free ride. I let their boyfriends watch. If they want to. The ones that don’t, walk behind the truck until we’re done.’

He winks at me, as though saying, Ain’t I a funny guy?
 I feel like the most pathetic, useless, crushed man in the world right now. I don’t want to be here. I don’t want to be a part of this. But there’s nothing else I can do. I’m sure as shit not gonna walk behind the truck while he fucks my girlfriend up front. That would somehow be even worse than sitting to the side while it happens.

Kirsten bends forward now, lowering her head into his lap. I hear the sound of wet kisses and cringe. Those lips are mine, dammit. Those lips are meant to give me – and only me – that kind of pleasure!

She makes happy little purrs and groans in her throat, the same noises she makes for me. My manhood reacts to the noises, making me feel even more ashamed and disgusted with myself. How I can be getting excited by this? My girlfriend is giving herself to another man, becoming his whore
, and I’m here getting turned on by the noises she’s making.

Dayton’s mouth opens and a low groan escapes his parted lips. Kirsten lowers her head all the way into his lap.

‘Dang,’ Dayton says, in a breathless groan. ‘I love college girls. You guys are always so much fun.’

Kirsten giggles, the sound muffled by the shaft now filling her mouth. I watch her head bob up and down as she begins to blow the old trucker right there in the front seat, totally ignoring me. Her ass is so close to my face, skirt sliding higher up her thighs, revealing her soft purple lace underwear. The sight of her panties makes my throat squeeze tight.

‘Yeah,’ Dayton says, with a throaty groan, as Kirsten’s head begins to bob up and down faster and faster. She’s still using her hands to grasp his shaft. I’ve had plenty of long, wonderful blowjobs from her in the time we’ve been together, I know what she likes to do when she sucks my cock. I’m guessing that she’s doing all her favorite tricks to him right now – taking him deep to the back of her throat and flicking her tongue across his balls at the same time.

My girlfriend makes little gagging, drooling, and choking sounds as she blows Dayton. He’s breathing hard, eyes fixed on the road ahead, still rolling the truck forward at a slow but comfortable pace. I can see from his expression that she’s giving him one hell of a good blowjob. He holds the wheel with one hand and uses the other to grip the back of Kirsten’s head, pushing her down even deeper, gently guiding and controlling her movements.

‘That’s good,’ he says. ‘That’s real good. Hey, pal – your girl sucks like a pro.’

I nod. I can’t think of anything to say. My mind is blank except for the sight of my girlfriend’s soft purple panties as they gradually begin to darken along her slit. She’s enjoying
 this. She’s getting turned on by sucking this stranger’s cock.

‘Okay,’ I say, finally finding my voice. ‘Okay, she’s blown you. We’re even now, right?’

Dayton ignores me. Kirsten ignores me. She keeps sucking him, bobbing her head up and down in his lap, groaning and purring around his shaft. The sound of her wet lips sliding up and down his manhood are deafening in this small, enclosed space. He groans with pleasure, still pumping her head up and down on his cock, using my girlfriend’s mouth – the lips I kiss every day – as his personal fuck hole.

‘You’re real good,’ Dayton says again. ‘Hold your breath, girl.’

He pushes her head down into his lap, forcing his shaft all the way inside her mouth. But he doesn’t bring her head back up. Instead, he clamps his hand in place, holding her like that, keeping her still. A second passes. Two. Three.

I stare through wide, uncomprehending eyes at the back of Kirsten’s head, watching her deepthroat his cock, slowly counting the seconds in my head. Fifteen seconds pass before she starts to struggle. Dayton holds her for three more seconds before he releases his grip on the back of her head. She leans back, panting and gasping. I can hear spit bubbles forming and popping on her lips. I can only imagine how messy her face looks right now.

‘You like me sucking your cock?’ she says.

‘Oh, heck yes, honey,’ he says. ‘Show me what you got.’

My girlfriend lowers her face back into his lap, sucking him with loud, wet enthusiasm. She rocks her butt back and forth now, sucking his cock deeper and deeper, her panties darkening with excitement right in my face. The situation, the sounds, the look on Dayton’s face – it’s the most horrifying experience of my life. She’s cheating on me right in front of me
 and neither of them give a damn about my feelings. Hot tears of shame and embarrassment and jealousy pricked my eyes. How could she enjoy this? How could she get off on humiliating me?

Dayton’s hand drifts away from Kirsten’s head, reaching across her ass. He pulls up her skirt and gets a good handful of her ass, squeezing it tight. She giggles, still sucking him passionately.

‘Wow,’ Dayton says. ‘I like this.’

He smacks my girlfriend’s ass a couple of times, the impact hitting my ears like a fist. Kirsten wiggles her ass for him, daring him to do more, to keep going. He spanks my girlfriend a few more times, leaving faint red handprints on her pale cheeks. I can’t take my eyes away.

‘Oh…’ Dayton’s voice is a low, passionate groan now. He’s losing control. Kirsten’s mouth is far too good. ‘You’re real good, honey. We gotta pull over, I need to feel the rest of you.’

Kirsten makes a squeal of delight as he gives her sweet ass one more slap and eases the truck to a stop. He shuts off the engine and leans back in his seat for a few moments, enjoying my girlfriend’s mouth around his cock. She moans and groan and purrs for him, making all the right noises. All the noises I love to hear. She finally sits back upright and wipes her face with a hand.

‘Enjoying yourself?’ Dayton says.

Kirsten nods.

‘Take off your shirt.’

Kirsten grabs her gray strap top and pulls it up over her head. She tosses it back at me over her shoulder. I catch it, noticing that she isn’t wearing a bra today. The fabric smells of her – sweet, with a tang of stale sweat from the heat of the day.

Dayton reaches up and paws at Kirsten’s breasts. Her small B-cups easily fit into his large hands. She groans, arching her back to give all of her chest to him, utterly unashamed that her boyfriend – me
 – is sitting behind her, watching through stunned, wide-open eyes.

‘These are nice,’ he says, unable to stop smiling. ‘Real nice.’

Kirsten giggles again.

‘You want to see how nice my pussy is?’ she says.

‘Lay down,’ he says, nodding at the seat.

He opens the door and climbs down onto the step. The cab light bursts into life, illuminating all three of us with its dull yellow glare. I can see every detail without obstruction now. Kirsten swings her legs around and lays back on the seat, placing her head on my leg. I look down at her face. She’s a mess. Her lips and chin are caked in spit. She smiles up at me, her eyes flashing in triumph.

‘This is your fault,’ she says again in a quiet voice.

Dayton climbs back up into the seat, kneeling between Kirsten’s spread legs. His face is the picture of eagerness and lusty excitement. He reaches up into my girlfriend’s skirt and pulls down her panties. Her face lights up with excitement.

‘How do you want it?’ he says. ‘Do you want me bare? I don’t have any condoms.’

Kirsten looks up at me.

‘Give him a condom, Sam,’ she says. ‘I saw them in your wallet.’

My heart deflates like a slit balloon. Not only is he going to fuck my girlfriend, but he’s going to take my
 condoms to do it. I look up at the man kneeling on the driver’s seat next to me, his shirt flapping in the gentle breeze, his hard cock pointing at my girlfriend’s cleft like a pulsating missile. I can’t help noticing that his manhood is a little longer and a lot thicker than mine. No wonder she loved sucking it so much.

Dayton shrugs and says, ‘Up to you, buddy. I don’t mind going bare.’

I take my wallet out, open it up, and remove a little foil packet. That little foil packet was supposed to be for me to use during this trip. I hand it over to him, Kirsten’s eyes following the movement like a spectator at a tennis match. Dayton takes the condom out of my hand, tears it open with his teeth, and pulls the latex sheathe out. Somehow the sight of the condom out in the open makes this whole moment far, far more real than it was before.

The old trucker places the condom over the tip of his manhood, the shaft still covered in my girlfriend’s spit and drool. He unrolls the rubber coating down the length of his shaft, then looks up at Kirsten.

She nods.

He gets into position and teases her slit with his hard, hot head, grinning at her the whole time. Kirsten makes lusty little groan at the feel of his member sweeping up and down her womanhood.

Then he pushes forward and plunges inside my girlfriend. The reaction is instantaneous. Kirsten’s mouth opens in a wide O of pleasure. A mouth of deep, primal satisfaction escapes Dayton’s lips. He moves up the seat, driving himself deeper into Kirsten’s pussy, until finally he’s all the way inside.

‘Shit
,’ Kirsten says, breathing hard. ‘He’s bigger than you
.’

If it’s possible to melt into a puddle, I would this to happen to me right fucking now
, please.

But I don’t. I stay in solid form, sitting in the passenger seat, watching my girlfriend let this other man fuck her. He squeezes her petite breasts with one hand, using the other to balance himself as he starts to pump. Kirsten moans and groans, making those breathy little noises I love to hear so much. My stomach churns, that bowling ball weight washing around inside me. I feel like my gut is a washing machine right now.

Kirsten raises her legs up behind his back, hooking him and pulling his body against her. She links grips the seat with her hands, rocking back and forth as he slowly fucks her. Their movements rock against me, pushing me further along the seat. I want to get out of this damn truck, but I also don’t want the humiliation of standing outside and listening to them together.

‘Yeah,’ Dayton says, breathing the word. ‘Oh, God, yeah, you’re so good.’

‘You like fucking this pussy?’ Kirsten says, her eyes fixed on the man violating our relationship. ‘Your dick is so much better than my boyfriend’s.’

Dayton chuckles. He starts to pump her faster now, the sound of their wet passion filling my ears like nails on a chalkboard. Kirsten moans louder, lifting her legs higher to allow him deeper and deeper access to her willing body.

Despite how humiliating, how awful, how upsetting this whole scenario is for me… my dick is hard watching them. I hate myself so much right now. I made this happen. I allowed this to happen. And I’m not doing a damn thing to stop it.

Dayton places his hand around Kirsten’s neck. She moans deeper at that, her eyes rolling.

‘You like that?’ Dayton says.

‘Yeah, she says. ‘Fuck me hard. I’m all yours.’

Dayton’s fingers grip her throat tighter. He drives himself into her harder, slamming against her cleft, forcing his length all the way inside my girlfriend. She cries out, loving it.

‘Fuck me rough!’ she says.

Dayton grabs her throat with both hands now, utterly dominating her. Kirsten’s body spasms with lust. She begins to make a series of noises I know all too well.

My girlfriend is about to climax for this total stranger. Whenever we make love, it takes a long time for me to bring her to this point. Usually, I have to start off with my fingers, tongue, or her favorite toys to get her close to orgasm. But this man has been inside her for only a few short minutes and already she’s approaching the point of no return.

He pounds her as hard as he can in this awkward position, his balls slapping her ass, his hands gripping her throat, his dick filling her more completely than mine ever has. She moans louder, louder, louder-

Then she gasps.

They lock eyes, her mouth hanging open, eyes wide in breathless shock. She nods, encouraging him without words to keep fucking going
-

My girlfriend orgasms in the front seat of the truck, her head resting on my leg, the old trucker pounding her over and over while he squeezes her throat with both hands, fucking her like he owns her. Like he owns us both. Kirsten’s body shudders with pleasure, fingers gripping the seat, toes curling in the air behind his head. She rocks her hips, giving herself utterly to his fierce, ferocious movements, allowing him deeper and deeper inside her dripping sex. I can hear how wet she is. I can smell how wet she is. Wetter than she’s ever been with me.

Her breathing changes as the orgasm subsides and she begins panting wildly, making noises I’ve never heard before. I’ve never pushed her to this place. I’ve never driven her to the place beyond pleasure. He releases her throat, leaning down over her now. She brings her hands together behind his head in a strangely intimate gesture.

‘Fuck me, daddy,’ she says. ‘I want you to come in my pussy.’

He groans and says, ‘I like that. Call me daddy more.’

‘You’re so fucking big, daddy! You fuck me so good, daddy!’

Dayton’s movements get jerkier as arousal overtakes him. He growls in the back of his throat, fucking my girlfriend even harder. She cries out louder than ever.

‘Yes, daddy!’ she says. ‘I love your dick, daddy! Come in my slutty pussy, daddy!’

He groans, deep and low, and hooks his hands under her thighs, gripping her ass. His movements get deeper, harder, slower. He drives himself into my girlfriend like it’s the only thing in the world that matters.

‘Yes, yes, yes,’ Kirsten says, gasping out the words. Her pleasure hits me like a slap to the face.

‘Here it comes,’ Dayton says. ‘Oh, baby, here it comes!’

‘Fill me up, daddy!’

He slams inside her with one final push. They moan together as one, mutually climaxing. Kirsten cries out again.

‘I can feel it!’ she says. ‘Oh, my God, you’re so deep
!’

Dayton groans as he empties into the condom buried further inside my girlfriend than I’ve ever been. They roll their hips together in small circular movements, Kirsten trying to drain him of every last drop, Dayton trying to fill her with everything he has.

‘Fuck…’ Kirsten says. ‘Daddy, that was amazing.’

Dayton chuckles and sits up, easing out of her with a wet suction noise. I see his gleaming, wilting cock, the bulb of the condom filled with pearly-white come. He caresses Kirsten’s inner thigh lovingly.

‘That was a lot of fun,’ he says. ‘I love meeting new people.’

Kirsten giggles. She reaches down between her legs and touches her dripping sex.

‘Fuck,’ she says. ‘You stretched me out.’

‘Does it hurt?’ Dayton’s voice is full of concern.

‘No,’ she says. ‘Feels good.’

Dayton carefully peels off the condom and ties a knot in it. He tucks the used latex back into the packet and pulls his pants up.

‘Let’s get back on the road,’ he says.

Kirsten pulls her skirt down and sits back in the seat, a smile on her glowing face.

‘Babe?’ I say, the word sounding like a death rattle.

‘What?’ she says, looking at me for the first time since he entered her.

‘We need to talk about this,’ I say, my throat tight.

‘Nothing to talk about,’ she says, as Dayton closes the door and fires up the engine.

My girlfriend sits between me and him, still topless, still caked in spit and drool, still not wearing any panties. She doesn’t seem ashamed or upset by what’s just happened. If anything, she seems proud of herself.

‘That oughta keep me happy for a few miles,’ Dayton says.

‘When we get to town,’ she says, as the truck starts rolling forward again, ‘do you maybe want to get a room with me in the motel?’

Dayton looks over at her, beaming with delight.

‘I’d surely love that,’ he says. ‘I really would.’

My girlfriend leans into the man who just stole her from me, a smile on her face.

‘You can call rescue and work something out,’ she says to me. ‘Then tomorrow you can get the car fixed and go home. Dayton, would you mind giving me a lift back to college?’

‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Might be a few days before I’m back out that way.’ He glances at her, a wicked gleam in his eyes. Something tells me that he could head that way right now, if he wanted. But the promise of spending several days alone on the road with my girlfriend is too much for him to pass up. ‘If you don’t mind keeping me company until then?’

Kirsten laughs, patting him on the leg. He takes one hand off the wheel and slips it between her open thighs, beneath her skirt. She sighs with pleasure and lets him explore her body once more, totally ignoring me, her supposed boyfriend, sitting next to her.

‘Babe?’ I say, my throat squeezing tight, as though Dayton’s huge hands are gripping my own neck like they did hers a few minutes ago. ‘Babe, please…’

‘I think we’re done here,’ she says, holding up her palm towards me. ‘I was gonna break up with you anyway.’

I nod, gripping the bag tight into my gut, wishing like hell I had never turned off the main road. The rest of this drive is gonna take a lifetime to pass.

###


Slut Wives:

Ladies’ Night


Amber & Darryl I

Two weeks to go. Flowers – arranged. DJ – booked. Catering – confirmed. Tables – planned. Re-planned. Planned again. First dance – still to decide. Torn between something classic and slow or something modern and upbeat. Number of guests – finalized. Nobody is bringing any plus ones now. I don’t care who they are or how hot their date is, it’s done and dusted. Almost. Just two weeks to go.

I sit at the cluttered kitchen table and study the checklist again for the fiftieth time this hour. It still looks the same. I feel better for studying it, but the check marks haven’t quite covered the whole page just yet. There are still a few tasks to finalize before the big day. A few more commitments to confirm before we tie the knot.

The engagement ring on my finger shines in the sunlight. Every time I look at it, a smile breaks out over my face. I’ve been wearing it for almost eighteen months now and I still feel as happy and as special as the day Darryl asked me to marry him. I try to imagine how the wedding band will look on my finger, alongside its partner. I can’t wait to wear it. I can’t wait to be his wife. I can’t wait to wear my two rings, one a proposal, the other a promise.


Eternity
.

Man and wife for the rest of our lives.

A small, tiny niggle of worry worms its way through me. I stamp it out, but I know that it will be back before long. I’ve been having this feeling more and more lately. This strange sensation of doubt, worry, and indecision. I’m so excited to marry Darryl; he’s my life partner; my soulmate; my whole world. And yet…

And yet, there’s a tiny part of me, a little voice in the darkest room in the back of my mind that says, this is forever, you know. You can’t change this. There’s no going back
.

I don’t know if that’s normal. I’ve never been married. Before Darryl, I’d never really done, well, anything with any man. He was my first – my first kiss, my first love, my first sexual partner. In two short weeks, he’ll be my last, my only, my everything. I couldn’t be more excited, more thrilled, more delighted.

So why do I feel that tiny niggle of doubt worming its way through me again?

It’s jealousy. I know it. I am jealous of Darryl and the life he had before we became one. He had gone out into the world. He had lived
. He had sown his wild oats – many, many wild oats, if my hunches are right – while I had gone through school and college with my face buried in text books and my mind always focused on the next deadline. Then I met Darryl. My real-world experience pales in comparison to his. I remember the first time we watched porn together – my idea, it was supposed to be a kinky game I’d read about in Cosmo or something – and I couldn’t stop asking questions. Is that a thing? Do people really do that? Holy crap, doesn’t that hurt?
 Darryl was so patient and attentive and caring, dealing with all my weird questions and stupid concerns. That night we ended up watching porn as more of a scientific study than to get us off.

Darryl is my soulmate. I know it. I say that without any doubts or worries or fears. He is the man I was always supposed to meet and fall for. I know that he had his own life before we became lovers – as a touring guitarist in a band, I always guessed he’d lived hard and fast prior to meeting me – but I’ve never asked him how many women he’s slept with in his life. I don’t want to know for two reasons. Firstly, that’s gross, I don’t want to know how many frogs my prince kissed before he found me. Secondly, that would make my jealousy worse
. If I knew he had slept with, say, twenty women, I would feel vastly inferior and totally insecure. Maybe he would feel the same way if our roles were reversed, I don’t know. Darryl’s past is the one area of our relationship we’ve never explored.

Sometimes I wonder why he chose me. Of all the women in the world, all the lovers he had taken to his bed, why did my fiancé decide that I was the one for him, for the rest of his life? He must have slept with better, more skilled, more passionate women than me. What did I have to offer that was so special?

It doesn’t make sense sometimes. In the beginning, I was clumsy in the bedroom, too shy to undress around him, and paranoid about how he might perceive me. I’ve gotten a little better since then – less clumsy, less shy, but still kinda paranoid when I compare myself to other women.

I have no idea why he chose me. I have no idea why he looked at my body the way he did. I have no idea what I could possibly offer him that a hundred other women could do better. Surely he had enjoyed lovers who were more skilled in the bedroom? Surely he had enjoyed lovers who were more wild, more passionate, less concerned with how he might think of them? He must have slept with women who had bigger boobs, or tighter asses, or women who knew what they were doing when he pulled his pants down. Hell, I didn’t even know how to give a blowjob for the first few months of our relationship because I was so unsure of how to do it. I used to slap it with my tongue. I’m better now – more confident, a lot more skilful, and I actually know what to do with my mouth – but what kind of man is happy to marry a woman who doesn’t know how to pleasure him like that?

I shake off my thoughts and insecurities and turn my attention back to the checklist once more. No changes have happened in the last few minutes. The same boxes are still ticked. Two weeks to go.

I glance at the ring again. It’s beautiful, shiny, sparkling, like his eyes when he gazes at me in bed. It is a symbol of how much he loves me. But it is also a permanent reminder that I will never have the same life experiences as Darryl. Am I okay with that? Can I live the rest of my life only knowing the touch of one man? Can I look back on my life and think that I had done everything I could? Will I regret not having a wild, untamed sex life before we settle down?

Once upon a time, I thought so.

Now that it’s real, I’m not so sure. It’s not that I don’t love Darryl – truly, madly, deeply love him – but I worry about regretting my lack of experience later in life. Sure, we’re happy now, but what about in ten years? Twenty? Thirty? Will he still look at me with sparkling eyes when we’re old and gray? Will I look at him and still be satisfied with what we have, or will I wish I’d been a little wilder when I had the chance?

The front door clicks open, dragging me back to reality. Darryl’s heavy footsteps enter the house. The front door bangs shut behind him. I look up, smiling, as he walks into the room. My knight in shining armor. My fiancé. A good-looking man in his late twenties. His cheeky smile winks out at me from his short, dark beard. His many ear piercings glitter in the sunlight.

‘Tick off flowers,’ he says, grinning. ‘That’s good to go.’

‘Flowers confirmed,’ I say, and tick it off. Flowers are now ready. Set in stone. Like my love life. I smile at him, trying to push all my previous doubts and worries out of my mind. I love him. He loves me. Sometimes life is just that simple. Why am I trying to make it so complicated?

‘You okay?’ he says, concern in his voice. I don’t know how he always knows that there’s something on my mind, but he does. He always does.

‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘Just starting to panic.’ I gesture to the pile of files, brochures and contracts around me, the pile that has been steadily growing for the past eighteen months, ever since he proposed to me. Sometimes I don’t believe that we’ll ever see the end of it. Even when we’re married, this pile will reappear every day, growing in size until it completely overtakes our den and exploded out through the windows. The thought makes me smile.

‘Not nothing,’ Darryl says. He kneels down next to me, takes my hand. He kisses the ring he put there eighteen months before, his coarse facial hair tickling my fingers. I love the way he kisses the ring. It makes my heart melt every time. ‘Something’s wrong. Tell me.’

I look up into his beautiful brown eyes. He has never lied to me. He has always been honest with me, no matter how awkward it was, like that time he told me ease up on squeezing his balls. That was super difficult for him to tell me, because I’d only just gotten comfortable handling his testicles. Shouldn’t I give him the same respect?

‘Come on, Amber,’ he says. ‘I can tell when something’s eating at you. What is it? Are you worried about the wedding? Getting cold feet? What is it?’

He smiles, but I can see a hint of worry in his amazingly expressive eyes.

I bite my lip. Conflicted. Worried. Doubt gnawing at me. Should I tell him what’s on my mind? Should I tell him that I’m worried about never having another man in my bed for the rest of my life? How would he take it?

He takes my hands in his, looks straight into my eyes. He can read my soul, I’m sure of it. My heart melts looking into his handsome face.

I steel myself. Take a deep breath

‘Promise you won’t be mad,’ I say. ‘It’s just… I’m having some doubts…’

****


Part One:

The Virgin

We met three years ago. I was nineteen, he was twenty-five. I was a preppy college student with no real-world experience. He was a guitarist in a band. I was totally innocent. Totally naive. Totally inexperienced. My only worry was if I was going to pass my upcoming finals. The first time I laid eyes on him was like something out of a movie. He was jamming on stage in front of a packed crowd of half-drunk college kids, grinning down at us, his bare torso gleaming with sweat under the stage lights. He had longer hair back then, his face clean-shaven. The strap of his guitar was slung across his toned chest. The eyes of most of the girls in the crowd were on him and he knew it. His fingers darted over the guitar strings, a blistering solo erupting through the speakers and over the crowd. He was in his element, grinning and showing off and aiming the neck of his guitar down at the crowd like a rifle. He hadn’t seen me – I was just a face in the crowd – but my heart seemed to accelerate as I watched him play.

The irony was that I hadn’t even really wanted to be there that night. My roommate made me. Hell, she practically dragged me.

‘Come on!’ Sue had said. ‘Your midterms are finished, you’ve worked super hard, just come and have fun! Please!’ She was practically begging me.

‘I don’t know,’ I said, ‘I’m kinda tired.’ It had been a stressful couple of weeks. Long hours at the library. A heap of books and research papers. I’d even read my notes into my phone so I could listen to them at the gym. The last exam was behind me and all I wanted to do was head back to the dorm and crash out so I could start preparing for finals.

‘It’ll be fun!’ Sue said. ‘You deserve it! Please, don’t make me go by myself. If you do, I’ll bring home a dozen guys and fuck them all night long, I promise. You won’t be getting any sleep either way.’

I laughed. Sue’s ability to bring home a new friend whenever she wanted was a running joke between us. She used to put a hanger on the door handle to let me know when she was not to be disturbed. I used to do the same when I had been studying and needed sleep. Sue had been trying to get me to hook up with a guy for months now, but my only focus had been on those damn midterms. I hadn’t come to college to mess around with boys. I was here to get a good education and get a decent job afterwards. Sue’s philosophy was almost the exact opposite. She felt time not spent partying, drinking or making new friends was time wasted.

‘Okay, okay,’ I said. ‘I’ll come see the band with you. Maybe I’ll even have a drink, too.’

Sue’s mouth dropped open.

‘Oh my god!’ she said. ‘Who are you and what have you done with Amber?’

I laughed, pushed her. Maybe a night out was what I needed after all. Three years later, I was glad as hell that I had gone out with her.

****

We stood in the middle of the packed room, shoulder-to-shoulder with other people. Some were students I vaguely recognized. Others were local people, music fans who turned up to watch bands play as they passed through town. It was hot and uncomfortable. I was wishing I’d worn something a little more suitable – maybe something shorter and more revealing – but it had been cold outside and I didn’t expect so many people to be here tonight. I’d brought a tiny clutch bag with me, but in this crowd it felt as heavy and cumbersome as a suitcase. The show hadn’t even started yet, but I could already feel my skin getting sweaty. My drink was empty. The bar was behind me, through a crush of people. By the time I got served, my buzz would be long gone.

I was giving serious thought to leaving when the house lights suddenly dipped and the stage suddenly exploded under harsh spotlights. The crowd roared with anticipation. Sue, standing next to me, cupped her hands to her mouth and gave a high-pitched ‘Woo!
’ as four figures appeared on the stage, taking their places and grabbing their instruments. There was a drummer, a bassist, a lead singer, and a guitarist. I could see them above the sea of nodding heads and waving hands. Then the speakers burst with the roar of guitar chords and the band launched into their first song with a wave of approval from the crowd.

I didn’t know much about music – still don’t, really – but they were good. They played hard and fast but not too heavy. They all seemed to be having a good time. The lead singer clearly loved the attention, grinning down at the girls in the crowd – probably trying to decide which ones he would let backstage later on – and he kept yelling at us to sing along, as if we all knew the words to their songs.

But my eyes were drawn to the man on the left of the stage. He was bare-chested, his firm torso and bulging biceps lined with tattoos. There was a large Chinese-style dragon on his chest that seemed to move and snake as he played. A Celtic band on his bicep waved like a flag in time with his frantic strumming. He smiled the whole time, loving the atmosphere, loving the crowd, loving being alive and playing music.

By the end of the show, I had totally forgotten about my earlier discomfort. I was sweating, my voice hoarse from cheering, my body aching from jumping up and down on the spot. The band waved as they walked offstage. The house lights slowly came back on and the crowd began to filter out into the cold night air. We stayed where we were for a long moment, letting the sea of people flood out from the room.

Sue hugged me tight.

‘That was so amazing!’ she said, shouting to be heard above the ringing in our ears. ‘Aren’t you glad you came out?’

I was. I really was. I couldn’t stop smiling. When was the last time I’d had this much fun? I couldn’t remember.

‘Come on,’ Sue said. ‘Let’s see if we can go and meet them backstage!’

I opened my mouth to protest – knowing Sue, a harmless meeting with the band would end with her making a new friend, which was no doubt her plan – but she was already pulling me towards a side door. We slipped through into a small series of tight corridors that connected different parts of the club and allowed the staff to move around unhindered by the mass of sweating bodies in the center. Sue glanced around, then headed off in the direction the stage had been. We moved quickly, quietly. My heart was still racing from the excitement of the show. I started to worry about what would happen if we were caught. Was this trespassing? Could we be arrested?

Sue brought us to a sudden halt at a corner. She poked her head around, turned back to me.

‘They’re up ahead,’ she said, voice heavy with excitement. ‘Be cool, okay?’

I nodded, not sure what she meant. I was always cool, surely?

She took my hand, lead me around the corner. Up ahead was an open side door on the left. On the right was a set of double doors with the word STAGE
 painted onto the wall above. At the far end of the corridor was another door that opened onto the outside. Roadies and runners were moving back and forth between the stage and the outside, moving sound systems, guitars and pieces of drumming equipment into a waiting van. There was a man standing outside the open door to the left. He wore a shirt with the club’s logo on the breast. He looked like the kind of guy who could crush your head by blinking too hard. He was all muscle and tattoos. He stared at us as we approached.

‘Hey,’ Sue said, sounding so perfectly casual, as if we completely belonged there at that exact moment. ‘Can we meet the band?’

The man looked her up and down, his gaze pausing on Sue’s bare legs and heaving, sweat-glistening chest before doing the same to me. I felt like I was under some kind of X-ray vision searchlight and had the absurd thought that I should have worn more clothes tonight instead of less.

Then the man nodded. He shuffled slightly to side, made just enough of a gap to let us pass. Sue pulled me through, my shoulders rubbing against the man as we passed by. I tried not to shudder. We were in the band’s prep room. I saw the drummer and bass player leaning against the far wall. They were drinking beers. The singer saw us as we entered. His smile widened.

‘Ladies!’ he said, throwing his arms out wide. ‘How very nice of you to join us!’ His offstage voice had a hint of a British accent. ‘How did you like the show?’

Sue let go of my hand and walked right up to him, like they were old friends.

‘I loved
 it,’ she said. ‘You guys were amazing!’

He slid his arm around her waist.

‘It’s always nice to meet a fan,’ he said, grinning broadly. ‘Would you like to hear some stuff from the new album?’

‘Oh my god, yes!’ she said.

‘That’s great,’ he said. He turned and winked at the drummer and bass player. They rolled their eyes. Then Sue and the singer walked off towards a door at the far end of the room. The singer opened it and went inside, my roommate giving me an eager smile over her shoulder. They closed the door behind them.

I stood there in the center of the room, suddenly feeling very silly. The drummer and the bass player went back to talking among themselves, ignoring my presence.

‘She always do that?’

I turned in the direction of the voice. It was him, the guitarist. He stood at the side of the room, smoking a cigarette by an open window. He was still bare-chested, the dragon tattoo roaring across his breast. He had looked good onstage, but now, with the glow of performing and the sheen of sweat on his body, he looked even better. I felt a curious flutter in my stomach, a strange sensation I hadn’t experienced before. Was it nerves, excitement, or something else?

‘She, uh, well, she usually doesn’t do it right in front of me,’ I said.

He nodded like he understood.

‘Friends,’ he said. ‘He’s the same.’

He flicked ash from the cigarette out of the window. I glanced at his firm chest, at the dragon tattooed there. It shone in the lights, glinting in the sweat on his chest.

‘You’re welcome to sit and wait for her,’ he said. ‘I don’t think they’ll be very long.’ He chuckled to himself and gestured to some plastic chairs nearby. I sat in one, not looking around, not looking at anything. Definitely not looking towards the door where Sue and the singer had gone. I didn’t want to know what was happening back there. I was kind of annoyed that she would bring me back here and ditch me the first chance she got.

The guitarist with the dragon tattoo finished his cigarette, flicked the stub out the window. He sat down next to me. Held his hand out.

‘Darryl,’ he said.

‘Amber,’ I said. I took his hand in mine. His fingers were rough and calloused from years of playing guitar. His grip was strong. He smiled at me.

‘Pretty name,’ he said.

‘Cool tattoo,’ I said.

He looked down at his chest. Smiled.

‘Thanks,’ he said. ‘Did you enjoy the show?’

I nodded eagerly.

‘It was incredible,’ I said. ‘You’re a really good guitar player!’

He grinned at me, a cute, lopsided aw-shucks
 kind of smile.

‘You look really nice,’ he said. His eyes swept over me. Unlike the man on the door outside, Darryl’s gaze was more appreciative than searching.

I blushed, tucked a strand of hair behind my ear.

‘Thanks,’ I said. ‘You look…’ I paused, searching for the right word. My eyes caught the sheen of moisture on his skin. ‘Hot.’ He grinned at me again, wolfishly. I flushed, panicked. ‘No, I mean, you look hot from the stage, you have sweat on you…’ My voice trailed off. I hadn’t stammered in front of a boy since high school. I could feel my cheeks burning.

‘I get it,’ Darryl said, still with that toothy smile on his face. ‘But I appreciate the compliment.’

I looked at him. He was attractive on stage. Up close, he was devastatingly handsome. His upper half was strong, firm, muscular. His eyes shone with good humor. But the wolfish grin, tattoos and jet-black hair added an edge to his demeanour, a faint suggestion of ruthlessness. He gave off a definite bad boy vibe and my body was responding to it. I could feel heat on my cheeks… and in other places, too. It was a good feeling, but one I was definitely not used to experiencing.

‘You, uh, you want a beer?’ he asked. He gestured towards a small fridge in one corner, near to the where the drummer and bass player stood.

‘Yeah, that would be great,’ I said. ‘I don’t know how long she’s going to be.’

Darryl stood up, walked to the fridge. He opened it, grabbed a couple of cans from inside. Gave one to me, sat back down.

‘Knowing him,’ he said, ‘not very long.’ I giggled. ‘He puts on a good front, but he’s, shall we say, lacking in the courtesy department.’

I giggled again, cracked open the can. He did the same.

‘To a good show,’ he said.

We touched our cans together. I took a sip. It tasted nicer than the stuff that was on tap out in the bar.

I felt relaxed. It was strange, but I felt comfortable around this man. I was in a place I shouldn’t have been, sharing a beer with a total stranger, while my friend got her rocks off next door – presumably. I could assume what was happening behind that door, but I knew Sue well enough to guess. I couldn’t hear anything, and I knew from experience that Sue was not shy about voicing her pleasure.

Darryl eyes were on me. I didn’t mind him looking. I adjusted myself in the chair, straightened my legs out. I’d worn a skirt about mid-thigh length and the material now rode up, exposing my flesh. I felt that wave of heat flush throughout me again and decided against straightening the dress or covering myself up. It felt good to have him look at me like that, with admiration and interest and excitement. I wasn’t sure why I felt so hot inside – was it the way he looked at me, or the fact that I enjoyed him looking at me like that?

‘You guys in town for long?’ I asked. I didn’t know what to say, but I wanted to keep his interest.

He nodded.

‘Couple of days,’ he said. ‘Two more gigs in the area, then we move up north.’

‘I’ll have to come see you guys again tomorrow,’ I said.

He smiled at me, that aw-shucks
 grin again. Heat rushed to my cheeks and I looked away from him, biting my bottom lip to keep from grinning like an idiot.

‘I’d like that,’ he said.

We fell into a comfortable silence.

‘You know,’ he said after a time, ‘we’re staying at this place not too far away. We’ll be having a party when we get back. You’re welcome to join us.’

The smile on his face changed. Aw-shucks
 became something else, something on the outskirts of wolfish. It was a hungry smile, an eager expression. I liked his attention, but I started to feel less like an equal and more like prey. It was almost the same look I had seen dozens of times on other guy’s faces when they looked at Sue in her tiny shorts and tank tops. The hunger. The lust. The excitement.

‘We could… get to know each other a little better,’ he said, putting just enough emphasis on the words for me to understand that there would be very little actual discussion in this scenario. His smile widened. I understood why it was called a wolfish
 smile. I felt very much like a sheep facing down its natural predator. For the second time since I had entered the band’s green room, I felt very alone and uncomfortable. He hadn’t moved any closer, but I felt as though he was somehow looming over me, large and shadowy. It was all in my head, of course. The only thing that had changed between us was his smile.

‘I’m… I’m not that kind of a girl,’ I said.

A shadow flickered across his face.

‘What kind of girl?’ he said.

‘I don’t… you know, sleep around,’ I said, suddenly struggling to find the right words. ‘My friend does.’ I nodded towards the door. ‘But I don’t. I’m not like that. I’m a… uh… virgin.’

My face was reddening again, I could feel it. And now he was staring at me like he’d never seen me before, like an archaeologist lifting some previously unknown specimen out of the earth for the very first time. I was a freak, I already knew it. A college girl who cared more about her studies than boys was rare enough, but a college girl who had never
 slept with anyone
 was even rarer.

‘Oh,’ he said. ‘I… uh, I… wow. I didn’t… uh…’

Tears pricked my eyes. I felt stupid and humiliated. Why hadn’t I realized that he was only talking to me because he wanted to get inside me? He was a guitarist in a band, girls threw themselves at him every night of the week. I bet he always gets girls like me rushing to meet him backstage after a show. Hell, if Sue and the singer weren’t in that other room, he’d be trying to get me in there, too. Every girl in the crowd tonight probably wanted to take him home and ride him.

Every girl except me
.

He opened his mouth to speak again. The door to the side banged open. Sue rushed out. Her hair was a mess. Her cheeks were red. She ran a hand over her mouth and chin.

‘Come on,’ she said bluntly as she walked past. She didn’t stop, just stormed by, out into the corridor, pushing past the burly guy with the X-ray vision as she went.

I put the half-empty beer can down.

‘Thanks for the drink,’ I said, mumbling, not meeting his eyes. Then I stood and grabbed my bag and followed Sue out of the room, through the corridors, across the quiet club, into the cold night air.

****

‘Just a blowjob!’ Sue said for the eleventh time since leaving. Her heels beat a steady rhythm on the sidewalk as she marched us homeward. ‘He talks so sweet to me, tells me how special I am – I mean, I don’t believe a word of it, but it’s, like, at least he’s trying, so I go along with it right? – and all he wants is a blowjob!’

I didn’t say anything. I just rubbed my cold arms and fixed my eyes on the dorm building up ahead. The night air was far colder than it had been earlier, and walking home from the sweltering club was a sobering journey. I wanted Sue to hurry the hell up so I could get into my softest pajamas and go to sleep and forget all about this embarrassing night. How did things go from good to bad so quickly? How does that always happen? I had thought for one crazy moment that I’d met a nice boy. But, no. Just another horny twentysomething who wanted to get in my panties.

‘And it’s not even like he’s that big, right, he’s actually below average, you know?’ Sue turned to me as if I would impart some wisdom on the subject of male genitalia, but I stayed quiet and she carried on as though I had agreed with her. ‘But I figure, what the hell, never judge a guy before
 the act, that’s just rude, so I get down there and go to work…’

I tuned her out. There were only some many times I could hear the intimate details of her depressing blowjob in one night. There were occasions when I liked hearing the juicy details, though I’d never admit it to Sue. Sometimes I liked to lay in bed and think about the incredibly explicit, exciting story she had told over her previous night’s exploits, only I would cast myself in her role. I wished I could be as free and open and confident as her.

We reached the main entrance of the dorm building. Sue was still going on and on about the blowjob she gave – a damned good one, she didn’t mind repeating – so I pushed ahead, impatient to get back inside and warm up. I reached into my bag for my swipe pass. I couldn’t find it. I had lost it somewhere.

‘What the hell?’ I said. I held the bag open and looked inside, as if that would somehow change the fact that it was missing. It was a tiny bag. Either it was there, or it wasn’t. Looking inside wasn’t going to make it appear suddenly.

Sue ignored me, swiped her own card and opened the door for us.

‘Great,’ I said. ‘I’ve lost my damn swipe card.’

‘Seems like we’ve both had pretty shitty ends to the night,’ Sue said. We entered the dorm lobby and passed a seating area comprised of dozens of soft chairs. Even at this time of night, there were still plenty of students awake, lounging and chatting. We walked past the chairs and headed through the door at the back of the hangout area, to the dorms. Silence descended for a while as I followed Sue to our room. It sounded like most other people were still awake. Some doors were flung open, people coming and going as they liked, other rooms had music or TVs or raised voices audible from within. Sue swiped her pass over our door lock and pushed it open.

‘God,’ she said, walking inside, ‘I need to gargle some mouthwash.’

I closed the door behind me and peeled off my sweat encrusted outfit and climbed into bed in just my nightshirt, exhausted and emotionally drained. I really wanted to shower, but I didn’t have the energy. I craved sleep, but every time I closed my eyes, I saw Darryl’s face, that look of surprise, of confusion. Like he couldn’t believe I wasn’t throwing myself at him. Like he couldn’t understand that a woman my age wasn’t a whore. And there I was, lying in bed, feeling like the worlds’ biggest idiot while he was out there somewhere at that moment, probably getting his rocks off with some bimbo named Sandy or Princess or Jessie.

The only consolation was that I would never see him again. That was the last conscious thought that ran through my mind.


I’ll never see him again
.

Two days later, he knocked on my door.

****

I was alone. Sue was in class. I had just stepped out of the shower following a brief and unsatisfying session at the campus gym. I’d completely forgotten about the guitarist, the band, the excruciating awkwardness of the other night. All I cared about was that midterms were over and I could go back to chilling in bed and watching Netflix on my laptop while letting my brain rest up for the next series of classes.

I turned the shower off, wrapped myself up in a towel, and walked along the corridor, back to our room. My hair was up in a towel, my body washed and clean. It felt good to be fresh. Dorms aren’t exactly known for their cleanliness. My feet left little prints behind me, like a trail through the snow. We were supposed to dry ourselves off completely in the bathroom, but midterms were over and I was feeling rebellious.

My dorm door was slightly ajar, exactly as I’d left it. I walked in, closed the door behind me. I let the towel around my body slip to the floor and started rubbing my tangle of hair. I would hear Sue coming if she returned unexpectedly. Besides, I was pretty sure I’d walked in on her doing a lot
 worse than just being naked.

I flicked my head back, feeling the damp strands of hair slapping against my back. I glimpsed myself in the mirror. I looked okay. A little tired maybe. My body was fairly slim, not too athletic, though I’d gained a couple of pounds lately – not much chance to hit the student’s gym when you’re up to your ass in exam papers. My breasts were reasonable C-cups, firm and perky. I didn’t know if they were any good. Sue told me they were cute
. I never knew if that was a compliment or not. Sue’s breasts were much, much bigger than my own. Whenever we went out together, all the guys would stare at her. She would provoke them, wear a low-cut top so her chest was practically spilling out. I couldn’t pull that off. My breasts weren’t designed to spill out of anything. A little thatch of dark hair nestled between my legs. Sue always shaved her mound. She said guys preferred it that way, but I had no idea what guys wanted, so the hair stayed.

I towelled myself off in front of the mirror, making silly faces at the reflection, until I was pretty much dry. I pulled open my underwear draw, trying to find a pair of panties I could wear. Most of my best pairs were in the laundry basket.

There was a knock on the door. Three taps, the first firm, the other two slightly softer. Like the person knocking had bailed out. I froze, frowning. Who the hell was that? Sue had her swipe and her key. I wasn’t expecting anyone. Maybe it someone from down the hall, asking for to borrow something again. Or the RA, about to pull a random room inspection. I pulled the towel up around me, cinched it in place, opened the door.

It wasn’t Sue. It wasn’t someone from down the hall.

It was him
.

‘Uh, hi,’ Darryl said. He looked so desperately nervous and out-of-place that I almost didn’t recognize him. He was a thin, toned man with dark hair in a black shirt and ripped jeans. It took me a long moment to remember him. I blinked. Stared. Squinted.

‘You?’ I said, realization slowly dawning on me.

‘Is this a bad time?’ His eyes flicked down to the towel. I flushed. Slammed the door.

‘Wait!’ I said. Then I realized he couldn’t hear me. I opened the door. ‘Wait!’ I said again, slamming the door in his face a second time.

I threw on an old t-shirt that needed washing and a pair of jeans I’d kicked off the previous night. I glanced at myself in the mirror. Was it obvious I wasn’t wearing a bra? I didn’t know. But my cheeks were redder than a drunk’s nose. I touched them, felt the heat from within. How did this guy always make me blush? I was not a blusher by nature. But twice now in his company my cheeks had turned bright red. What was wrong with me?

I opened the door again. His eyes swept over me like they had the previous night – appreciative, not unkindly. I brushed my wet hair behind my ear, trying to play it cool.

‘What do you want?’ I said. I was pissed at how he’d seen me in a towel, and I was remembering the other night all over again. He had embarrassed me. Twice.

‘Hope I didn’t catch you at a bad time,’ he said, that lop-sided grin creeping over his face. Aw-shucks
.

‘No,’ I said. ‘I was done showering.’

I leaned on the door jam, trying to look cool and collected and totally not fazed by him at all. Then a new thought occurred to me.

‘Wait,’ I said, ‘how did you get in?’

‘That’s kind of why I’m here,’ he said. He looked at me sheepishly. ‘You dropped this the other night.’

He held up a small plastic card with my photo, block number, and the college logo on it. My swipe card.

‘I’m real sorry,’ he said. ‘I meant to get to you sooner, but I’ve been busy, you know, with the band.’

I bet he’d been busy. Playing guitar and partying with dozens of women. Bet he forgot all about little old me.

‘You could have got one of your roadies to drop it by,’ I said, leaning on the frame, trying to play it cool. I was not going to let this jackass know how embarrassed I felt inside. Pillars of shame seemed to be growing in my stomach. A voice in the back of my head was laughing at me. ‘What if I had needed it? I could have been stuck outside in the cold all night!’

‘Were you?’ His eyes searched mine.

‘No. But I could
 have been.’

‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I know, I should have come straight over, or had it sent to you. But I wanted to apologize.’

I stumbled against the door. Almost pitched sideways. I caught myself. Stood up straight.

‘What?’ I said.

‘The other night,’ he said.

He was about to say something else when another door opened and a woman I knew by sight came out. She walked down the corridor, shot a look at Darryl. A look that said, You aren’t supposed to be in here
.

‘Can I, uh…?’ Darryl gestured to the room behind me.

I pushed open the door. Let him in. He walked past me with a shy nod of gratitude. I closed the door behind him and turned around. I took up position leaning against a wall, arms folded beneath my breasts. He sat down on my wobbly little computer chair.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘I hope I didn’t embarrass you the other night.’

‘You didn’t,’ I said, quickly. Much too quickly.

‘That’s good,’ he said, sounding like he wanted to believe me, but didn’t. ‘I thought you might have been upset. You bailed pretty fast.’

‘My friend finished blowing your singer,’ I said.

A hint of disapproval crossed over Darryl’s face.

‘That man,’ he said, ‘never returns the favour. Always leaves them upset.’

Silence descended between us. At first, I thought it was awkward. But it was kind of nice to have someone here with me. It was really exciting to have a guy in my room, even if it was this
 guy. He was the first boy I’d ever had in my room, not counting Sue’s myriad of close personal friends.

‘So, you came here to tell me that your singer is a bad lover?’ I said.

He shook his head.

‘No, I came here to give you this back.’ He held out my swipe card. I reached over, took it.

‘Is that all?’ I said.

‘No.’ He stood up. Looked me right in the eye. ‘I’m sorry about the other night. Really. I thought I’d embarrassed you, I didn’t mean to. I actually really liked hanging out with you.’

I looked down at the floor. His eyes were like deep pools. I could almost see my reflection in them.

‘I liked hanging out with you too,’ I said. It was true.

‘If I’m honest,’ he said, ‘it was nice to hang out with someone who didn’t expect me to sleep with them. If I’d known that sooner, I wouldn’t have offered, you know?’

I nodded.

‘You assumed, though,’ I said.

He nodded, held up his hand.

‘Guilty,’ he said. ‘Again, very sorry. You have to understand, though, lots of girls come to party with us after a show, there’s a level of expectation, you know? I didn’t want to let you down. I thought you were there to… well, you get it. I made you feel bad and I’ve been feeling like a jackass ever since. Does that make any sense?’

It did. His apology was sincere and he did look suitably embarrassed. It was nice to know he felt the same as me.

‘Did you have a good party?’ I asked. ‘After the show?’

‘I had a few beers,’ he said. ‘Didn’t really party much.’

‘Okay,’ I said.

I looked up into his face. That lop-sided grin was there, weak, but starting to spread. I smiled. Couldn’t help it. His grin made me feel better. I liked it.

‘So… what are you doing today?’ I said.

‘We finished our show last night,’ he said. ‘Shipping off to somewhere else, can’t remember the name of it. Next city over, I think.’

‘Tonight?’ I said, trying not to sound disappointed.

He nodded.

‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘Later today. Got an hour or so to drive.’

‘Will you be coming back?’ I said, trying not to sound as hopeful as I felt. I liked this guy. Really liked him. I felt little tingles of joy just being near him, little tingles made more powerful by the knowledge that I had a boy in my room. I felt so naughty, so wild. My parents would surely disapprove of me right now. That thought only made the tingles spread through my body.

‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘We’re playing a couple other cities, then we’ll be back here in a few weeks or so. We haven’t managed to play out of state yet. Hoping to hit a festival or two in the summer, but we’re still trying to get our demo tape out there.’

‘You guys will make it,’ I said. ‘You’re really good.’

His lop-sided grin broadened. Aw-shucks
.

‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘You know, you’re always welcome to come along if you want to see us. I’ll get you in free.’

‘I’d like that.’

‘And if you ever wanted to hang out, we can do that too. No pressure. No… parties.’

I smiled at him. Brushed another loose strand of wet hair behind my ear. I should have worn a bra, I could feel my nipples growing firm beneath my shirt. What was it about this guy? Heat flushed over my face again. Great, now I was blushing, yet again.

‘What, uh, what time do you need to leave?’ I asked. I didn’t want him to go. I wanted him all to myself.

‘Hour or two, latest,’ he said. ‘But I don’t want to intrude, you’re probably busy as hell, being a student and all.’

I shook my head.

‘No, I’ve had a couple of days off. Midterms are over. I was just going to watch a movie.’

‘Need company?’

‘I’d like that.’

I put on a movie for us to watch. There wasn’t much space for the two of us together. I let him lay on the bed while I sat on the computer chair. He sprawled on his back, one hand behind his head, gazing up at me. He looked like some kind of photorealistic painting – The Man at Leisure
. He was the first boy I’d ever had in my bed. My heart jumped with the thrill, the naughty excitement. I wasn’t supposed to have boys from outside the dorm in bed – my parents had said so, the RA said so, the dorm guidebook said so. And yet, there was a boy in my bed. I was a rebel. I was James Dean.

We stayed that way for a little while into the movie, some zany slapstick comedy with a lot of good laughs in there. I thought it would be a nice way to spend the time with him.

‘Are you comfortable?’

His voice cut into my thoughts. I’d been sitting in the computer chair, bolt upright, scared to glance over at him in case he wasn’t really there and this was all some crazy delusion brought on by midterm stress. He was right, I wasn’t comfortable.

‘I’m fine,’ I lied.

‘You don’t look fine.’

I glanced back at him. God, he looked incredible. I felt a strange flash of excitement in the pit of my stomach.

‘I’ll move over,’ he said. He moved awkwardly across the tiny bed until he was up against the wall. There was enough space for me to lay with him… but I would be against him, body-to-body. I swallowed. The tingles inside me grew warmer. I felt drunk, but totally in control. Was this normal? I didn’t know.

‘Okay,’ I said. ‘If you’re comfortable…’

He nodded. He was laying on his side, one arm out across the pillow. His shirt had lifted slightly, showing a flash of skin. I saw his torso, the firm, flat stomach, the rise of his hip… The thought brought on another sudden burst of excitement from deep inside me.

I sat down on the bed and carefully lowered myself until I was laying down, my back against his front. I wiggled a little to get comfortable, my butt against his jeans. His body felt good against my back. Warm. Comforting.

I leaned into. My heart rate seemed to increase, like I was back at the gym, feet pounding the treadmill. That burst of excitement ignited again in the pit of my stomach, only this time it didn’t go away. It was an electric tingle, coursing throughout my body. I felt that tingle electrifying every part of me, from my hair down to my toes. It felt awesome
, but I didn’t know what it meant. I thought it was because we would be in trouble if we were caught together. Later on, I realized it was because my body wanted him – badly.

‘Can I put my arm here?’ he said. ‘It’s going numb.’

I lifted my head. He put his arm under my head. He hugged me against him, his other arm lying across my hip. For the first time in my life, I felt comfortable with a man.

I lost all focus on the movie. It could have been the best movie in the world for all I knew. All I could focus on was him. The feel of him. The power of him. The scent of him. I could feel his torso against my back. I could feel his strong, firm arm muscles around my body. I had the wild, crazy desire for him to grip me in his strong arms and-

The door banged open. I nearly jumped up into the roof. I fell off the bed, staggered upright, wheeling around, eyes wide, panic in my throat.

Sue ran into the room.

‘I forgot my damn bag!’ she said. She glanced around. Saw Darryl in the bed. My
 bed. Sue paused. Her mouth dropped open. She looked at me. Looked at the man in my bed. Grinned. Held a thumb up towards me. Grabbed her bag. Kissed me on the cheek.

‘Put a hanger on the door,’ she whispered into my ear. ‘Or maybe, you know, we could share?’

She pulled away from me, giggling like a crazy witch, and ran back out, the door slamming behind her.

‘Every time I see your roommate, she’s leaving in a hurry,’ Darryl said, laughing to himself.

‘Uh, yeah,’ I said. ‘She’s a handful sometimes, but she means well.’

Darryl sat up on the bed, checked his watch.

‘Shit,’ he said. ‘I have to go, I’m running late.’

‘Already?’ I said, voice full of disappointment.

‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘I hate to go, but… you know, band stuff.’

I felt my spirit being crushed like a tin can under a heavy foot.

‘Oh,’ I said. ‘Will I…’ I let the sentence fall. I didn’t want to ask the question. I didn’t want to ask if I would see him again. He was a guitarist in a band. Why would he ever remember me after leaving here?

‘I’d really like that,’ he said, finishing the unspoken question between us. ‘Can I give you my number?’

I nodded, scarcely believing what was happening.

He grabbed a pen from my bedside table, scribbled his number onto a notepad covered with my absent-minded doodles.

‘Text me,’ he said. ‘We’ll stay in touch. If, you know, if you want to.’

I nodded again.

‘Thanks for letting me in,’ he said. ‘I didn’t think you would.’

I remembered that I had been angry with him. Couldn’t remember why now. I felt his heat on my skin still. His scent clung to my clothes.

He moved in close to me. My brain screamed that I should let him leave. My body screamed that I should make him stay. I didn’t know what to do. I froze. He put his arms around me. Hugged me close.

Then Darryl let go and walked out.

‘See you soon,’ he said.

The door closed.

I stood there in my dorm feeling like I had woken up in the middle of a great dream. After a few long, confusing minutes, I lay on my bed and sniffed the covers.

They smelled like him.

****

I was pretty sure that we’d never meet again. He was a touring musician, I was a hardworking college student. We moved in completely different circles. He could have his pick of any woman he wanted, every night – and he probably did, I had no doubt. I wasn’t going to throw myself at him, so why would he waste his time trying to seduce me?

But that was my first surprise in a long series of unexpected delights. Darryl stayed in touch – regularly. He sent me a selfie from the stage that night, with the cheering audience behind him. We began talking, exchanging messages almost every day. He would give me updates from the road, tales of his band’s travelling experiences. I would reply with my own stories, convinced that I was some kind of mega-lame dork, totally boring in comparison. How can you compare, I couldn’t find this library book
, with a story about the tour van getting stuck in the mud? Every time I hit send
 on one of my lame-ass jokes, I was convinced it would be the last time he bothered with me. I felt like such a loser trying to make him laugh with my ridiculous stories. He was out on the road, living the dream. I was in my dorm room, in my slacks, pushing my glasses up my nose so I could read a textbook under a lamp and not wake Sue.

But Darryl stayed in touch. Sometimes we would talk about important things, like his band trying to get a record deal, or what I was going to do after college. Other times we would talk about random nonsense and make each other laugh. He was funny, and he always asked how I was. He made me feel like I was the only girl who mattered. I started to get jealous when he was onstage, envious of all the screaming women in the audience who would see him with his shirt off. I would get upset thinking about all the shrieking groupies who would try and get backstage to hang out with him. Then I would remember that he was miles away, and we were just friends, so what did it matter how I felt about it? He could look after himself. He didn’t owe me anything. I had my own priorities to worry about.

Our friendship, such as it was, consisted of texting each other around other things in our lives. He would stop talking for hours while the band rehearsed and played, I wouldn’t look at my phone while I was in class (and, yes, I was probably the only one who actually followed that rule). Then we’d exchange a flurry of messages when I was back in my dorm studying, or when he was on the road again. I enjoyed talking to him. Darryl was funny, warm and exciting. Sometimes I would sit at my desk at night and keep glancing over at my phone, waiting for a message to come through, even though I knew he would be onstage that evening. My phone’s chirruping message tone always made my heart skip a beat. I seemed to come alive when I spoke to Darryl.

We didn’t see each other in person for at least three months. He sent me a message saying that the band was heading back to my town, to play a show at the college club and he was really looking forward to seeing me again. I damn near fell out of my chair reading the words.

I was going to see him again.

****

This time, I had to drag Sue to the show. She kept saying that she didn’t feel right, or that she didn’t want to see the same band again, or that she had a test the next day. She was lying and we both knew it. She didn’t want to see the singer again, to be close to the guy whose dick she had sucked.

‘Come on!’ I said. ‘He won’t even remember you.’

‘That’s worse!’ Sue said.

She agreed, finally, and we went to the show together. This time, I was dressed to impress – a tight black t-shirt that hugged my small breasts and exposed my midriff, with jeans that showed off my ass, and black kick-ass boots. The gig was at a different club to before, but it was still packed. People were squeezed in shoulder to shoulder. The smell of sweat was so thick I could hardly breathe. The floor was sticky from spilled drinks. I was hot and uncomfortable. But once the lights dimmed and the guitar’s whine tore through the air like a siren, nothing else mattered. Darryl stood on stage, shirtless, his tattooed torso gleaming under the stage lights, skin glistening. Darryl told me once that he sprayed some water on himself to keep cool before a gig.

The band launched into their first song with energy and speed. The crowd reacted well. I jumped up and down on the spot – it was about all I could do – and shouted and cheered and sang along as best I could. Darryl’s eyes swept the dancefloor as he played, his guitar squealing with passion and energy, faster than I thought possible. He saw me in the gloom and smiled. My heart danced inside my chest and I cheered his name.

It was the best feeling of my life.

Up until that moment, at least.

****

‘Okay, that was good,’ Sue said, conceding. ‘Can we go now?’

The show had finished and people were beginning to spill out of the warm club into the cold night air. Crushed plastic cups littered the dancefloor. The bar staff were moving in a flurry, cleaning and closing up for the night. Sweat lined my brow. I was exhausted. My legs hurt from jumping. My throat was dry from cheering. But I was pumped and felt like I could run a marathon. There was no way I could go home now.

‘Hell no!’ I said. ‘I wanna see Darryl!’

Sue rolled her eyes at me.

‘Sweetie, if you want a man, I can take you to a place and you can have your pick,’ she said. ‘What’s so special about this guy?’

‘He’s nice,’ I said. ‘Besides, I like to talk with people, you know? I’m sure the guys you know are real friendly
 and all, but I’m not up for that.’

‘I really don’t want to see his friend,’ she said.

‘Then why don’t you head back?’ I said. ‘I can walk by myself, I’m a big girl.’

Sue hesitated for a long moment.

‘I’ll wait here for you,’ she said.

I hugged her and made my way through the side door, into the backstage area of the club. There were a few girls hanging around the band’s dressing room already, groupies looking for some fun. They glanced in my direction and dismissed me as competition. I was dressed for a night in a club, they were dressed to impress. There was more exposed skin than clothing on all of them. They looked more like hookers than college students.

The singer stood in the doorway, chatting to the girls, a big grin on his face. He looked up at me as I approached.

‘Another fan!’ he said. ‘Tell me, you joining us for the after party as well?’

‘I’m here to see Darryl,’ I said.

Something like disappointment, or jealousy, or hurt, flickered across his face. Then he shrugged and turned to the side so I could slip past. As soon I was behind him, he carried on talking to the girls as if he’d never been interrupted. Those girls had no idea how disappointing their night was going to be, if Sue’s experience was anything to go by.

I spied Darryl leaning against the far wall, drinking a beer. He grinned broadly as I walked up to him and we hugged like old friends. His strong arms wrapped around my body, his bare chest pressed against my shirt, his scent lingered in the air. I had never felt so secure before. I had also never felt so attracted to anyone. It was a strange sensation. I’d had childhood crushes, but this was different. This wasn’t just a mental process, it was physical as well. My whole body responded to him.

‘I missed you,’ he said.

‘I missed you too.’

We hugged a little longer, not wanting to let the other go. We both stank of sweat and bodies and energy, but we couldn’t stop. It had been so long since I last saw him.

‘How long are you staying?’ I said, my shirt clinging to his skin.

‘Just tonight. We’re heading out again midday tomorrow.’

My heart sank. Only one night
! We had to make the most of it. We had to make tonight count. But how?

The answer was obvious. I felt it deep inside my body, growing and flowering and melting me. A dull, intoxicating heat. Not just warm tingles, like before. This was heat
. Pure, erotic, passionate heat
. It started in my stomach like a fireball bursting into life, then it spread through my body. I felt it in my chest. In my brain. In my sex. For the first time in my life, I felt liquid heat and raw excitement tingling my womanhood. I felt myself flowering, intimate lips parting, body responding to his presence and my innermost desires. It was the same way I felt when imagined myself in Sue’s naughty stories, only a thousand times more intense.

That was the moment I knew that I wanted him.

Truly, deeply needed
 him.

Nothing else mattered. Not my grades or my classes or my finals.


Him
.

‘You want to go somewhere and hang out?’ he said.

‘Yes,’ I said, too quickly.

He leaned back from our hug and studied my face for a second.

‘You feeling okay?’ he said.

I nodded. I leaned in. I placed my lips on his.

He responded.

My first kiss. It was slow and gentle. I trembled at the feel of his lips on mine. He was warm and tasted like beer and smelled like sweat and I loved it. His hands touched my back, his strong arms gently encircling me. The feel of his body on mine seemed to ignite something inside me. The flame burst into life as strong and fiercely as dry tinder in the sun, consuming me from within, turning me into a burning pillar of passionate heat. For the first time in my life, I felt real, pure, all-conquering desire in my heart. I yearned for him like I’d never yearned for anyone before. My lips parted and our kiss grew deeper. It felt like stepping off the beach and into the sea. Suddenly I was swimming in him, utterly surrounded by him, completely adrift on him. His lips parted too and a groan escaped my throat, taking me by surprise. It was so primal and unlike me to make a sound like that.

His tongue touched my bottom lip. Another explosion of white-hot desire detonated in my brain. I responded to the feel and touched my tongue to his. It felt naughty and good and wonderful and wicked all at once. Our tongues slowly caressed each other as we embraced and kissed deeply. I moaned again. My hands slipped around his waist. I pulled him against me. I felt him stiffening in his pants, his manhood growing full and firm against my thigh. A voice in my mind whispered, You’re doing it! You’re turning him on!
 I loved it. I felt like the sexiest girl in the world. Darryl was getting hard from kissing me and I could feel
 it.

I could feel my body responding to his excitement. My slit was getting warmer and wetter by the second. It felt like my underwear was going to burst into flames. I couldn’t stop. Didn’t want to stop. My hands roamed his back, pulling him tight against me. I wanted to become part of him.

My brain seemed to shut down. For the first time in my life, there was no voice in the back of my head, no niggling worries or guilty conscience. My body reacted on some kind of hardwired animal instinct, the old lizard brain taking control. It felt incredible. I was part of the moment, yet merely a viewer. My hands slid down his bare back and squeezed his butt. I had never squeezed a guy’s butt before, yet now it was all I wanted to do.

Darryl returned the favor, giving my ass a slow, gentle squeeze with one of his large, rough hands. My womanhood trembled – really, genuinely trembled – with excitement, lips quivering, slit opening, entrance slick with lust. I was terrified that I would start leaking through my jeans, but nothing happened.

I groaned again.

He purred in response.

Finally, after an eternity spent kissing those lips and hugging that body, we parted. I was breathless. One word ran through my mind.


Wow
.

He looked at me through glazed eyes, his lips parted, breathing hard. His expression was one of total happiness.

‘So,’ he said in a soft, breathy voice, ‘you, uh, you wanna hang out tonight or something?’

I kissed him again. I already knew how this night was going to play out. I could feel it in my heart.

****

We practically ran back to the dorms, laughing and holding hands. My heart pounded almost as loud as my footsteps. Sue had seen us walking across the club together and announced that she’d decided to stay with a friend tonight. She hugged me and kissed my cheek and told me to be good. She whispered that condoms were in her drawer. Then she let go of me and ran away, giggling to herself.

I looked over at Darryl as we ran together. He was wearing a shirt now and his eyes sparkled with delight – not just because we were heading back to my bed, but because we were hanging out together. His intoxicating, infectious laughter followed us all the way back to the dorm. We laughed at everything at nothing. The whole planet was amusing to us. We were young and we liked each other and nothing else mattered.

By the time we got back to my dorm, we both glistened with fresh sweat. I panted, breathless, leaning on the front entrance.

‘I’m so out of shape’ I said, gasping through laughter.

‘You look good to me,’ he said, face flushed with excitement from our crazy run.

I swiped my card through the pass and opened the door. I took his hand in mine and strode through the lobby, heart racing, not daring to look around me. People saw us walking together but I didn’t care. Tonight, Darryl was mine. They could stare all they wanted.

We crossed the lobby, through the relaxation and hangout areas, and through to the dorms. I tried to talk, but my breath caught in my throat. I kept stealing glances at him, the handsome, talented, smiling man at my side, and blushing.

‘What?’ he said, as we neared my door.

‘Nothing,’ I said. ‘Just… I can’t believe you’re finally back.’

As we walked down the hallway, we passed several oh-so-erotic posters screaming about making certain you gain consent before beginning any sexual activity. Before tonight, I had always thought that they were stupid. Now, I found them both stupid and insulting. I hoped Darryl wasn’t reading them. Nothing killed a buzz so hard as the words CONSENT IS SEXY
 written in giant, glittery letters by someone with too much time and not enough passion.

We stopped in front of my door.

‘Honestly,’ he said. ‘It feels like a dream. I actually made the guys come back and play here again, otherwise we would probably be gone until fall.’

My heart expanded in my chest. He made his band come back here… for me
.

I grabbed him and kissed him. Hard this time. No shyness. No softness. This time, I was full of fire and passion. I needed him.

My hands fumbled blindly for the door, even as we kissed. We giggled, still kissing, as my knuckles thumped against the door repeatedly. Finally, Darryl leaned back. I glanced down, swiped my card, and shoved the door open.

We stood in front of my dark room, on the threshold of the life I knew. If we walked through that door, my world would change forever. I was ready for it. I wanted it. I wanted to make that change with him. Nobody else.

‘So…’ he said, leaning on the door frame, ‘you wanna watch a movie or something?’

I shook my head. I took his hand. I walked inside, leading him into my room, to my inner sanctum. He closed the door behind us. We stood in my room. I looked into his eyes, his handsome, sparkling eyes.

‘I’m ready,’ I said.

A cloud of confusion crossed his face for a split second. Then realization dawned.

‘Ready,’ he said, repeating me.

I nodded.

‘Are you sure?’ he said.

I nodded again.

‘I don’t want you to feel like I’m pressuring you, because that’s totally not-’

I silenced him with a fierce kiss. I felt it all through my body, right to my toes. That wonderful liquid heat flowed across me like molten metal, engulfing me. It started in my aching, yearning cleft, and spread through my every pore. I was someone else entirely now. Amber the nerd – Amber the bookworm – Amber the virgin – was long behind me.

Our kiss lasted a year or two. The world seemed to stop. I tasted him. He tasted me. Our hands gripped and pulled at each other. I felt him growing hard again and the knowledge that he wanted me only made my desire more intense. Our lips slowly parted and we looked at each other in breathless, silent yearning.

I stepped back from him and sat on the end of my bed, trying my hardest to look as sexy as I felt. He leaned down over me and we fell back on the bed, kissing passionately. I couldn’t get enough of him. I loved the way his tongue seemed to dance with mine. I loved the way my body burned at the feel of his lips. I loved the way he touched me.

My hands slid under his shirt and I touched his flat, firm body. It felt different this time. I had touched him before, but that was in a friendly way, while we were hugging. This time I was touching him with intent. With sexual energy. With purpose.

We burst into a frenzy of movement, unable to hold back any longer. I pushed his shirt up. He pulled away long enough to toss it on the floor. He pulled at my shirt. I sat up and let him take it off. He gazed down at me, studying my body. I smiled. His eyes swept my stomach, my plain black bra, the cups of my breasts. He liked what he saw. He was the first man to ever lay eyes on me like that, and he smiled.

‘Do you have protection?’ he said.

I frowned for a second.

‘Uh, yeah… my dad gave me pepper spray before I moved out, why?’

He looked at me. It took a second before I realize what he meant. Heat flushed my cheeks.

‘Oh!’ I said. ‘You mean… yeah. In that drawer.’

I pointed to Sue’s drawer, the one I had seen her open many, many times, always with a naughty smile on her face. Darryl climbed off the bed and opened it. He reached inside and pulled out a little silver foil packet. My heart skipped a beat. This was real. This was happening.

He tossed the condom packet on the bed at my feet and stood over me. I turned on my bedside light to see him better.

‘You sure?’ he said.

I nodded again.

‘I want this,’ I said. My voice shook a little from nerves, excitement, and lust.

Darryl reached down and unbuttoned his jeans. I stared at his groin, unable to tear my eyes away from the bulge tenting the denim. My chest rose and fell, hard breaths escaping my parted lips. I placed my hands on my stomach, gripping myself tightly. This was it. I had seen naked guys before – on the internet, running out of the dorm shower, or when I walked in on Sue and a new friend unexpectedly – but I had never seen one that was meant for my eyes only.

He unzipped his jeans, revealing a little V-shape of dark shorts beneath. My cleft burned with need and desire, desperate to receive him. My whole body was on edge, waiting to feel it
 for the first time, desperate to know what it was like. It wasn’t just sex, it was sex with someone I cared for, and who cared about me in return. That thought gave the air in my room a tense, charged atmosphere.

I watched in breathless fascination as he slowly pushed down his jeans and kicked them off, standing in front of me in just his socks and underwear. I swallowed hard. The bulge in his shorts looked big. Part of me wondered if it was even going to fit. What would we do if I was too small to take him?

He took his socks off – I let out a tiny sigh of relief, nothing looks stupider than a naked man in socks – and slipped his thumbs into waistband of this shorts. My heart beat so hard I thought it was going to punch through my chest. This was it. The moment of truth.

A sudden thought crossed my mind. How was I supposed to react? Was I meant to gasp? Should I squeal, Oh my God, it’s so big
? What if I laughed in surprise? Would it hurt his feelings?

A second later, it didn’t matter. He eased down his shorts and all my thoughts evaporated. For the first time in my life, I was staring at a real, solid, erect penis. My eyes widened. My stomach clenched. My back stiffened.

Darryl’s manhood stood straight upright. At the base was a thick nest of dark curly hair. His balls hung below the shaft. His member was a good size – I mean, what did I have to compare him against? It looked like I could wrap my hand around it. Not too thick – not scary
 thick – but not thin, either. I wasn’t sure how long it was, but my first guess was somewhere between five and six inches. (Years later, Darryl would tell me with a note of satisfaction that it was six-point-two
 inches, as he put the tape measure back in his tool box.)

‘Oh…’ I said, staring at his prize. I didn’t know what to say. My throat was dry. What is a girl supposed to say when she sees a boy’s penis for the first time? My mind was blank.

I reached out with my hand, eyes fixed on his erection, and my fingers brushed the underside. His cock reacted, twitching, the head jerking upwards as though pulled by a string. I smiled and took him in my hand, feeling his warmth spread through my palm. It was a good, pleasant, comforting heat. His cock felt strange in my hand. It was hard and firm and seemed to pulse with life, but it also felt soft and smooth. How does something feel hard and soft at the same time?

‘Do you like it?’ he said, watching me study his manhood with a curious smile.

I nodded, still fixated on his length. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft, measuring its thickness. My thumb and forefinger almost touched.

‘What if…’ I said. I swallowed, my nerves almost getting the better of me. ‘What if it doesn’t fit?’

He nodded, as though this was a perfectly acceptable question, and not as stupid as I feared it would be.

‘It will,’ he said, in a soft, but confident, voice. ‘We’ll go slow.’

He bent down over me and we kissed again. I still had my hand on his hard manhood. I gave it a squeeze, loving how it felt against my skin. Would it feel as good inside me? I couldn’t wait to find out. My underwear was so wet it felt stuck to my skin. He has shown me his… now it was my turn.

He touched my stomach as we kissed. Slid his hand south. My body shuddered with pleasure. The feel of his warm palm gliding over my belly sent ripples of delight through me. The fire inside me burned hotter than the sun. I had never felt like this before – so turned on, so lusty, so passionate.

I touched his cheek with my other hand, our tongues dancing together. He worked on my jeans with skilled fingers, gently popping the buttons until my pants were open, my underwear exposed and accessible. His hand slipped inside my jeans and trailed over my panties. It felt like a burning brand searing my skin, leaving a trail of molten lava in its wake. I moaned into his mouth.

‘Is this good?’ he said, leaning back far enough to look into my eyes.

I nodded.

‘Consent is sexy,’ he said.

I laughed.

‘Those goddamn posters…’ I said. ‘You don’t have to keep checking in, okay? I’ll tell you if I want to slow down.’

He smiled and kissed my head. I sighed in passionate surrender. I still sigh like that when he kisses my head.

Darryl started planting little kisses on my body now. My head. My nose. My lips. My chin. The swell of my breasts. Across my stomach, like little footprints. Down to my lower half. My chest rose and fell in hard, searing breaths. How much could a woman take? I didn’t know, but I wanted to find out.

He gripped my open jeans with both hands and slowly pulled. I lifted my ass and he eased my pants down, exposing my panties. I blushed a little – my underwear didn’t match. The bra was plain and black, my panties were pink and sparkly. They weren’t exactly my sexiest pair, either – they were big and comfortable, instead of tight and revealing. The word Princess
 was written over my mound in purple sparkles.

‘I’m sorry they’re not very sexy,’ I said, with a shy giggle. ‘I didn’t expect…’

‘They’re cute,’ he said, tossing my jeans to the floor. ‘Like you.’

He leaned down and kissed my Princess
. Kissed my mound.

‘Oh!’ I said, gasping, the sound escaping my throat. The molten lava between my legs burst into a white-hot supernova of desire. My back arched. My thighs parted. My heart fluttered like a hummingbird’s wings.

Darryl kissed me again, teasing me, his lips red-hot even through the fabric of my underwear. Then he slid further down and placed his lips directly over my slit. I gasped again.

‘That feels…’ I said, but I couldn’t find the words. There was no word in any language to describe how blissfully perfect it felt. The only word I could say was, ‘Fuck
!’

Then his fingers slipped beneath my panties and gently eased the fabric aside. Darryl became the first man to ever see my womanhood. I looked down at his face, desperately hoping he was pleased with what he saw. I kept kicking myself mentally – I should have worn my only pair of sexy panties, I should have shaved or trimmed my mound, I should have done something to prepare for this moment – but it didn’t matter. Darryl smiled at me.

‘So pretty,’ he said.

He kissed my intimate lips and I damn near exploded. His nose nuzzled the hairs atop my cleft. His breath touched my aching slit. His tongue darted out and flicked over my lips.

‘Fuck!’ I said again. ‘Oh, my God!’

He kissed my slit, slowly and carefully, taking his time. I gripped the bed tightly. It felt like I was on the verge of shattering into a million pieces with the force of my delight. Every fibre of my being was focused on the sensation of his mouth on my sex.

Darryl stroked my slit with his tongue, parting my lips, opening me for him. It was the single most erotic feeling of my life… for the moment.

He teased me with his tongue. Delved into my velvet wetness. Stroked my firm clit. Sucked my lips. Tasted me. Pleasured me.

It didn’t take me long to come. I had never experienced a feeling like this one. In less than two minutes, my body rocked and shuddered and my heart almost stopped. I cried out – loud, far louder than I knew I could – and clapped a hand over my mouth to muffle the sounds. My toes curled. My bottom lip went numb. My chest heaved. This was an orgasm like I’d never felt before. I had masturbated a few times, but it never made me lose control of my whole body like this. It was like eating the cake mix, compared with tasting the finished product. This
 was an orgasm. This
 was what an orgasm was supposed to feel like. Intense. Overwhelming. All-consuming. Heart and mind and body and soul united in pleasure.

He kept licking me until I finally begged him to stop. It was too much. It was too intense. My body couldn’t handle anymore. He kneeled between my legs, smiling with wet and sticky lips, his rock-hard manhood pointing up in the air.

‘More?’ he said, raising an eyebrow.

‘You. Now.’

My voice was breathless, choked with emotion. It felt so good. So wonderful. My body seemed to have melted and taken a new form.

Darryl gently pulled off my panties and tossed them aside. He picked up the little foil condom packet and tore it open with his teeth. I watched in fascination as he took out the little latex hoop and placed it over the tip of his member. He unrolled the condom down his entire length, right to the base.

‘How does that feel?’ I said. It looked kinda weird to me. His manhood looked shiny and unnatural inside the latex sheathe. It was this thought that made me decide to take my own birth control a few years later, so I could feel him for real inside me.

‘It’s okay,’ he said. ‘Better safe than sorry, right?’ He paused and looked at me. This was it. Moment of truth. My last seconds as a virgin in this world. After this, everything would change. I would be different. I would see everything differently.

Our eyes met and we exchanged a look. He asked me with his eyes if I was ready. I nodded. I wanted this. I craved this. My body yearned for him. It had to be him. Nobody else.

Darryl – my handsome, sweet, kind, caring lover – leaned down over me, his body on top of mine. He looked into my eyes. I felt his hot manhood touch my molten lips, the condom doing nothing to prevent it from feeling exquisite, and he slowly pushed forward. I inhaled sharply. There was a moment of discomfort. My vagina had never been entered by anything before. But it seemed to widen more than I thought possible as his manhood slowly, gently, and carefully entered me. I felt the head of his cock push against my tight, unyielding entrance for a long moment.

‘Relax,’ he said. ‘It’s okay. Relax.’

Something about his voice and the look in his eyes made me realize that I had been holding my breath and clenching my stomach. I breathed out and forced my body to relax.

It worked. My sex seemed to open for him, accepting his gift as eagerly as the rest of me. The discomfort passed as he pushed deeper inside me. A long, sighing moan escaped my lips, a sound I had never made before. He groaned as he slowly filled me. Every passing second made the pleasure increase more and more. It was wonderful. My hips moved on their own, rocking to allow him deeper inside me. My arms wrapped around his back, holding him against me. I moaned into his shoulder, muffling my pleasure so the other dorms wouldn’t hear me.

Then suddenly it was done. He was all the way inside me, filling me up. His thighs were pressed against mine. His manhood was buried inside me, all the way to the hilt. His balls squeezed against my ass.

It-

Felt-


Real
.

For the first time in my life, I felt complete. Like I had been missing something vital, something that made me feel whole. Not just the feeling of his cock touching the insides, but the feeling of being wanted
. Needed. Cherished and yearned for and desired. I was his, not just in body, but mind and spirit as well. He was my friend, my confidant, and now my lover.

‘How does that feel?’ he said.

I pulled back from his shoulder to respond, but the only thing that came out of my mouth was, Oh
.

‘I’m inside you,’ he said, eyes shining in happiness. ‘We’re lovers.’

I nodded. The feeling almost overwhelmed me. I closed my eyes for a second and let it flow through me. His cock pulsed inside me. Each beat sent a shiver through my insides, a ripple effect that reached my head and my toes.

‘We’re lovers,’ he said again.

I opened my eyes.

‘Fuck me hard,’ I said.

He seemed a little surprised, but he did. He moved quickly, filling me up, easing back out, then pushing forward again. Steady, firm strokes. I moaned louder with each delicious thrust, biting my fist to stop from screaming with passion. It felt better than I ever imagined possible. I suddenly understood why Sue fucked so many guys. Why wouldn’t you want to feel like this every single day?

I came again, much harder than before. My brain shut down for a long moment. My body seemed to contract around his cock, squeezing him tighter and tighter, until I suddenly uncoiled like a spring released from pressure. I screamed with pleasure. I moaned. I cried out for him. I couldn’t stop myself. It felt like I had been born again.

I wrapped my arms and legs around him, wanting to stay like this forever. His cock plunged in and out of me with a wet, sticky sound. I buried my face in his shoulder and sank my teeth into his skin. I needed more
. Always more
.

‘Oh, fuck,’ he said, after a few long, wonderful minutes, ‘I’m getting close.’

I looked into his eyes. My heart soared. That was the most powerful thing anyone had ever said to me. Not only was I doing this right, but I was doing it good enough to make him come.

The animal inside me woke up again, primal and aggressive. I wanted to make him come. I wanted him to come for me. My hips bucked beneath him. My legs gripped him tighter. I held him close with my arms.

‘Come for me,’ I said. ‘I want to feel it.’

His breaths grew ragged and rasping. His body stiffened, muscles tensing, teeth clenching. There was a fire in his eyes and I loved it.

Darryl came inside me. I felt the condom rock and shudder as spurts of his seed shot against the rubber. His manhood pulsed harder than ever. He groaned my name under his breath. I felt like a princess. A naughty, sexy, erotic princess.

His body shuddered against mine for a long moment as he came. When it passed, he gently touched his forehead against mine.

‘How do you feel?’ he said.

‘Amazing.’

It was true. I didn’t feel different – not like I thought I would feel – but this was better. It was like shaking off the chains of sleep and being awake, truly awake, for the first time.

He lay on top of me, his weight both comfortable and soothing. I could feel his manhood slowly shrinking inside me. I liked the sensation. It made me feel even more powerful – I had tamed and satisfied and conquered his lust. I was no longer a shy, timid virgin. I was sexual goddess.

I softly stroked his bare back, admiring the bumps and ridges of his skin, tracing the curves of his spine and shoulders. It felt so natural. So effortless. It was easy to feel this close to someone. This connected. Sex really wasn’t a big deal. Losing your virginity – yes, that was a big deal. But sex and lust and all those other confusing emotions, they were easy. I felt them all mixing inside me, even as my well-fucked and hungry womanhood squeezed around his slowly deflating member.

His hair smelled good. I remember that so clearly. Even years later, after everything we’ve experienced together and all the wild things we’ve done, my favorite part of making love to him is laying together, bathed in love and comfort, and gently smelling his hair.

At the time, his hair smelled like sweat and smoke machine fumes and stale cigarettes. It was the best smell in the world, because it was all mine. I let him lay on me for what felt like a lifetime, as my heartbeat slowly settled and his manhood eased out of my aching and tender sex. I didn’t feel any soreness or pain, and I wasn’t sure if I expected to. It didn’t feel like my vagina was a gaping crater, or torn open, or any of the awful things I’d worried about in half-remembered nightmares of what it would be like to lose my virginity.

His skin was warm against mine. I could feel his heart beating, pumping in a steady rhythm. It beat for me.

I kissed him. I didn’t care that his lips were still covered with my fluids. I needed to have him again. My body was awake for the first time and I wanted to know what it could do. I wanted more. I craved the feel of his hardness filling me, stretching me, making me squirm with pleasure. Once wasn’t enough. I needed more.

He broke off the kiss, breathing hard, a sticky string of my passion connecting our panting lips.

‘Can I stay with you tonight?’ he said. ‘I don’t want to leave.’

‘Yes,’ I said, my heart soaring.

‘What do you want to do?’

‘Everything.’

And we did.

****

We made love all through the night, over and over, trying as many positions as I could think to suggest. He mounted me. I bent over for him. He held my legs open. I sat on my desk.

We pawed at each other and touched our bodies and played together. We revelled in our nakedness and kept the light on so we could see each other. Late in the night – or early morning – I felt confident enough to straddle him and we fucked so hard the headboard slammed against the wall, cracking the plaster and knocking chunks to the floor.

I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. I had years of pleasure to catch up on, and I wasn’t going to stop for anything. We were young and crazy and full of passion. I needed to experience everything and he was happy to help.

We learned together, exploring our bodies slowly and gently, between bouts of frenetic, passionate sex. He let me study his manhood in close, intimate detail. I loved the way the skin pulled back to reveal the dark, thick head. I gasped when I saw the tip ooze excitement as I touched him. Darryl was a slow, patient, and methodical teacher. He lay on the bed and let me touch his body. He let me take my time learning how to manipulate and caress his manhood to full thickness. I loved the way it grew and swelled and stiffen in my hand, reacting to my touch, my body, desiring only me in all the world. I loved the way it twitched in excitement and jerked when I ran my fingertips along the shaft. I loved the way it throbbed in time with his heartbeat. He put his hand over mine and showed me how to stroke him, long and slow and deliberately. I even tried to take him in my mouth, but I couldn’t. Not then, anyway. Later, yes, but not that night.

He showed me how my body worked. I knew a little from casual touching myself and high school biology and things that I had gleamed from porn, but this was different. He touched and kissed and licked my body, the two of us discovering what I liked and didn’t. He discovered how sensitive the curve of my neck was, right where the skin dipped and met my shoulder. I learned that the loved the feel of my fingernails on his stomach. We were students in the art of lovemaking, and we were happy to learn.

By the time our night came to an end, I had more than made up for my years of inexperience. I was still me – still shy, bookish, the type of girl to chase good grades instead of boys – but I was a better version of me. Mature. Experienced. Sexually liberated.

We were still making love the next morning when Darryl’s phone rang and his bandmates screamed down the line that they were going to be late to the next show. We were still making love as he desperately pulled on his wrinkled, crumpled clothes. We only stopped when he kissed me one final time and promised that he would be back.

When he left, I fell into my bed, a smile on my face. The covers smelled like sex and sweat. They smelled him. Like me. Like us.

I slept most of that day, lost in passionate, exciting dreams.

When Sue came home that afternoon, she knew what had happened. She could tell from the look on my face, from the smell in the air, from the number of used condoms in the trash. She hugged me and sat with me while I told her everything. I blushed as I recounted the story, my body getting warm all over again.

It was the best night of my life.

Only my wedding night comes close.

****

I never expected it to last. I was a smitten college girl and he was a guitarist in a band. Part of me thought that it was a one-time deal and I would probably never see him again, but he surprised me. Darryl stayed in touch, like he had before. He convinced the band to play more local bars so we could see each other more often. He came to see me at least once a week, sometimes twice. Our reunions were intense and passionate and adrenaline-fuelled. I started masturbating in my bed at night, thinking about him and the next time we would be together. He became a regular part of my life.

Our hook-ups slowly blossomed into something deeper. I found myself falling for him. One night we lay in each other’s arms, breathless from another round of passionate lovemaking, when he told me he loved me. I hugged him and I cried in happiness.

He was my first everything. My first crush. My first male best friend. My first kiss. My first sexual partner. My first love. I gave him everything I could give. My cherry. My love. Even my anal virginity, once we had been together a while. He was the best lover a shy, naive girl could have, and he never once made me feel bad for my lack of experience. We explored our boundaries together, venturing into the sexual wilderness and always finding something new to enjoy.

As the years rolled by, our lives changed. We still had plenty of frenetic, passionate sex, but the connection between us began to deepen as we spent more and more time together. I loved his laugh and the glint in his eyes as he made me smile. I loved the way he made me feel about myself. Even my parents liked him, once they got over the shock of their sweet daughter dating a rock star.

His band slowly broke up once the record label pulled out, so he got a regular job making music for a local radio station. I stayed in college. Sue dropped out, but we stayed in touch. I later found out that she accidentally got pregnant by one of her lovers, but she didn’t know who and decided to move home with the baby. I worked my ass off, until college was finally over and I got good grades.

The day after I graduated, he asked me to marry him. I said yes without a second thought.

Darryl was my soulmate. I never had any doubts about that.

Never.

Until now…

****


Amber & Darryl II

‘Come on, Amber,’ he says. ‘I can tell when something’s eating at you. What is it? Are you worried about the wedding? Getting cold feet? What is it?’

He smiles, but I can see a hint of worry in his amazingly expressive eyes.

I bite my lip. Conflicted. Worried. Doubt gnawing at me. Should I tell him what’s on my mind? Should I tell him that I’m worried about never having another man in my bed for the rest of my life? How would he take it?

He takes my hands in his, looks straight into my eyes. He can read my soul, I’m sure of it. My heart melts looking into his handsome face.

I steel myself. Take a deep breath

‘Promise you won’t be mad,’ I say. ‘It’s just… I’m having some doubts…’

He frowns.

‘Doubts?’ he says. ‘You mean, about us?’

‘No,’ I say, squeezing his hands. ‘No, not about us. I love you, okay? It’s… shit, how do I explain this?’

He looks into my face, his eyes clouded with a mixture of confusion and hurt. That expression cuts me like a knife.

‘I’ve only ever known you,’ I say, avoiding his eyes. ‘I need to say this, but I don’t know how to say this. I’ve only ever been with you. I’m just… panicking about it.’

I fall silent. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. I feel like a bitch for hurting him, but I couldn’t go without saying it. Now that it’s out there, I don’t know if it was worth it. I feel stupid for saying it.

He kisses me hand, kisses the ring on my finger. The promise. The contract.

‘I understand,’ he says.

‘I’m sorry,’ I say, feeling a hot, embarrassing tear roll down my cheek. ‘I shouldn’t have said anything.’

He kisses my cheek, kisses the tear stain.

‘Don’t say that,’ he says. ‘I’m your fiancé, you should be able to tell me stuff like that. It’s natural to feel that way.’

‘Do you…’ I say, ‘feel that way?’

‘No,’ he says, and I feel even worse about myself. ‘I didn’t live a good life before I met you. Since then, you’re the only one I need.’

My shoulder slump in defeat. I feel like the biggest asshole on the planet right now. I just told my husband that I’m worried his body won’t be enough for me.

‘I don’t know why I said that,’ I say.

‘Yes, you do,’ he says. He gently lifts my chin and looks into my face. ‘You weren’t the kind of girl to sleep around, so you feel like you missed out. Is that right?’

I nod. He knows. He always knows.

‘Are you getting cold feet about us?’ he says.

‘No. Nothing like that. I love you. I can’t wait to marry you. This is just… this is me being stupid.’

He kisses my cheek again.

‘Nothing you do is ever stupid,’ he says. ‘I understand. I really do. What do you want to do about it?’

I laugh, that wet, happy laugh following a sad moment.

‘I don’t know. Deal with it, I guess. I’m not going to start fucking random guys on the side,’ I say, giggling at the absurdity of the idea.

‘Why not?’ he says, wearing a surprisingly thoughtful expression.

‘Are you serious?’ I say, hitting him on the arm. ‘That’s… just… no…’

His face splits into a broad grin. He stands and kisses me on the cheek.

‘I love you,’ he says.

‘And I love you, ya big jerk.’

He laughs and walks out of the room. I turn back to my checklists and stacks of notes, feeling a little better for having gotten that out in the open.

Two weeks to go.

****

One week to go.

Flowers – confirmed and double-confirmed. DJ – confirmed and double-confirmed. Catering – confirmed and double-confirmed. Tables – confirmed and double-confirmed. First dance – Aeorsmith, I Don’t Want to Miss a Thing
 (‘What, the song from the movie Armageddon
?’ Darryl had said with a laugh, causing me to punch his arm). Number of guests – confirmed and double-confirmed. No room for my brother’s new ‘super-hot’ girlfriend now. Sorry, bro. Should’ve picked her up a month ago. This is it now. Nothing left to arrange. The countdown has begun. One week to go.

I sit at the kitchen table, studying the checklist yet again. The table is still cluttered, but now it’s organized. Before, it was a mess of paperwork and brochures and pamphlets, but now those documents are gathered in neat little stacks. There is nothing left to arrange or confirm or alter at the last minute. What’s done is done.

So why do I feel so on-edge still? As the date draws closer, I find myself absent-mindedly toying with my engagement ring more and more, as though my subconscious is trying to tell me something.

I feel like I’m going crazy. I’m happy. In love. Excited to get married. Yet I can’t stop myself from freaking out about it. One man. Only one man. One lover, one partner, one sexual experience. Now and always. For the rest of my life.

It’s not that I think there will be better men out there – nobody could ever touch my soul the way Darryl does – but I can’t stop freaking out about never having that wild and crazy experience. In the year I shared a dorm room with Sue, she must have slept with at least twenty guys. She knows what she wants and how to get it. Me, I only know my body because Darryl taught me what I like. What if there’s a different, or more enjoyable experience out there, but I don’t know it because we haven’t tried it.

‘Dammit,’ I say, slapping my hand on the table. ‘What the hell is wrong with me?’

Is it normal to feel like this? Am I going through the same motions that every prospective bride experiences in the week before her wedding? I’ve heard of cold feet and I’ve heard of pre-wedding jitters, but this is something else entirely. Whoever heard of a bride getting sex envy before?

The worst part is, I don’t know if I would feel this way if Darryl had only ever slept with me. Would he be satisfied if we were each other’s one and only partner? Would he worry about all the woman he didn’t
 sleep with, all the experiences he might
 have had, all the pleasures he missed
 because he only ever knew me? Would he understand how I feel right now?

Darryl said that he didn’t feel the same way as me. But the difference between us is that he sowed his wild oats. He’s been around the block – and maybe the next block over, too. He’s lived his life and slept around and experienced lots of sexual partners. I haven’t. I’ve only ever known him. Of course he’s satisfied with me. He’s lived
. I haven’t, and the thought is driving me fucking crazy
. It shouldn’t, I know. It’s completely absurd for me to feel like this. We have a good sex life – frequent, fun, always passionate – yet here I am going mad because he slept around before we got together. Why can’t I stop feeling like this? Will I ever feel good enough for him? Will I ever stop feeling so insecure?

‘Amber?’

Darryl’s voice pierces my thoughts like a needle puncturing a balloon. Shit. I didn’t hear him come home. I sit upright and hastily begin arranging loose papers, like a schoolgirl caught daydreaming at her desk.

‘Yeah, babe?’ I say, my voice sounding falsely cheery.

He opens the kitchen door and walks into the room, one hand in his pocket. There’s a strange smile on his face, one I don’t recognize. It looks strained. Forced.

‘Still staring at all this?’ he says, with a small chuckle.

‘Force of habit,’ I say, running a hand through my hair. I feel exhausted from stress and worry and that constant nagging fear of being tied down forever.

He kneels down in front of me, like he’s going to propose. I smile to myself, remembering how cute and awkward he looked as he took the ring out of his pocket. He takes my hand in one of his, the other still in his pocket.

‘What’s wrong?’ I say. He still has that weird smile on his face. It doesn’t quite meet his eyes.

‘Hear me out,’ he says.

‘Sure.’

‘What you told me about last week…’ he pauses, looking me in the eyes, making sure I’m following.

I am. My body stiffens. What way is this going? Is he about to break up with me? Postpone the wedding? Tell me how much it hurt him that I feel this way?

‘Look,’ he says. ‘It’s like this. I get where you’re coming from. I really do. And I understand. I guess if our roles were reversed, I’d probably feel the same way, you know? Like, doubting myself and wondering if I really am good enough…’

‘No,’ I say, ‘it’s not-’

‘Please,’ he says, cutting me off a gentle squeeze of my hand. ‘Let me finish. I love you, okay? With all my heart. I don’t know if I could live knowing that you feel like this. All I want is for you to be happy.’

My heart starts to race. Tears edge into the corners of my eyes. Where is this going? What is he going to say?

‘So,’ he says, ‘I got you a little something.’

He takes his other hand out of his pocket and holds it up. He clutches a small brown envelope. The address on the front is his workplace.

‘What’s that?’ I say, as confused as I am curious.

‘It’s for you.’

He leans back, still kneeling, watching my face with attentive interest. I take the envelope and turn it over, trying to recognize the fancy, gilded handwriting on the front. The back is sealed with a plain white sticker bearing the letter M
. I slip my finger beneath the seal and break the sticker in two. He watches me closely as I open the flap and peek inside.

I glance up at him, a curious smile on my lips. Inside the envelope is a single piece of gold-colored card. It is small, about the size of a concert ticket.

My fingers tremble a little as I take the card out of the envelope and study it more closely.

In the center of the card are the words, Ladies’ Night
. Printed slightly below this in smaller text are more words. All-Access Exclusive VIP Treatment
. In the top right corner of the ticket is the logo of the Mayfair club.

‘The Mayfair?’ I say, shocked. ‘For real? The actual Mayfair club?’

‘Yes,’ he says, a smile – a real, genuine smile – slowly lighting his face.

‘Holy shit.’

The Mayfair is one of the most exclusive clubs in town, maybe even the whole state. The kind of place that had a waiting list to get on the waiting list for membership. The kind of place that people started queuing outside three days before it opened. Everyone knew someone who knew someone
 who managed to get inside one time and said it was the most incredible night ever. It was a silver-platter, hundred-dollar-champagne kind of club.

It was absolutely not
 the kind of place that sent out tickets in the mail to just anyone.

‘How…’ I say, my eyes misting up as I read the ticket again. ‘How did you get this?’

‘Do you like it?’ he says, that cute, lop-sided aw-shucks
 smile making him look ten years younger.

‘I love it. You know I’ve always wanted to get in that place, just once. But… how?’

‘I asked around,’ he says, shrugging. ‘I heard about this special deal. Every year, the Mayfair hosts a special Ladies’ Night, and if you apply direct to the owners of the club, they consider you for an invitation. Like that one.’

‘It says VIP Treatment
,’ I say, almost overwhelmed by emotion. I love this man. I love him so fucking much.

‘Yeah. We got a week until we getting married. So, I want you to have a good night. Relax. Unwind. Forget about all your worries and let your hair down. Enjoy yourself.’

‘What?’ I glance at the table, looking for something outstanding, some final piece of paper desperately seeking my attention. ‘But… I can’t, I’ve got…’

He touches my cheek and gently turns my face away from the wedding plans.

‘You’re done,’ he says. ‘It’s all done. There’s nothing left to arrange. All you got left is to pick up your dress and show up on the day.’

‘And not fall on my ass in those heels when I’m walking down the aisle.’

‘That too.’ He smiles. God, I love that smile. ‘But that’s a problem for another day. Tonight, I want you to go out and have fun. I want you to have a good night and do whatever you want.’

‘Whatever I want?’ I say. I lean forward and touch my forehead to his. It always calms me down, reminds me of that first night we made love. ‘I can think of a lot of things I want to do.’

‘Then you can do them,’ he says. ‘That ticket will get you in the club. They’ll get you anything you want. Anything.’

‘Mojitos?’ I say. ‘I could really use a drink.’

‘Anything,’ he says again. ‘It’s all for you.’

‘Thank you,’ I say, hugging him tight.

His arms snake around my back and squeeze me just right. He holds me close. I feel safe and warm and loved.

‘What’s the catch?’ I say, my voice soft and dreamlike.

‘No catch,’ he says. ‘It’s tonight, and the ticket is only for you. After that…’

His voice trails off. He hugs me tighter.

‘I love you,’ he says. ‘So much. I don’t… I don’t want you to regret marrying me.’

He hugs me tighter. I return the embrace, about to protest and say that I would never regret marrying him, but our conversation from last week replays in my head.

Darryl kisses my cheek and stands up.

‘So you’ll go?’ he says.

‘Free entry into the Mayfair?’ I say, waving the ticket. ‘Hell yeah. Gonna get me a bottle of that champagne and live the fancy life.’

He smiles and kisses my forehead, ripples of warmth rolling down my spine. He walks out of the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I study the little golden ticket again. I wonder what kind of VIP Treatment they offer? My body tingles with all the possibilities.

****


Part Two:

The Fiancé

I step out of the cab and slip the driver a twenty. I don’t get any change. This was a long trip. The streets are emptying now, the last of the late-night workers heading home. Stores are closing up for the night. Traffic is light. I walk along the boulevard, feeling so out of place. This is the rich part of town. This is where the movers and shakers go to party. People like me get thrown out of places like this.

I glance down at myself. Maybe I look like I fit in. My cocktail dress fits me perfectly, hugging my figure, accentuating my curves, giving me a little lift in all the right places. I feel like a million bucks, even in a part of town where a million is pocket change. My heels clatter on the street as I walk along, trying to find my way to the Mayfair. I’ve only seen it once in real life, when I got lost trying to find a theatre a few years back. The ticket in my bag didn’t say anything about what time to be there. I glance at my watch. Seven. That seems a reasonable time to arrive at a fancy bar. Assuming the Mayfair was
 a fancy bar. It could be a gym, for all I know. Or a strip club. All those stories and rumors might just be false advertising. What would I do then?

Christ, I hope it’s not a strip club. The stripper the girls had gotten me for my bachelorette party was quite enough. I have no desire to see some try-too-hard man with steroid muscles wiggling a half-hearted erection in my face ever again.

I round a corner and see it up ahead, a golden sign on a plain-looking building. The Mayfair
. I pick up the pace. As I near the building, my eyes are drawn to a banner hanging below the sigh. It reads, Annual Ladies’ Night Special
. This is it. I’ve found it. I start walking a little faster, my heels tip-tapping quicker on the sidewalk.

Then I see all the people waiting outside. They stand behind a rope in a long line that already stretches halfway down the block. My heart sinks as I approach. Most of the people in the line look bored and listless, like they’ve already been waiting a long time.

A tough-looking bouncer stands in front of a double door entrance in front of the line. He shifts, looking as bored as the people he watches over. Do I have to wait in this? Maybe I won’t be seeing the inside after all. The bouncer at the head of the line watches me as I approach him.

‘Is this the line to get in?’ I say.

He chuckles, shakes his head.

‘This is the line for tickets,’ he says. ‘For next year’s party. Gotta go to the back, toots. Maybe you’ll get one, if you wait long enough.’

I reach into my bag and pull out the little golden ticket. The bouncer’s eyes widen and he stiffens in surprise. I see several faces in the line suddenly snap in my direction, eyes drawn to the gold-colored card in my hand.

‘I apologize, miss,’ the bouncer says. ‘I didn’t realize you were a VIP client.’

I look down at the ticket, unsure how to react. People seem to know what this is. Why don’t I? I’ve never heard of the VIP treatment.

Voices rise from the queue of people nearby, drawing my attention. Some of them point at me. I hear people gasping and asking where they can get one, too.

‘I’ll give you a thousand dollars for that ticket!’ a woman shouts from the line. ‘Right now!’ She holds up a wad of bills.

Another woman reaches her hand out towards me, desperately trying to grab at the ticket. People surge forward from behind the rope, straining to get closer to me. The bouncer steps between me and the crowd, facing me.

‘We’d better get you inside,’ he says.

‘Is this worth a thousand dollars?’ I say, confused. Did Darryl spend that much on me, just for one night in a club? It didn’t make any sense. He didn’t say it cost anything.

‘That,’ the bouncer says, putting an arm around my shoulders and guiding me towards the black double entrance doors, ‘is worth a hell of a lot more than a thousand dollars.’

He rings a bell to the side of the door, looks down at me. He must read something in my face.

‘Don’t worry,’ he says, ‘your man didn’t spend any money on that.’

This only confuses me further.

‘Then how did he get it?’ I say.

‘He would have presented his case to the owners. They would have voted in his favor.’

I look at the gold ticket again. The crowd is growing restless, straining to get near us. Everyone else seems to know what this is. Everyone but me.

‘What is it for?’ I say.

‘The best night of your life.’

The doors open from the inside. There is a perfectly-dressed man waiting inside. He wears a polite expression of servitude and looks a little older than Darryl. He looks like the perfect butler. His suit looks like it cost more than my apartment. The reception area looks like it cost more than my whole building.

‘Good evening,’ he says in a perfectly crisp tone. ‘May I see your ticket?’

I hold it out for him, trying not to marvel at the interior décor. Is that a chandelier?

‘Thank you,’ he says, taking the ticket. He folds a corner, tears it off. He hands it back to me.

‘Do I still need it?’ I ask.

‘A keepsake,’ he says. ‘A reminder of your time with us.’

I put the ticket back in my bag.

‘My name is Thomas,’ he says, and then pauses, expecting a reply.

‘Amber,’ I say. ‘I’m Amber.’

‘Would you like to follow me, Amber?’ he says. Then he turns and starts walking through the reception area. I hurry to follow, hearing the entrance doors close behind us, cutting off the protests of the people outside in the line. We pass a ticket booth, with a perfectly dressed, middle-aged woman sitting behind it. Thomas puts the torn piece of the ticket on the counter below the window.

‘Meredith, this is Amber,’ he says to the woman.

‘A pleasure,’ she says, nodding to me with genuine warmth.

‘Amber has the VIP ticket this evening,’ Thomas says.

‘Lucky Amber,’ Meredith says, smiling at me.

I have the feeling that there is a joke I’m not getting.

‘What, um, what is all this?’ I say, feeling very stupid for having to ask.

But Thomas acts as if my confusion is the most normal thing in the world.

‘The VIP ticket is granted to one woman,’ he says. ‘And only one. Once a year, the club hosts a special evening gala, the Ladies’ Night. The VIP ticket is granted to one woman, and she has the run of the entire club. Nowhere is off-limits, everything is free. Whatever you want is yours. Just snaps your fingers.’

He snaps his digits to demonstrate.

‘I’d like a mojito,’ I say, half-laughing.

Thomas speaks into his watch like a secret agent on TV.

‘Amber would like a mojito.’ He drops his hands again. ‘Would you like a tour?’

I nod. I’m not used to all this service. I look like a million bucks, but these guys look like a billion
 dollars. And there’s not a hint of judgement from them. They look at me as though I always come here. As though I belong here.

Thomas leads me through the reception area to a large door covered with complex engravings and golden framing. It looks like the kind of door you’d need gloves to open. The kind of door that’s more art installation than entrance. He opens the door and motions me inside. Noise and music wash over me like a wave. There are low disco lights overhead. The room is half-lit with flashing, pulsing, colorful lights, and crowded with bodies, even at this early hour of the evening. I can see people on the dancefloor, writhing and swaying to the pounding music. They’re all women. Everyone in the club tonight is a woman and they all look beautiful. I feel underdressed. The bar is packed with waiting customers. Through the gloom and the flashing lights, I catch a glimpse of the staff. They are all men. They are all shirtless. And they are all impossibly muscular, like guys from an underwear advertisement. The strippers at my bachelorette party had nothing
 on these guys. These guys are real, absolutely real, not steroid muscle, but actual workout bulk. They look solidly packed, but still flexible, and they carry it well.

‘Holy shit,’ I say, the words lost in the music. I had never seen any man built like that before, not in real life. I didn’t believe guys like that actually existed. But there they were, serving drinks behind the bar, picking up empty glasses from the few tables in the club, dancing with excited women on the floor, all smiling and happy to be there.

‘It’s Ladies’ Night,’ Thomas says loudly, over the music. ‘Our clients expect a certain… atmosphere.’ He gestures to a group of women, all dancing with one beefy-looking hunk of a man. He seems to love the attention as each woman touches his sculpted chest and washboard abs.

Thomas leads me over to the bar first. I think that we’re going to wait behind the mass of people, but he stands to one side, by the service hatch, raises his hand. Immediately the nearest shirtless bartender stops what he is doing and come to us. The bartender hands a cocktail glass to Thomas. It’s filled with green liquid, crushed ice, mint leaves, and has a thin pink straw poking over the rim.

‘Your mojito,’ say Thomas, speaking loud over the music.

I take the glass in an unsteady hand, unable to take my eyes from the gorgeous man who made it.

‘Thank you,’ I say. My eyes drop to his incredible body and I have to supress the urge to sigh with desire. This statue of a man made me this drink. The bartender nods, smiles, returns to his other customers.

Thomas steps away. I follow him around the edge of the dancefloor, up to a raised seating area that overlooks the DJ booth, taking a sip of my drink. The mojito is as perfect as the bartender’s body. Fresh, strong, tasty. I could easily spend the night drinking these. Then I have a dawning realization that I probably won’t be able to afford to drink these all night.

‘How much is this?’ I say in Thomas’s ear.

‘On the house,’ he says.

‘Oh.’ Then I think about it. ‘Well, how much is the next one? I mean, how much are these usually?’

‘For you,’ he says, ‘no charge. You have the VIP ticket – to do whatever and go wherever you want. You are welcome to anything and everything. And when you are ready to go home, our driver will take you there himself.’

I stop moving. Thomas keeps going another few steps before he realizes. He turns and waits for me. I look around. This club is more like a palace. Everything looks like it cost way more than it needs to. The tables and chairs are perfectly crafted, probably handmade. The padded leather seats look like they were designed by angels. There’s a chandelier hanging over the dancefloor that wouldn’t look out of place on the Titanic. Even the DJ is some muscular Atlas-figure. The club is full of women. They laugh, shriek, take photos with the staff. I see a few bachelorette parties. I see a few women in dresses that cost more than my car. I begin to feel desperately out of place. Why am I here? Why did Darryl give me a ticket for this place? Why am I alone? I should be with friends, sitting in the corner with a couple of luminous cocktails, shrieking at the washboard abs of the Adonis-like serving staff.

Thomas returns to my side.

‘I imagine you probably have several questions,’ he says over the music and the shrieks of delighted women. ‘If you would like to come with me, I will do my best to answer them.’

He leads me over to an ornate golden door at one side of the club’s main chamber. The golden doors, I notice, are the same color as the ticket in my bag. There is a large man standing next to the doors. Like all the other men in the room, he too is shirtless and nearby groups of girls are taking their photos next to him, or trying to touch his perfect torso. Unlike all the other men in the room, he isn’t moving closer to the clientele. He’s staying right by the door. He isn’t here for entertainment, he’s guarding that door.

‘This is Amber,’ Thomas says to the man over the music, leaning in to be heard and gesturing back to me.

The man nods to me, a smile on his face.

‘Amber has the VIP ticket this evening,’ Thomas says.

The man smiles at me. It is a warm smile. A friendly one. It makes me feel welcome in this strange, opulent place. He nods again, his fiery eyes catching the flashing disco lights.

Thomas opens the golden door and gestures me through. One of the women in a nearby group breaks away and tries to follow us through. The man at the door moves for the first time, blocks her path with one powerful arm. The woman laughs and shrieks in delight.

I step through the door after Thomas. It closes behind us without making a sound. The pulsing music is a little muted on this side of the door. Must be some great sound-proofing around here.

‘This is the VIP area,’ Thomas says.

‘VIP?’ I say.

‘Absolutely,’ Thomas says. ‘You get all the benefits we have to offer. Including exclusive access to the VIP room. Consider all of us at your personal command tonight, Amber.’

I follow him up a staircase to a single door at the top. A plaque is mounted on the door. It reads, VIP only
.

Thomas holds the door open. I walk past him into the room. We’re in a beautiful, lavish room above the club. Along one wall are large windows looking down over the dancefloor. I can see all the women down there, partying, enjoying themselves. I can’t hear anything. Even though I know the music is loud and the women are louder, I can’t hear a sound from outside.

‘Soundproofed,’ Thomas says, as if reading my mind. ‘Inside and out. And that’s one-way glass. We can see them, but they can’t see us.’

I look away from the windows, to the rest of the space. It resembles what I imagine a sultan’s bedroom would look like. Pillows, comfortable couches, soft rugs, blankets. The smell of incense is in the air. Low lighting gives the room a sleepy, seductive atmosphere. It’s the kind of room in which you could relax forever. My local spa could learn a thing or two from this. I’ve been standing here for less than a minute and already I feel a weight being lifted off my shoulders. If I could sit here and order drinks for the rest of my life…

‘Would you like to take a seat?’ Thomas’s voice interrupts my thoughts. He indicates the couch in the middle of the room. I take a seat, almost sink right down into it. It’s more a giant marshmallow than a couch. It’s more comfortable than my own bed.

Thomas walks around behind me. I hear a soft click
 in the quiet of the room. Then a projector sparks into life somewhere on the wall behind me. Suddenly the room is filled with bright light as the projector throws an image against the wall opposite me. My breath catches in my throat.

Darryl.

A still image of my fiancé fills the wall. He faces the camera dead on. Not quite looking directly at the lens. His eyes are looking off to one side, at the person behind the camera.

Then the still image begins to move. Sound flows out of hidden speakers in the room around me. Darryl’s voice floods my ears.

‘I would like to apply my fiancé for the VIP ticket,’ he says. Something is different about him. Usually he’s so confident, so commanding. But he seems meek, shy. As if in deference to the person he’s facing, the one behind the camera.

‘Your fiancé?’ I can hear the voice of the person behind the camera crystal clear. It’s a man’s voice. Silky smooth. No rough edges. ‘Tell me about her.’

‘Her name is Amber,’ Darryl says. His face is the size of a wall. I can see every little detail of his expression. The way his lips curl into an unconscious smile when he says my name. The way his eyes glance slightly off to the left as he recalls details about me. The way his cheeks get ever-so-slightly red as he describes me to the stranger. ‘She’s my fiancé. She’s perfect. Dark hair. Amazing eyes. She – we met a few years ago. I was in a band. I was a wild boy, you know, partying, drinking, girls. She was in college. The first time we met, I, uh, made a fool of myself.’

I blush, glance down at the floor, remembering that first conversation. I’m a… uh… virgin
.

‘She’s so kind, so caring, so gentle,’ Darryl says, his voice growing in confidence as he tells the stranger about me. ‘She works really hard, not just for herself, but for other people too. She’ll do anything for anyone. She’d give away her last dollar if someone else needed it more.’

‘She sounds lovely,’ the stranger says. His voice is so dry that I can’t tell if he’s being sarcastic or not.

‘She is,’ Darryl replies.

‘What does this have to do with the VIP ticket?’ the voice says.

‘We’re getting married in less than two weeks,’ Darryl says, ‘and recently she told me she was scared. Worried, even.’

I frown. I start to wonder where this is going. What is Darryl about to say to this man?

‘She has only ever been with one man,’ Darryl says. ‘She’s only ever been with me. And she’s worried that she might regret it, you know?’

‘I understand,’ the stranger says.

‘I’ve been in a band,’ Darryl says. ‘I’ve been around, you know? I’ve had my wild and crazy days and I’ve slept around and now I’ve grown up. But she… she has never done that. She was busy making something of herself. She wanted to concentrate on her education and get a decent job. She wanted to be good and work hard, so she never had that experience. She missed out on her wild and crazy days.’

His eyes begin to shine with tears. He’s getting emotional. I didn’t realize that my confession had affected him this much.

‘I don’t want her to resent me,’ he says. He starts to slow down as he speaks, choosing his words carefully, voice cloudy with emotion. ‘I don’t want her to grow old with me and wish things had been different. I don’t want her to have those regrets, or wish that she hadn’t married me. I love her so much. I can’t… imagine my life without her.’

He falls silent. A long moment passes before the other man speaks.

‘And you think that… Amber … is more deserving of the VIP ticket than any of the others who have asked for it?’

Darryl nods.

‘You are aware of what the VIP ticket involves?’

Darryl nods again.

‘And do you think Amber will make use of the services offered at our establishment?’ The man’s voice is still soft, but there’s hint of curiosity in his tone now.

‘Maybe,’ Darryl says with a shrug of his shoulders. ‘But all I can do is give her the choice. Maybe she’ll go for it. Maybe she won’t. But I can’t… I don’t want to worry every day we’re married, that she’s wishing things had been different. I don’t want her to look at me and see nothing but her regrets. All I can do is give her the chance.’

‘Please look into the camera and recite your statement.’

Darryl’s eyes look directly at the camera. Directly at me, in the lush, comfortable room above the dancefloor.

‘Amber,’ he says in a slightly robotic voice, like he’s reading from a card behind the camera. ‘I love you. This ticket is for you. For anything you want to do. Anything at all. I give you my permission to do whatever you would like, no questions, no judgements, no problems. I don’t want you to regret marrying me. I don’t want you to resent me for the life I lead before we met. I want you to use this opportunity to live out all your fantasies. No regrets.’

He glances back at the stranger sitting off-camera.

‘Thank you,’ the voice says.

The video stops. Thomas clicks
 the projector off. The light snaps off, plunging the room into seductive semi-darkness again.

Thomas steps around the couch and stands before me.

‘This room is yours,’ he says. ‘This club is yours. For anything you want.’

‘To do what?’ I say, even though I have a sneaking suspicion that I already know the answer.

‘Like your fiancé said,’ Thomas says, ‘no regrets.’

He gestures with his hand. I hear movement behind me. Four men step out of the shadows at the back of the room. They stand to attention in front of me, easy smiles on their faces. Like the men on the floor below, they are all shirtless, their perfect, sculpted torsos gleaming in the half light. One of the men is black, taller, more muscular than the others. He is bald and his white teeth gleam between his dark lips. Two of the others are white, a blonde and a brunette. The other guy is Latino, with beautiful olive skin and dark hair. The other three are less muscular than the black guy, but they would make all the muscle-heads at my gym do a jealous double-take. I feel like I’ve been called on stage with the Chippendales.

‘These men,’ Thomas says, ‘are at your personal disposal. In fact, every man in this building is at your personal disposal. It is entirely up to you. No pressure. No conditions. Your VIP treatment expires when the establishment closes at five tomorrow morning. Until then…’ Thomas moves to the door. He opens it and steps through. ‘…no regrets.’

He closes the door silently, leaving me in the seductive semi-darkness with four handsome, half-naked men.

****

I look up at the four men before me. They still smile at me in that easy, carefree way, like they’re happy to see me. I find it weirdly relaxing. Like I’m in the company of friends.

‘So,’ I say, ‘how does this work? Do I order drinks from you, or what?’

‘If you like,’ says the blonde man. ‘My name is Craig.’

‘I’m Jack,’ says the brunette.

‘Daniel,’ the Latino says.

‘Call me TC,’ says the black man.

‘Amber,’ I say, even though they probably already know who I am. My heart is racing. I don’t know what to make of this. My fiancé gave me a ticket to go to the most exclusive club in town and… what? To throw myself at these men? Is that how it’s supposed to work? I just snap my fingers and order them to… pleasure me?

I raise the mojito to my lips again, take a long drink. My hand shakes slightly, the ice tinkling in the glass, and I realize just how nervous I am about this. The whole situation seems so strange, so unreal, like it’s happening to someone else in a vivid dream.

‘So, let me get this straight,’ I say, taking the glass from my lips and swallowing a particularly strong mouthful of liquid. ‘My fiancé gave me a ticket to, what, to sleep with any of you?’

Craig shakes his head.

‘No,’ he says, ‘he gave you a ticket for VIP treatment. And we are here to please you, if you desire.’

‘Or not, actually,’ says Jack. ‘We don’t have to do anything. You wave your hand, we’ll leave you alone. You could do whatever you want.’

‘But the point is,’ says Daniel, interrupting, ‘that your fiancé has given his permission for you to experience your wildest, naughtiest fantasies. No questions asked. No jealousy. No strings.’

‘You don’t have to do nothing,’ TC says, his dark face lighting up with happy memories. ‘Last year, we had a woman who wanted to be massaged all night. That was all. She enjoyed herself.’

‘The year before,’ Jack says, ‘a woman wanted us naked and serving her. She sat on my back and ate food from Craig’s stomach.’

My face flushes. Thankfully, the room is too dark for them to see. I drain the last of my mojito, enjoying the warm, tingly feeling spreading throughout my body. I’m not sure what’s affecting me more, the alcohol, or these gorgeous men telling me they are here to serve me. My mind reels with possibilities. I could get them to paint my toenails. Or I could make them dance for me.


Or I could have sex with them all
.

That thought causes exciting, tense heat to start burning in the pit of my belly. I try to ignore it, but I love it. I thought only Darryl could make me feel that delicious heat… guess I was wrong.

‘Amber,’ says TC, stepping forward. He drops to his knees in front of me and places his warm, dark hands over mine. I marvel at how much larger his hands are than mine. My breath catches in my chest at the feel of his skin on mine, the sight of my pale hand swallowed by his dark palms. ‘Your fiancé loves you very much. So much that he petitioned the owners of this club for you to receive the VIP ticket – the one and only
 VIP ticket, offered exactly once a year, to one woman the board feels truly deserving of an experience like this.’

I gape at him, trying to form words, but I’ve forgotten how to language.

‘I know this is a lot to take in,’ TC says, continuing, ‘but nobody is gonna to make your mind up for you. Nobody is gonna to tell you what to do here. It’s all your choice.’

‘I… I just…’ I say, trying to think clearly. This is a lot to take in. The club, the offer, the men, Darryl, everything. ‘I’ve only ever been with one man.’

‘Yes,’ says Jack. He kneels down next to TC and puts his hands on my knee. Two men are now touching me. A thrill runs through my body. The heat in my stomach burns hotter. ‘And your fiancé told the owners. Your fiancé loves you so much, he doesn’t want you to spend every day regretting being married to him because you didn’t experience more of life’s little pleasures. Do you understand?’

I feel a sudden stab of sadness. I shouldn’t have told Darryl how I felt. I should have kept it all inside. Kept it bottled up. Gotten married to him. Lived as his wife. Pushed my feelings deep down inside me and never thought about it again.

‘Amber,’ says Daniel, standing behind the two men kneeling before me. ‘Everyone has regrets. Everyone has doubts. Not everyone gets permission from the man they love to do something about that.’

‘Nobody is going to make you do anything,’ Craig says, stepping to Daniel’s side. ‘Least of all us. If you want us, we’re here. If not, that’s cool too. We can serve you drinks and dance with you and escort you anywhere you want to go, or we can leave you alone if that’s what you want. Heck, we’ll call you a cab if you want to go home, that’s also fine. But you should know that you will never get this opportunity again. Not from this club, not from us, and probably not from your fiancé either.’

I run a hand over my face. I feel tears pricking the corners of my eyes. Why do I feel like this? So confused, so conflicted? Did I guilt Darryl into doing this? Did I pressure him into feeling like he had to do something like this, something grand and bold like this?

‘Can I think about it?’ I say. ‘I’m sorry, I just… this is all so sudden and so strange. I don’t know what to make of this, I really don’t.’

‘Of course,’ TC says. He lets go of my hands and stands up Jack follows suit. All four men step back, giving me plenty of space. ‘This room is entirely yours. Only you can come up here. We’ll be at your beck and call the moment you decide what to do.’

I stand up on shaking legs and straighten my dress. I walk to the exit door and carefully make my way downstairs, to the club floor. I feel lightheaded. I feel confused. I feel like the mojito is affecting me.

I step out onto the main club floor. The man guarding the door to the restricted area smiles at me. A couple of women seated nearby see me walk through the door. Their mouths open in a wide O of surprise. They quickly stand up and walk towards me.

‘What’s it like up there?’ one says. Her eyes sparkle in the light of the club.

‘We’ve never been up there,’ says the other. They are both talking loudly, almost shouting, to be heard over the music. ‘I heard it’s full
 of men and you can do whatever you want with them! Is it true?’

‘Uh… yeah, kinda,’ I say. I have no idea what these women want with me.

‘Oh wow
!’ says the first woman. ‘That is so hot
! I’d love to go up there.’

‘Me too,’ says the other. ‘My husband doesn’t even touch
 me these days, what I wouldn’t give to have a roomful of guys!’

‘Would you excuse me?’ I say, ‘I need to get a drink.’

The woman part and let me walk through, still loudly discussing what they would do with a room filled with men. I take three steps and the music drowns them out. I walk back across the main room, looking around me, watching the women dance with the gorgeous muscular men, seeing the delight on their faces, the joy of being so close to a perfect male figure.

I walk past the bar and open the door into the reception area. The door falls shut behind me and the music is immediately quietened. I can think here. I can collect myself.

The first thing to do is talk to Darryl. I take my phone out of my bag and call him. He answers on the first ring.

‘How’s it going?’ he says.

‘You got me a ticket to sleep around?’ I say, sounding more incredulous than I feel.

‘No, no, baby, no,’ he says. ‘You told me how you felt the other day. You said you had worries, doubts.’

‘Yeah,’ I say, ‘but this…’

‘If you don’t want to, you don’t have to,’ he says. ‘Just have a few drinks, enjoy yourself. I just thought, you know…’

‘Thought what?’

‘The least I could do is give you the choice,’ he says. ‘I love you so much. The last thing I want is for you to have any regrets about marrying me.’

‘I love you too.’

‘I have to go,’ he says. ‘Whatever you decide to do – just don’t regret it, okay?’

‘Okay.’

He hangs up. The phone clicks in my ear. I slip the handset into my bag again and lean against the wall, rubbing my face.

‘It’s not that bad here, is it?’

I turn in the direction of the voice. It’s the woman from the reception desk, Meredith. She holds a cocktail glass filled with more familiar green liquid.

‘I got you a mojito,’ she says. ‘If you want another, that is.’

‘Thank you,’ I say and take the glass.

‘Something on your mind?’ she says, taking position next to me, leaning back on the wall.

‘A lot of things,’ I say. ‘All this, for starters. Turns out that my fiancé has given me a ticket to some kind of freaky sex club.’

Meredith laughs.

‘It’s not really that kind of place,’ she says. ‘Only one woman, once a year, gets to enjoy the privileges of our VIP experience.’

‘Everyone keeps saying that,’ I say. ‘Everyone keeps talking about it like it’s some big deal. Is it really?’

‘I’ll say’, Meredith says. ‘It’s a hell of thing, getting that ticket. Men can apply all year round for a woman they feel deserves to it most. Your man must have made a valid case for you to be the winner.’

‘He told them how I feel,’ I say, taking a sip of my drink. God, it tastes fantastic. Easily the best mojito of my life, and I’ve been to Mexico.

‘And how do you feel?’ she says.

‘We’re getting married next week,’ I say.

‘Congratulations.’

‘And he’s the only man I’ve ever been with.’

‘How sweet.’

‘He was a guitarist in a band,’ I say. ‘He’s done the whole bad boy thing, probably had a hundred girls, I don’t know, I’ve never asked him.’

‘And you feel like you’ve missed out?’ Meredith says.

I say nothing. Just take a long swallow on the mojito.

‘May I offer my two cents?’ Meredith says.

I raise my glass.

‘You remind me of myself,’ she says. ‘I was like you when I was young. I had a lot of stuff going on. I wanted to do this and that and boys were just a distraction. I met a man, a wonderful man, and we got married. And then we grew up together and I realized one day that this was it. This was my life. I would wake up with him and I would go to sleep with him and no matter how much I loved him, it didn’t change the fact that I now felt trapped with him. The ring on my finger got heavier each day, little by little, until I started picking fights with him, just for the sake of arguing.’

I watch her face over the rim of the glass. Most of the mojito is gone now. I feel very warm and tingly inside.

‘It got a little bit worse, day by day,’ she says. ‘I made it worse. I thought if I could get a little bit of space, a little bit of freedom, that things would be alright. I was wrong. By the time he left me, I was too old to enjoy any of it.’

She turns to face me, puts a hand on my shoulder.

‘What I guess I’m trying to say,’ she says, ‘is that you only get one chance at life. I had a thousand regrets from before I was married, a thousand boys I turned down because I was too busy for them. But I have so many more
 regrets now. If I could do it all again, I would, believe me. That’s just my two cents anyway. If I was in your shoes, they wouldn’t get me out of this club even if they had to pry my hands off the door.’

She smiles at me and walks back over to the empty reception counter.

I stay where I am for a long moment, finishing the drink, thinking over what she just said.

Then I make up my mind.

****

‘You came back,’ Craig says, half surprised, half delighted. He looks up from his space on one of the couches and breaks into a broad smile.

I set my glass down on a small table – my third mojito, I grabbed another for a bit of liquid courage on the way over here – and nod. The three other men turn to face me from their positions at the windows. I feel nervous, excited, and slightly drunk. It’s a good feeling.

‘I, uh…’ I say, trying to plan some kind of speech, wondering what I should be saying. ‘Okay, I want this. I wanna… yeah.’

I do. I really do. I’m not sure what tipped me over the edge, if it was the way Darryl spoke to me, urging me to at least consider this, or if it was Meredith’s story. Either way, I don’t want to grow old wishing I could come back to this night. How many women get an offer like this – with the permission of their fiancé, no less? I’d be crazy to turn this down because I was nervous, or scared, or unsure of myself. I have to take this chance with both hands. I don’t want to wake up tomorrow and every other day wondering what could have been.

Craig stands up. The four men step a little closer to me, forming a line.

‘I… I want this,’ I say, my voice trembling. Why is it so hard for me to ask for what I want here? I clear my throat and try again ‘I want you all to fuck me.’

TC gives a wolfish grin. The other three nod.

‘Would you like us one at a time?’ asks Daniel.

‘Or all at once?’ asks Jack.

Oh God, I haven’t even thought about how we were going to do this. With two delicious – and very strong – mojitos in me, I’m starting to find it hard to focus. All I really know for certain is that I am excited and nervous. My heart is beating hard in anticipation, while I can feel a thrilling tingle in my intimate areas. I don’t even know how to ask for what I want here. Whenever Darryl and I make love, we already know what we want, how we like it, what to do. We never need to stop and ask questions, or talk about how it’s going to happen. It just does
. Do I need to give these guys instructions, or requests?

‘Gentlemen,’ TC says, stepping forward from the rough line. ‘Amber is kinda nervous. After all, she’s only been with one man before. Maybe we should take the lead here?’ He turns to me now. ‘Would you like that, Amber? Would you like us to take the lead?’

I try to speak, but my throat is dry. God, I’m so nervous, but so excited. I nod, biting my lip.

‘If you want us to stop, at any time, for any reason,’ TC continues, ‘all you need to do is say enough
. Understood?’

I nod again, eagerly.

‘Gentlemen,’ TC says. The men surround me on all sides.

And my life changes forever.

****

Two men kiss my neck, one each side. I close my eyes and tilt my head back and sigh up to the heavens. It feels sensational
. The other two men begin to run their hands across my body, gently exploring the feel of me in this killer dress. They gently grope, feel, caress me, touching my breasts, my ass, my thighs. I sigh again. This is divine. This is what a goddess feels like.

‘Enough,’ I say.

The men immediately stop. They take a step back on all sides, standing to attention, hands behind their back.

‘Oh, wow,’ I say. I have the power to make them stop at any point. I love this. I feel like I can do anything right now – and that fact is almost as intoxicatingly erotic as the feel of these four men pressing in on me.

‘Carry on,’ I say.

The men step back into position, almost exactly where they were a second before.

‘Oh my God
,’ I moan. I don’t know if I’ve ever felt this sexy before, this wanted, this loved. I can almost hear Sue in my head, from all those years ago… Who are you, and what have you done with Amber?


Daniel is kissing the right side of my neck. He trails his lips up towards my cheek. I turn my face to his and kiss him on the lips. Daniel is now the second man I have ever kissed. I marvel at the feel of his lips, the shape of his tongue, the taste of his mouth. How strange it seems that men should be so different. I never thought a kiss would change from man to man. It feels good. It feels wrong. Darryl’s face swims before my mind. Is this what he wanted?

No – is this what I want?

I break the kiss, breathless, my body trembling, feeling their hands caress my body in a careful, controlled way, not like a group of horny teenagers, but as considerate men. Not pawing at me, but exploring me. Not ravishing me, but unwrapping me. My whole body tingles from a million different sensations at once. Lips, hands, mouths, palms. Gliding. Stroking. Caressing. Sucking. Touching.

I feel a pair of hands move around to my back, to the zip on my dress. I bite my lip to supress a gasp as the zip moves down, falling across my body with ease and skill, opening and exposing my bare skin. Each of the men grabs a part of the dress and in one movement the fabric is falling to the floor, leaving me in the middle of the group in just my underwear. My firm nipples press against the cups of my bra, begging for freedom, begging to feel the lips of these skilled, powerful men. My sex burns with dull, erotic heat, begging to feel everything
.

Daniel and Jack continue to kiss my neck from each side as TC and Craig kneel down beside me and kiss my thighs. A gasp of sheer, electric delight escapes my lips.

‘I think she likes that,’ Daniel says.

‘Yes,’ I say, finding it hard to breathe, ‘yes, I love that. More!’

TC and Craig oblige, their lips gently teasing my thighs, carefully working up and inwards. I can feel their hot breath through the thin material of my panties.

‘Holy shit,’ I say, ‘I’m so wet right now.’

‘You like us taking control?’ Jack says.

‘Oh, God, yes,’ I say, and gasp again as TC plants a kiss on my panties, right over my freshly shaved mound.

‘Good,’ he says.

Daniel steps around behind me now. He grabs me by the wrists and pulls my arms behind my back, like a cop making an arrest, only without the cuffs. He holds me like that, his prisoner. Jack slips a hand around my throat, gently squeezing, making me feel so powerless, so helpless. I have never been so turned on in my life. I know that one word from my lips will stop this. All I have to do is say the word.

But I don’t want to stop this. I’ve never experienced this before. Darryl is a good lover, but he’s gentle, caring, attentive. These men have made it clear that this is going to be very, very different. Their hot breath feels so good on my skin. Their bodies feel so firm and powerful against mine. Their hands and lips and fingers feel like heaven.

Craig’s fingers hook the edges of my panties. A brief, sharp pull, and they’re gone, fallen to the floor, exposing my shaved mound and soft, wet, intimate lips to these men. The thrill of being handled like this is unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. This is beyond fantasy. Beyond pleasure. This is something entirely new.

‘We’re going to fuck you,’ Daniel says, whispering in my ear from behind. ‘Good and hard. You like the sound of that?’

A little noise escapes my lips. A whimper or a purr, I can’t tell.

‘Good,’ he says. Then he grabs both my wrists in one strong hand and holds them together behind my back. His free hand snakes around my front and starts to cup and caress my breasts. Jack continues to gently squeeze my throat while he kisses and nibbles my neck. I can feel TC and Craig kissing my thighs, slowly working their way towards my yearning sex.

‘Do you think we should taste her?’ TC says.

‘I’m not sure she’s earned it yet,’ Daniel says, slipping his hand inside my bra and squeezing my hot, firm flesh.

‘Please,’ I say, just managing to get the word out without moaning like a wanton whore.

Craig stands up in front of me, a smile on his lips. He looks me up and down, his helpless, willing victim.

‘You want us to pleasure you?’ he says. ‘No, no, I don’t think so. You told us to take control. So that’s exactly what we’re going to do.’

‘On your knees,’ Daniel whispers into my ear. He lets go of my breasts and wrists. Jack lets go of my throat. TC stands up as well. All the men have bulges tenting their pants. That was me. I did that. I get them all so excited. I’m nervous as hell, but I can’t stop. There’s no way I’m backing out of this now. There’s no way I’m going to make them stop, either. Darryl could come in here right now and I wouldn’t be able to stop this from happening.

I obey and sink to my knees, naked but for my bra. They surround me, all watching me with smiles on their handsome faces. Each man is sculpted and lean. The soft lighting in the room casts little shadows across their firm abs and thick arm muscles. My eyes are drawn to the growing bulges in their pants – bulges that look bigger than Darryl’s. My lips tingle at both ends. I look up at Craig, the man right in front of me, and reach up for his zipper. He bats my hands away with a firm but gentle swat.

‘You didn’t ask,’ he says.

‘Please,’ I say.

‘Convince me.’

‘Please
. I need it.’

‘I’ll allow it.’

My fingers fly to his zipper with a speed I didn’t know they possessed. I unzip him quickly and reach inside. I can feel his thick, hard length, coiled inside his shorts, ready to leap out and take me. I shiver as I run my fingers along his manhood and it occurs to me that this is only the second man I have ever touched like this. A naughty thrill runs through me as I gently prize apart the flap in Craig’s shorts and slowly ease him free. My breath catches in my throat when I see his length for the first time. He is bigger than Darryl, and thicker too. I’ll never admit that to Darryl, though. A small part of me wonders if this guy’s length will even fit inside me. I feel like a virgin again, facing down a man’s hard length for the first time.

Around me, the other three unzip their pants and ease their hard members free. My eyes open wide as I realize that this is very, very real. This is really happening. All four of these men are going to have their way with me – and I desperately
 want it, too. I can feel the warmth of my sex on my thighs. I must be wetter than I’ve ever been before. I want them to take me so badly, but I want to play their game as well. I’ve never had a man control me before and it’s exciting to feel powerless like this.

I marvel at the four men on offer. Craig, Jack, and Daniel are all around the same size, but varying in thickness. TC, however… there is a truth in the old saying about black men. He was at least a good inch longer than the other guys, and thicker, too. I take a deep breath and move my head towards the first man, Craig.

He sighs, looking down at me as I take him inside my mouth, feeling his hard length slide along my tongue. I purr as the tip of his shaft touches the back of my throat. I love the feeling of power I get from pleasuring a man with my mouth. I love driving my lover wild with the slightest flick of my tongue, or the softest movement of my lips. I look up into Craig’s clear, smiling eyes as he studies me.

‘Fuck,’ he says, ‘she’s good at this, guys.’

I moan a little in the back of my throat. The encouragement spurs me on. I have a burning need to show them how good I am. All of them!

Strong hands grab my arms from each side. Jack and TC guide my hands towards their firm, throbbing lengths. I gently take hold of them both, and marvel at how different they each feel. Jack’s cock has a slight upwards curve and thick, ridged veins running along the underside, while TC’s member is the epitome of big black cock, fat and firm and dead straight. With one man in each hand and Craig’s delicious manhood still sliding in and out of my mouth, I feel so perfectly dirty, so naughty, so wild. I am the perfect slut. I moan again and Craig sighs.

‘Come on, girl,’ TC says. ‘Show us what you can do.’

I start to stroke the two of them together, enthusiastically, my fingers barely able to grasp TC’s huge black shaft, while I bob my head back and forth, feeling Craig’s throbbing shaft moving back and forth across my tongue. I slowly start to get faster in my movements. I moan again. I can feel the incredible heat spreading between my legs. I want them. All of them!

I feel a pair of hands touching my back, unhooking my bra. The restraints fall free, my breasts spilling out. The hands immediately cup and squeeze and pinch my nipples, making me moan. I let go of the men for long enough to throw the bra aside.

‘That’s good,’ Craig said. ‘You look so beautiful with a cock in your mouth.’

Jack leans in and places his hand behind my head. He pulls me towards him. I get the hint and allow him to guide my lips to his own member. Daniel steps in now and takes my free hand, guides it to his own firm cock. I grip it gently and begin stroking. I still have TC’s impossibly thick cock in my other hand. Part of me is a little scared of it. He’s so big, so thick. He even feels heavy
 in my hand. Is that normal?

‘Fuck,’ Jack sighs, as I take his curved shaft all the way to the back of my throat. ‘She is
 good at this.’

‘Imagine how good her pussy’s going to feel,’ Craig says.

I moan again. This can’t be real. Any second now, I’m going to wake up at home. Any second now. Any second.

‘I want a turn,’ Daniel says. I forgot about him. I was so busy enjoying the other three, I forgot about the extra man. He places his hand on the back of my head and guides my lips towards his throbbing manhood. Craig starts to take the rest of his clothes off, smiling down at me as I moan and groan and begin to enthusiastically suck Daniel’s hard cock. I’m so horny, so wet, so desperate for these men to fuck me. I want it so badly. I never thought I would ever want something like this. This is for wild girls, for party girls, for bad girls… I’m a good girl. At least, I always thought I was.

‘I think she likes it,’ TC says.

I look up at him and nod, flicking my tongue over the sensitive head of Daniel’s hard length. I can feel it pulsing against my tongue, yearning for release inside my mouth. I want it, too. I want to taste him, to feel his hot, sticky spend crash against the back of my throat.

The others start to fondle me, groping my breasts, gently pushing on the back of my head, forcing Daniel’s cock deeper into my throat. I moan again, wildly now, like I was born to do this.

‘My turn,’ TC says.

Daniel eases his length out of my mouth. I marvel at how slick and shiny my tongue has made his member. Then I collect myself and turn to face TC. He smiles down at me.

‘Don’t be scared, girl,’ he says. ‘I ain’t gonna bite.’

I grip his manhood in both hands and look up at him. I’m a little scared by his size. TC places his hand on top of my head and gently pulls me closer. I can smell the manly scent of his arousal as my lips get ever closer to the bulging head of his length.

‘That’s it,’ TC says, ‘just like that, nice and easy…’

Something about the way his strong hand guides me closer turns me on. Maybe it’s the fact that he’s guiding me, giving me no choice. I open my mouth as wide as I can for him.

I almost can’t open my mouth wide enough. I look up at his smiling face as his thick shaft glides through my waiting lips, his thick head completely filling my mouth. I feel my lips stretching wider around him. There’s no way I can take him to the back of my throat. He’s too big for that! There’s no way my pussy can take this monster!

TC keeps his hand on the back of my head. He gently, slowly grips my head and moves me back and forth, my mouth sliding along his thick, pulsing member as I do. Something about the way he’s handling me drives me wild. Like he’s using me to pleasure himself. I’ve never had a man do this to me before and I’m loving it. I place both my hands at the base of his shaft and stroke him while my lips and tongue dance across his head and thick length.

‘Damn, girl,’ TC says. ‘You eatin’ this like you ain’t never been fed.’

I moan onto his shaft and quicken my pace, hungry for more, desperate for his approval. I look up at him, studying his face, making sure he’s enjoying the way I’m teasing his hard cock. TC looks down at me, a wicked smile on his face. He groans, a long guttural, animalistic noise. The sound of this man, this complete stranger, enjoying the feel of my mouth on his shaft drives me wild. Something changes inside me. I have to have him. I have to have all
 of them. I have to pleasure them all. I want to feel their bodies against mine. I’m amazed by how different each man tastes on my tongue. There’s a different flavor to all of them, a different scent to their arousal as well. I love noticing it. I love the different tastes of each man as his cock slides across my tongue.

The three other guys form a loose circle around me. Craig and Jack kneel down and run their hands over my body, paying special attention to my firm breasts and hard nipples. Daniel stands in the corner of my peripheral vision and strokes his cock. The knowledge that a man is getting off on watching me drives me wild, too. I start getting faster now.

‘Holy shit, girl,’ TC says.

I am taking his cock in my mouth with incredible speed. I must look like one of those girls in porn movies who give blowjobs with such passion. I let his length slide out of my mouth, breathing hard. His shaft is slick and shiny. I watch his member throb, fascinated, as I slide my hands up and down, squeezing him gently.

‘Come over here, Amber,’ Daniel says. He sits on the couch, his firm member standing upright like a statue.

I obey and crawl the few feet over to him on my hands and knees, my eyes fixed on his hard cock. I don’t know what’s come over me, but I like it. Judging from the hungry expression on Daniel’s face, he likes it too. I kneel between his legs and devour his length, moaning deep in my throat as he fills my mouth, delighting in how dirty I am right now. Daniel moans and runs his fingers through my hair, gently guiding my head back and forth as I work my mouth up and down his firm shaft.

I feel the hands of the other men caressing me. I shift my position, lifting my ass in the air. I feel so turned on right now. I am the center of the world. These four guys only have eyes for me. Their strong hands caress, squeeze, and tease my body all over. One of them slowly teases my wet lips, trailing a finger up and down my intimate folds. I moan loud, my tongue flicking across Daniel’s head, and wiggle my hips, telling them with my body not to stop touching me. I can taste Daniel’s excitement on my tongue and it drives me wild.

The other men don’t disappoint. They continue to caress my body, teasing me, all their attention focussed on me. I moan again as their warm hands touch me. I feel fingers gently probing my sex, circling my entrance, caressing my wet lips.

‘I think she’s enjoying this,’ says Craig somewhere behind me.

Daniel lifts my head up, his wet length sliding out of my mouth. He moves up further onto the couch and pats the cushion next to him. I get the hint and climb up, between his legs. My heart is racing so fast. This is real. This is happening. I kneel on my hands and knees again and continue pleasuring Daniel with my mouth. I lift my ass up as high as I can, presenting my slick and ready sex to the men behind me. I’ve never done anything like this before and I love it. I love feeling so wild, so free, so unrestrained. I feel like a new woman, a different woman. I was a girl when I came in here. I will leave as a woman.

TC moves to stand next to Daniel, stroking his hard cock. I immediately swap my attention from Daniel to TC, taking one in my mouth, then the other. I feel so wild, so dirty. I never knew I had it in me!

Behind me, I feel movement as one of them positions himself behind me. It must be Craig behind me now. Jack moves to one side and reaches underneath me, groping my breasts with one hand and stroking his member with the other. I feel the thick head of Craig’s manhood touching my wet sex. I gasp onto TC’s shaft as a naughty, wild thrill ripples through me. I feel Craig’s length slide up and over my intimate lips, his shaft growing slick from my excitement. It feels so wild, so wicked. I let TC slide out of my mouth so I can breathe.

For the briefest second, I wonder how we’re going to do this. I’m on birth control, sure, but I don’t know these guys. Am I really going to let them do this with me? Without protection?

But then Craig’s length glides along my lips and gently nuzzles my firm clit and all thoughts are washed from my mind. I don’t want this to stop. I need this. All of this.

Daniel places a firm hand around my throat, forcing me to look down at him. He grins at me, the smile of a man with a naughty idea in mind.

‘Say you want it,’ he says.

‘I want it,’ I say. Craig’s length slides along my folds again and I groan.

‘Say you want all of us,’ Daniel says.

‘I want all of you!’ I say.

‘In every hole.’

‘Oh, fuck yes!’

Behind me, Craig adjusts his position. The thick head of his member gently pushes down into my sex. My lips open and part like the sea around a barricade. I gasp and moan as he sinks down, deep inside me, filling me completely, inch by solid, pulsing inch. He is bigger, thicker, and fuller than Darryl. I groan long and loud, my eyes closed in bliss, feeling his impressive length push down, deep into my slick sex. For a moment, I feel a little discomfort – Craig is a different length and shape and size to my fiancé – but my body quickly adjusts, stretching open to take him as deep as possible. I cry out in shock and pleasure as he finally comes to a rest against my ass. How deep is he? I can only imagine. It feels like he’s filled me entirely.

‘Holy shit!’ I say, gasping for air, ‘you’re so fucking deep!’

Craig groans behind me and gently slaps my ass.

‘You’re so tight,’ he says. ‘We’ll have to do something about that.’

Strong hands pull my head back down and I open my mouth to take Daniel in my mouth again. I groan on his shaft at the feeling, the thrill. I have two men inside me right now. And two more who want a turn. I stroke TC’s hard length with one hand while Daniel gently lifts his hips and pumps my mouth with his member. I reach out with my other hand, waving wildly. Jack grabs my wrist and guides me to his hard cock. One man at each end. One man in each hand. I am the perfect slut.

Craig slowly begins to rock his body back and forth, his firm shaft stroking the inside of my sex, leaving a red-hot trail in its wake. Then he plunges back in, filling me again, up to the hilt, and I’m gasping and gagging on the delicious, meaty cock in my mouth and all my thoughts have shut down. I cease to be a functioning human being and become Amber the Slut. I exist to fuck these guys and to be fucked by them.

Before today, I hadn’t even thought about having more than one guy fuck me at a time. Sure, I’ve used toys while sucking Daryl’s cock, or played with my pussy while he fucked my ass, but I’ve never given it serious thought as an actual, real thing that I could do. Now I’ve got one cock in my mouth and another in my tight pussy and my hands wrapped around a third and a forth. Sue would be so proud of me right now.

I let Daniel’s hard shaft out of my mouth.

‘God, yes! More!’ I say, gasping for air between moans of pleasure.

Craig grabs my hips and gently increases the pace of his soft, careful pounding. The feeling drives me wild. The knowledge that he is being deliberately careful with my body – like he knows he could break me if he wanted to – is an incredible turn-on.

‘Harder!’ I say.

Craig slams his body into my ass, forcing his length deep inside me, all the way to the hilt. I gasp.

‘More!’

Daniel grabs the back of my head and pushes my mouth back down on his length. I take it greedily, hungrily, desperately. I moan around his shaft as I slide my tongue along the base, feeling his head reach all the way to the back of my throat. Craig slams into my ass, pushing my head down further on Daniel’s member. I am completely at their mercy. I love this feeling. I’ve never been so wet, so aroused, so excited. Darryl is a good man, a good lover, but he’s never taken me like this – so forcefully, so aggressively, so passionately.

‘Jesus, boys,’ says Craig from behind me. ‘She feels fucking awesome. You have to try this.’

He pounds me again and again, driving his thick shaft deep inside me. I groan loudly as Daniel thrusts his length upwards, pushing it down my throat. My hands are still busy, squeezing and stroking. I glance over at TC’s firm black length, wondering if I will be able to fit that monster inside me. I didn’t even know cocks came that big.

‘Come on, man,’ Jack says, with a touch of impatience. ‘You gotta share her.’

Daniel gently lifts my head up, his manhood slipping out of my mouth.

‘I wanna fuck you now, Amber,’ he says.

I nod.

Craig eases out of my wet slit and I gasp. I slowly move forward, crawling over Daniel’s firm, naked body, until I feel his red-hot length against my thigh. It’s wet from my mouth. The feel of it excites me, the knowledge that I’ve made it ready for myself.

Daniel slips his hand around the back of my head and gently grasps my hair. He grips me, making me look down at him.

‘Fuck me, Amber,’ he says.

I rock my hips, feeling his manhood slip and slide against my wet lips, trying to push him into position. His thick head slips between my intimate lips and enters me and I moan loud, looking down into his eyes.

‘God, you’re fucking tight!’ Daniel says.

‘Not for long,’ TC says.

Craig moves around and stands in front of me, his shaft slick and gleaming from my juices. Daniel lets go of my hair.

‘Suck me,’ Craig says.

I obey. I open my mouth and take him inside and taste myself on his length. Daniel’s hands slip down my body, to my ass. He starts to pump up into me, grabbing and spanking my ass cheeks as I bounce. I moan onto Craig’s length. TC takes my hand and guides it to his thick black shaft again. I grasp his hard, hot member and gently squeeze it as I stroke.

‘You doin good girl,’ TC says. ‘You doin real good.’

I groan in response.

Craig laces his fingers behind my head and gently guides my mouth up and down his shaft, not letting me stop for a moment. My lips and tongue slide along his length. I hear him sigh above me.

Daniel slaps my ass and I gasp. I love the sudden sharp shock of a hand spanking my ass. Then I feel him grip my ass cheeks and gently part them.

‘Jack wants to fuck your ass,’ Daniel says. I gasp.

‘Doin real good,’ TC says.

‘Fuck her ass,’ Craig says. ‘Her pussy feels awesome.’

‘Bet her ass is better,’ Jack says.

Jack climbs on the couch behind me and gets to his knees. His lips kiss my ass cheeks and I shudder. I feel his hot, wet tongue brushing my tight asshole. I stop riding Daniel to enjoy the feeling of Jack’s tongue against my ass. I moan long and loud on Craig’s cock. It feels incredible
. Jack laps at my tight bud over and over, pausing occasionally to spit on my ass and gently rub it in with a finger. After a few minutes, he gently slips a digit in my ass. I shudder all over. I’m getting close already. I fuck Craig and suck Jack and let Jack work his finger in and out of my ass. God, it feels like heaven.

Then Jack withdraws his finger. I pause for a long moment, waiting, on edge, for what comes next. After a moment, Jack gets in position behind me. His thick head brushes against my tightest, most intimate hole. I gasp. It feels red-hot and way too big to fit in that hole. Sure, Darryl has claimed my ass for his own a few times. But he isn’t nearly as big as any of these guys… plus, there are four
 of them.

Daniel holds my ass wide. Jack places a hand on the small of my back. His thick, burning head presses against my tight, wet asshole.

‘God, she’s tight!’ Jack says.

‘Yes she is,’ Craig says.

I groan and gasp and moan on Craig’s shaft as Jack slowly, gently pushes into my tight asshole. I want to scream out in delight, but Craig’s hands are still behind my head and he won’t let me go.

Jack’s length pushes into my asshole. I feel the delicate skin stretch and open for him, just wide enough to take him inside. I cry out, the sound muffled by the cock in my mouth, as his thick head enters my ass and he starts to sink deep inside me. I now have one man in each hole, and another in my hand. I feel full. I feel complete. I feel perfect.

And then they start to fuck me. Gently. Not all at once, but slowly, one at a time, like pistons in a perfectly engineered machine. First Jack sinks deep inside my ass, until his toned torso presses against my body. Then he slowly eases back and Daniel thrusts inside me. Once Daniel begins to glide back out of my slick sex, Craig pulls my head down on his length. After Craig, Jack pumps me again. One after the other. Slowly. Gently. Carefully. Jack’s curved cock feels totally different in my ass. It touches new, unexplored parts of my body, places that Darryl has never been before. His shaft rubs against the thin wall that separates my pussy and my ass, almost grinding against Daniel’s manhood.

It doesn’t take me long to climax.

The guys continue their slow, gentle assault on my body, even as I orgasm. Craig lets go of my head and I toss my head back and cry out in delirious pleasure. Daniel and Jack keep pumping me, slow and steady, pussy and ass. My tight holes grip their thick shafts throughout my long, intense orgasm. I feel like my body is on fire. I feel like they’re stretching me open. I feel like I’m about to burn up.

‘Holy fuck
!’ I say, screaming out the words. ‘Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me
!’

Jack slaps my ass and I cry out again.

‘More!’ I say.

He spanks the other ass cheek. I feel Jack and Daniel start to quicken their pace. One at a time. Harder, faster. Pussy and ass.

‘Goddamn, she’s good!’ Daniel says.

‘Fuck, yeah!’ Jack says.

I take Craig back inside my mouth, even though I’m gasping for breath. My body still feels like it’s on the edge of another climax. I want more. I’ve got to have more.

The three guys fuck me, long and slow and firm and hard, like a well-oiled machine. One, then another, then the last. Over and over. Mouth. Pussy. Ass. Mouth. Pussy. Ass. Slow and steady and utterly unstoppable. I was helpless to intervene. My mind and body shut down. I couldn’t move. I ceased to exist. I became three wet, willing holes for these men.

In the corner of my eye, I can see TC. He sits on one of the other couches, watching us. He smiles broadly, white teeth almost glowing against his dark skin. I can see his large hand slowly stroking his large, thick, black cock, my spit still shiny on the shaft. My mouth drools seeing it. That fucking monster is going inside me tonight.

My climax rolls on. One becomes two. Two becomes three. Then I lose count. The world becomes a mass of shapes and colors and sounds. All I know is the pleasure. Every slow, powerful thrust feels like an earthquake rippling through my body. My knees shake. My fingers feel numb. My eyes roll back. I can hardly breathe. I can’t think. It’s too much. Far too much. I’m turning into liquid. A pool of flesh and thoughts, oozing across the couch.

I raise a hand. Craig eases out of my mouth immediately.

‘Okay,’ I say, panting. ‘Enough.’

The men stop pumping me. Jack eases backward, his cock slowly slipping out of my ass. I can feel cool air touching my puckered hole. It feels good. Fuck, my ass must be gaping right now. It feels crazy naughty.

I sit upright on Daniel, taking his length so deep inside me I swear the tip touches my stomach, and motion for my drink. One of the boys hands me my mojito and I drain it on one long swallow, exhaling deeply through my nose as my sex contracts around the thick cock buried there. I feel like a princess. No, I am a queen
. And these men are my loyal subjects. My servants. They adore me and worship me and do whatever I desire.

Craig takes the empty glass from my outstretched hand and says, ‘Are you okay, Amber?’

‘Mmm…’ I say, sighing, putting my hands on Daniel’s firm, olive-tan torso and grinding down onto him. ‘I’m okay, just… fuck
… that was too intense.’

My hips move on their own, grinding down on Daniel’s length, pushing him deeper inside me, driving me wild all over again.

‘I came so hard,’ I say. ‘Like, so fucking hard. I’ve never done that before.’

‘Are you finished?’ Craig says, a note of apprehension in his voice.

‘Fuck no. I’m just getting started.’

****

My strength slowly returns. I sit on the couch, leaning against the comfortable, marshmallow-soft cushions, and open my legs, completely unashamed. I’ve never been this forward or unafraid to bare myself before. All four men watch me, lust in their eyes, smiles on their faces, erections bobbing as they move.

‘Who do you want next?’ Jack says, watching my ass with a twinkle in his eye. The second man to ever fuck my ass.

I point at TC, a naughty grin on my face.

‘I want you!’ I say, like an excited teenager choosing outfits at the mall.

TC returns my grin and stands up, his massive black shaft catching the light. As he walks closer to me, his huge erection seems to grow before my eyes, getting bigger and bigger. My heart flutters in my chest. I feel like I’m back in college, about to take my finals, nervous energy flooding my body. Can I really take this guy?

He kneels in front of me and slowly rubs his thick, purple tip up and down my trembling lips. My juices make his dark skin even darker.

‘Fuck,’ I say. ‘That’s so big. What if… what if I can’t take it?’

‘You will,’ he says. ‘We’ll go slow.’

He pushes forward and the tip presses against my entrance. Despite already having fucked two guys tonight, my pussy is still nowhere near stretched enough to take him. My legs tremble. TC waves his hand and the other guys step forward. Craig and Jack grab a leg each and hold me wide open, feet raised in the air. Daniel’s hands reach down from behind me, kneading my breasts.

I breathe hard and moan loud as TC leans forward again. His thick head pressed against my entrance for a long moment before he applies a little pressure. I react like I’ve been electrocuted, writhing in place, arms flailing, eyes wide with shock as my body slowly accepts this massive new intrusion.

My sex stretches as his head enters me. I feel it widening and parting for him, like it did that first night when Darryl entered me, but to a much more intense level. I wail and moan and write with pleasure as the three men hold in in place. TC strokes my lips and clit with his firm, powerful fingers, driving me crazy with passion. Incoherent cries of lust escape my throat. Thank God this room is soundproofed. It probably sounds like there’s an exorcism going on in here.

TC keeps pushing forward and suddenly the worst is over. I feel my lips pop around him, accepting him, sucking him greedily inside. He looks at me, his expression a mask of lust and passion, and pushes his whole length into me.

I come again before he’s even halfway inside.

His cock isn’t just big, or thick, or full, or throbbing. It is all those things and more. I can feel it in every part of me. It strokes across all of my insides at once. My sex grips him tight, contracting as I climax, and his red-hot member seems to touch every single part of me.

‘Fuck me, she’s good,’ TC says, almost grunting the words through clenched teeth.

Then his body comes to a rest against mine. I am still climaxing, and he is all the way inside me. It feels overwhelming. I feel full, like I’ve eaten a huge meal, with that strange weight pressing down on my stomach, only my body is convulsing with pleasure.

‘Holy shit,’ I say, my voice high-pitched and almost unnatural. ‘Fuck me! Please, I can’t take it!’

And he does.

TC fucks me hard and deep. His hands grip my raised thighs. The other men hold me in place. Daniel pinches my hard nipples. If these men weren’t here, I probably would have fallen off the couch.

I go totally limp. My brain shuts off and my body exists as a mere thing, a puppet, a fuck socket for his big black cock. Every hard, deep thrust of his manhood drives me further over the edge. My orgasm stretches out, beyond a mere climax, and becomes something utterly new. It rolls on forever. Time loses all meaning. I am adrift in the ocean, lost on a raft. The waves of my orgasm toss me back and forth. I am totally powerless against this infinite sea.

Time passes. TC keeps fucking me, face twisted with passion. My aching body can’t take anymore.

‘Are you close?’ says a voice that sounds like mine.

He nods. Thick veins stand out on his temples and neck. His bald head glistens with sweat. His hands clench on my thighs.

‘I can’t… please… come…’ I say, in whimpering, pathetic, exhausted voice.

He fucks me harder. Faster. Filling my aching, shattered body over and over. God, I can feel him so deep inside me. His head almost reaches my womb. His breathing turns ragged and his movements begin to get jerky and less rhythmic. He looks into my eyes and I know that he’s close. I pat my belly, telling him where I want it. Where I need it. I want him to mark me and cover me. I want to wear his seed as a badge of pride. I want to earn his come.

He thrusts into me again. Deep. Hard. Powerful. Every stroke feels like he’s trying to push his cock up into my lungs. Then he groans, a deep, throaty growl of passion, and eases his massive length out of me. I lay there, panting, unable to move, looking up at him, a smile on my exhausted face. He strokes his huge shaft, hand sliding in my juices, my wet fluids coating his black member, and he groans again. The guys let go of me and stand back, releasing my legs and breasts. My legs flop back on the couch. I’m not strong enough to hold them up.

My black lover comes as hard as he fucks. His sperm shoots out of his cock like a bottle rocket, splashing over my stomach in thick, syrupy, lava-like pools of warmth. I moan, feeling like a wanton, dirty slut for enjoying this so much. I watch his heavy balls contract and squeeze as spurt after spurt launches out of his cock, covering my stomach in his seed. I look up at him as his climax subsides, the last droplets of his lust trickling out, long silvery strings of passion trailing down to my skin. He smiles down at me.

‘Fuck, girl,’ he says. ‘You’re the best I’ve ever met.’

I laugh, exhausted but delighted. I feel awake. My body feels alive. I’m tired – right now I feel like I’ve run a marathon, my pussy and ass feel wide open and well-used. But at the same time, I feel full of energy. The last time I felt this exhausted and energetic was the night Darryl deflowered me. Just like then, my body feels overwhelmed by sensations. Just like then, I can’t possibly stop. I only get one night like this. I will not waste this chance.

‘Who’s next?’ I say, panting, swirling a finger idly through the hot, sticky come that covers my stomach, slowly trickling down my sides, onto the couch.

Jack immediately steps forward, a filthy grin on his face. He taps TC on the arm and the black man stands and moves aside, watching me carefully. Jack kneels in front of me and strokes my asshole with the tip of his finger.

‘You want my ass?’ I say. ‘You wanna fuck my ass again?’

His grin widens. He doesn’t wait for permission. He grips his curved cock with one hand and guides it inside me in one slow but firm stroke. From this angle, his curved manhood touches all-new parts of me. I gasp as all-new sensations ripple through me, his shaft pressing and rubbing at new, previous unexplored parts of my tunnel. My hands grip the couch, though my strength is mostly gone now.

‘Fuck,’ Daniel says, from behind me. ‘I need to get in there.’

He climbs over the couch and kneels next to me, his stiff cock pointing at my face. I open my mouth and turn my head toward him. He grabs the back of my head and fucks my mouth. No finesse. No subtlety. No gentleness. Just raw, aggressive, passionate need.

I making little gagging and choking noises as Daniel’s shaft touches the back of my throat over and over. I don’t have the strength to push him off and I don’t want to. I want this. I want to be their perfect slut. I want them to do anything and everything they can with me.

Daniel pounds my throat as Jack fills my ass. Unlike before, they’re not working together. They’re not aiming to please me. They’re aiming to use me.

The two men make that deliciously erotic growling sound in their throats. Animalistic growls of passion and pleasure. I love that sound. It means I am doing a good job. I reach up and put my hand on Daniel’s thigh, feeling his firm leg tensing with the power of his strokes. His cock glides over my tongue, pushing through my lips, almost making me gag every time. But he controls his strokes well and never gets too rough to make me choke or pull back. He uses me perfectly.

Suddenly Jack eases out of my ass. I try to look at him, but Daniel’s arm blocked my view. My ass is full, then empty and yearning.

Then Jack’s cock touches my yawning sex and I gasp around the shaft filling my mouth. Daniel holds my head down, staying still, forcing his cock into my throat as Jack fucks my pussy. The curve of his cock strokes my inner walls in the best way possible, sending sweet, tender vibrations right through my g-spot. My fingers and toes curl into tight balls. My legs shake. My ass clenches.

I think I climax again. I don’t know. It’s hard to tell. My entire existence has become one continuous, growing, soaring wave of pleasure with small peak and troughs that get steadily greater with every passing moment.

Jack fucks my pussy. Then he switches and fucks my ass. Then back to my pussy. He uses my holes as he likes. One then the other.

Daniel fucks my face with renewed passion. I hear his grunts deepen. I feel his leg tense and clench.

He lets my head slide back, drool and spit covering his shaft. I pant, looking up at him, my willing mouth open, waiting for more, hungry for what is to come. Daniel keeps one hand on the back of my head and pumps his cock with the other. His face is twisted in a grimace of deepest lust. Jack slides all the way inside my ass and holds still.

‘God
!’ Daniel says, in a sudden, explosive burst of air. I close my eyes. Warm globs of spunk hit my face. My cheek. My open mouth. I feel it running down my lips and chin. In my hair. Down my neck.

He rests his shaft on my open mouth and fills my waiting maw with his seed. I stay in position and dutifully allow him to come in my mouth. I feel his shaft tremble on my lips, pulsing with the raw power of his orgasm. His come oozes into my mouth, down to the last drop. He tastes bitter and salty. Not as sweet as Darryl.

‘Fuck,’ he says, finally releasing his grip on the back of my head. He slumps back into the couch, his cock already wilting.

I try to swallow, but I can’t. There’s too much. I gag a little. Half of his come goes down my throat. I spit the other half out, down my body, watching trickle down my breasts, mingling with my spit and TC’s cooling pool of creamy come. Daniel climbs off the couch and sits on one of the other seats with TC, both men watching me with delighted smiles.

‘You’re fucking beautiful,’ Jack says.

I nod and gasp out the words, ‘You – need – come.’

He nods and starts to fuck my ass. It’s beyond good. Beyond pleasurable. Beyond intense. I have never been fucked like this before. My hand drifts from the couch, to my aching, swollen, tender womanhood and two fingers slip inside my gaping entrance before I even know what I’m doing. Jack growls through a fierce, passionate grin, watching me finger-fuck my aching hole while he pounds my ass.

‘Can I come in you?’ he says, breathing hard, pumping me hard and fast.

‘In my ass?’

‘Yes.’

I bite my bottom lip and nod. My lips and breasts and stomach are covered in come already. A little more won’t hurt. I feel like the dirtiest slut on earth and I love it. I’ve made two men come for me already. One more to follow…

His curved cock fills my ass again and again, pushing deep into the recesses of my darkest, tightest tunnel. I continue to finger myself, even though my body is past the point of bliss. I’m touching myself because it makes me feel like the slut I always knew was lurking inside me. The kind of slut who gets passed around by four guys, each of them fucking her willing holes and leaving their come all over her. The kind of slut whose body is utterly exhausted, yet she still craves more.

‘Here it comes,’ Jack says. He grabs my legs and thrusts inside me one final time, filling me completely and totally. I gasp, feeling his curved shaft shudder deep in my ass, and stopping fingering myself. My entire being is focused on the sensation of his jerking, trembling, shuddering thickness. He groans in deep, passionate pleasure, and I feel the first red-hot jet of his spunk cascade through my ass. I lay back into the couch, lost in bliss, as Jack becomes the fourth man I have ever made climax with my body. I moan and pant and gasp, looking into his deep, intense eyes, feeling his cock throb and pulse with every surge of hot come that blasts inside my tight hole.

My body is slack and limp and fucked ragged. I am covered in spit and come. My pussy and ass are dripping wet and gaping open. I am the perfect slut.

Jack gives my legs one final squeeze, a gesture I find strangely comforting and reassuring, like he’s proud of me. Then he slowly pulls out of my ass. His come dribbles out, staining the couch. It’s probably already soaked with my sweat and juices anyway.

I sit on the marshmallow-soft couch, panting hard, truly and utterly fucked. I can’t do anymore. I can’t possibly go another round.

Then Craig steps up to me, his glistening, ready, willing erection standing proud and tall. I look up at him – at his tall, muscular, firm body, at his powerful, hard cock, at his handsome, eager face – and a little whimper escapes my throat. There’s still one more. All this energy, all this come, all this passion – and there’s still one more
.

‘Oh, fuck,’ I say, the words a desperate groan.

‘If you want to stop,’ Craig says, ‘all you gotta do is say the words.’

I think for a second. I could stop this. Just one word from me and they would all back off. I could stop and unwind and think. One word. That’s all it would take.

‘No,’ I say, defiant to the last, even though my mind and body are both utterly spent. One more. Just one more.

He kneels on the couch and gently – but firmly – pushes me onto my side. I fall willingly into a naked heap, splayed out on the couch for him. My body is limp. He grabs my leg and opens me up, holding one ankle in the air. My pink and puffy pussy opens up for him, sticky with juices and yawning wide. I roll onto my back as he positions me, one leg raised, the other on the couch. He looks into my eyes and I nod. One more. Just one more. I can do this. I can do this.

For them.

For Darryl.

For me.

Craig strokes my lips with his manhood and my body shakes as though jolted.

‘Don’t tease,’ I say. ‘No more teasing. Fuck me. I need it.’

He does as I ask. He leans forward and pushes inside me once more. My aching sex accepts him, but he doesn’t glide inside as easily as before. My body is on the brink now. I can’t take much more – but I’m determined to take him.

One.

More.

Time.

He holds my leg in the air and fucks me deep and hard, each powerful thrust sending vibrations through my body. I throw my head back and let loose a passionate cry, begging him to fuck me hard and come. I need it. I need it. I need it.

Craig leans forward and grabs my throat with his free hand. My moans get louder. The sensations get more intense. More powerful. More uncontrollable. He fills me again and again. I am limp and exhausted and I take every hard, deep stroke. I take every thick, intense inch. I take every shudder and pump and thrust.

‘Where do you want it?’ Craig says, groaning as he fucks me.

‘On me,’ I say.

He looks disappointed for a brief second, as though I would let him come inside me, and nods. His eyes blaze with fire and he focusses all his energy on fucking me as hard and deep as he can. His strokes rock my body. My breasts shake. Come trickles down my sides. I grip the couch with weak hands.

Then he finally looks down at me and I know that he’s ready. I nod, groaning, panting, moaning. He pulls out and strokes himself, pumping his fist up and down his slick and slippery shaft.

Craig comes on my body, thick sticky drops of sperm landing on my hot, sweaty skin. Most hits my stomach. Some get my upper thigh. A few land o my breasts. I smile up at him, satisfied and breathless and completely finished. Three loads of come on my stomach. One in my ass. It feels fucking superb.

Finally spent, Craig lets go of my leg and sits back, admiring me. A long, blissful silence descends, marked only by my ragged breathing and the steady muffled sound of the music below us.

‘So…’ TC says after a long, comfortable pause, ‘you want to go again?’

I laugh, a delighted, happy noise.

‘Enough,’ I say, smiling at my lovers, ‘I’m done.’

****

The boys look at one another, exchanging sly grins and nods of a job well done. A woman well fucked. A client well satisfied. I run my fingers down my body, feeling how messy I’ve become. Sweat, spit, come, and my own juices cover my skin.

‘Fuck,’ I say, with a small laugh. ‘How the hell am I supposed to get home? I look like I’ve been… well, gangbanged.’

‘Don’t worry,’ TC says. ‘We can get you cleaned up.’

He walks over to the shadowy part of the room, the place he and the other boys first stepped out of a lifetime ago. Before I became a sexually experienced woman. He walks into the shadows and pulls on a cord. Behind the gloom of shadow, a dark, deep pair of drapes opens up, revealing a neatly hidden door set into the back wall of the VIP room.

‘We have a shower back here,’ TC says, stepping back out of the shadows. ‘We’d like to help clean you off – if you want.’

A warm, happy smile spreads across my face.

‘I’d like that very much,’ I say.

Jack and Craig take off my heels and help me to my feet. I glance down at the couch and see a dark patch on the fabric, a stain from my come, or theirs, or my sweat. Probably all three.

My legs are weak. Fragile. I walk like I’ve never used my legs before, taking tiny, shuffling, weak steps, supported by Jack and Craig. All five of us are totally naked and completely unashamed. Before today, only man had ever seen my body. only one man had ever made me come. Only one man had ever made love to me, or fucked my ass, or been in my mouth. Now my tally is up to five. That thought makes me whole being tremble.

TC and Daniel walk through the hidden door and turn on the light. Blinding florescent tubes flicker on, hurting my eyes for a second after all this time spent in seductive gloom. I blink and my eyes adjust.

Jack and Craig walk me through the door and into the hidden bathroom behind. It’s a simple room, probably about as plush and decorative as a four-star hotel. There’s a sink, a heated towel rack, and a huge shower area more like the type in a gym than a hotel. Multiple shower heads. Large, open walk-in shower area with drains on the floor. A rack filled with shampoos and lotions.

I step into the shower area, my legs slowly remembering their strength. I press the button on the wall and the shower springs into life, dousing me with warm, soothing water. I sigh and stick my head under the flow. My makeup is ruined. My hair is ruined. I don’t care. Right now, all I need is to feel this warm, soothing water over every inch of my shattered body. I open my mouth, gargle some water, and spit it back out to get rid of the taste.

Strong hands touch my back. I lean out of the stream as my lovers surround me. Without my heels, they all suddenly seem so much taller than me. I feel like I’m surrounded by tall mountains. Hands cover my body, massaging me, rubbing lotion in my skin, caressing me and squeezing me and touching me. I moan without realizing. Their hands feel so good. So kind. So powerful.

My lovers touch me everywhere. They don’t ask permission and I don’t deny them. They caress my legs. Rub lotion into my breasts. Massage my shoulders. Spread my sex with gentle fingers. The four men slowly, methodically, and lovingly clean every inch of my dirty, slutty body. I moan with pleasure – not erotic pleasure, but sensual enjoyment. Their touches aren’t designed to turn me on, but soothe and relax me. It’s working. I could fall asleep right now, standing up under the shower.

I turn away from the water and grab the first man I see. It’s TC. I pull him close and kiss him passionately. He responds gladly, putting one large hand to my cheek. Water cascades over me as the three other men caress and clean my body. I feel so small next to these guys, but that only makes this feel more exciting.

After I kiss TC, I turn my attention to Jack. One after the other, I kiss each of my lovers, enjoying the feel of their mouths, their tongues, and savoring their tastes. Despite how erotic and intense our shared experience was, this feels so much more intimate and naughty. They each kiss me slowly and passionately in turn, the others soaping my body and washing me down. Sweat, semen, and sin all wash down the plughole. My wet hair sticks to my head.

Part of me wishes that I had enough energy left in me for another round, right here in the shower. But I simply don’t. I have been fucked more completely than ever before. Even my first night with Darryl didn’t leave me feeling as exhausted, drained, and satisfied as this.

We shower for some time. I don’t know how long. The moment passes in a slow, wonderfully sensual haze. Finally, I feel refreshed and relaxed enough to call an end to this night.

Craig shuts off the water. Jack grabs a warm towel from the rack and drapes it around my shoulders. TC picks up and carries me back into the other room. It smells of sex and come and lust. I like it.

My lovers help me back into my clothes, starting with my bra and my wet panties. They dress me like servants would help a medieval queen into her robes, only far more sensually. They take their time drying my body with the towel. They take their time putting my clothes on. They touch more than they need to, but I let them. We’ve already done so much together, what’s a little harmless fun between friends?

We talk a little as I slowly get dressed, but not about anything important. The men are better lovers than conversationalists, but I appreciate the effort. It feels a little weird to be acting so casual after what we just did together.

‘So,’ I say, as my dress is zipped into place my Daniel, ‘what, uh, what happens now?’

‘Now,’ Craig says, ‘we wish you the best of luck for your future.’

I nod. My future. My wedding. My Darryl. Everything comes crashing back to me, all at once, a hundred memories I pushed to the side so I could fuck these guys without feeling guilty.

‘Hey,’ says TC, stepping closer and putting one hand on my arm. ‘No regrets, right? That’s why you did this.’

‘No regrets,’ I echo, looking into his face. ‘None.’

Jack glances out the window down onto the club floor below and says, ‘I hate to say it, but I think we’d better wrap this up.’

‘Why?’ I say. ‘What time is it?’

‘It’s three thirty in the morning,’ Craig says, a little smile on his face.

‘Fuck!’ I say. ‘I can’t remember the last time I was up this late.’

‘Time flies when you’re having fun,’ Craig says, still smiling.

‘How, uh, how do I get home?’ I say.

‘There’s a driver waiting out back,’ Daniel says. ‘Thomas will take you to him.’

I gather up my things and slip my purse strap into place. My heart is racing again, but I don’t know why. I feel a strange mixture of emotions. I’m tired and want to go home and be with Darryl, but I don’t want to leave. This place has changed my life.

‘Thank you,’ I say, taking one final look at them all. My four lovers. Proud and naked and tall, water glistening on their bodies and cocks at half-mast again already. ‘This was amazing.’

‘It was our pleasure,’ TC says, his bright teeth gleaming as he smiles.

‘The Ladies Night is supposed to be a one-off experience,’ Jack says, running a thought hand under his chin, ‘but if you wanted to meet again sometime…’

I blush, but thankfully it is still too dark for them to see.

****


Amber & Darryl III

The streets are deserted as the car quietly glides through the night. I sit in the back seat, leaning against the headrest, fighting to stay awake. The driver says nothing. I gave him my address when I got in the car. He nodded and started the engine. He’s probably been told not to talk to me unless I speak first. I’m fine with that. Right now, I don’t have anything to say. I’m exhausted. Not just physically, but mentally, too.

I replay the night over and over in my head, heat flushing my body as the images bring back hundreds of thoughts and feelings and sensations. It all seemed to pass by in a blur. One minute they were kissing me. The next, all my holes were filled as we fucked on the couch. My pussy throbs at the thought of the four big cocks I had inside me a short time ago. Jack’s curved cock was delightfully different. Daniel’s and Craig’s felt good – large and quite thick, but not that special. It was TC’s monster black member that I’ll remember for a long time to come. Fuck, I hope he hasn’t ruined me. How will I explain to Darryl that I can’t feel him inside me anymore? All four of those guys were bigger than him, and – if I’m honest with myself – they all fucked me harder and longer than him, too.

I blush a little, smiling to myself, as I remember how good it had felt with three wonderful cocks inside me at once. I lost all track of time. All sense of self. The only thing I knew was that it felt so fucking good to be doing that. It felt wonderful to throw away all my inhibitions and do something wild and crazy. For the first time in my life, I feel and though I have really, truly lived
.

And now I’m going home to my fiancé.

The thought of going back home Darryl after everything I’ve just experienced fills me with several confusing feelings. Mostly I feel guilty. How can I love my fiancé when I’ve done just had four guys fuck me every way I can think to be fucked? How can I lie in Darryl’s arms when other men did all these wonderful things to me? Will I compare Darryl to them for the rest of my life? Have I replaced one series of regrets with another?

Realization suddenly dawns on me. This is what Darryl must feel every single day. All his experiences and memories and fantasies must course through his mind every time we’re together. But he puts them all aside. For what?

For me
.

Because he loves me. More than life itself. More than anything. He could have any kind of girl, but he chose me. He pursued me. Stayed faithful to me. Got to know me. And now he’s going to marry me. He could have chosen any of the groupies that came backstage to meet him, but he chose me. He could have taken any girl he met – someone with experience, someone dirty and naturally slutty and wild – but he chose me. He could have fallen for anyone, but he fell for me.

I look at the ring on my finger, the little band of metal Darryl placed there when he proposed to me the day after I graduated. The ring that felt heavier and heavier with each passing day. The ring my nervous fingers would adjust and turn distractedly. It feels lighter now. Like less of a burden. I can do this now. I can marry him. I was always going to marry him, but now I can do it with my mind free from doubt and worry and fear.

And regret.

The car comes to a stop. I look through the window and see my house. Our home. I’m back already. I thank the driver and step out into the quiet, dark street. The night air is cold on my bare skin. I walk quickly up the path to my home. Behind me, the car gently pulls away and vanishes into the night.

I open my front door and walk inside as quietly as I can. The house is dark and silent. Darryl hasn’t waited up for me. Maybe he didn’t want to spend the whole night going crazy with worry. If our positions were different, I’d still be pacing the house right now.

My ragged breathing is the loudest thing in the house right now. I close the door behind me. Lock it. Take off my shoes. I pause for a second at the bottom of the stairs. Then I decide to take my clothes off. Fuck it. I throw them in the laundry tomorrow. Right now, I feel liberated and beautiful. I want to embrace this feeling.

I strip naked in the dark and leave my clothes in a heap at the bottom of the stairs. Then I start up the steps, totally naked. My skin feels soft from the shower. My body feels exhausted from all the hard, desperate sex. My mind feels confused and dazed. My heart feels full.

Darryl is asleep in our bed. I can make him out in the pale sheen of moonlight that spills through the drapes. He’s lying on his side, one leg over the covers, facing my half of the bed, arms outstretched. My heart soars to see him again. My beloved Darryl. My first, my last, my everything. He might not be my one and only anymore, but he’s the only one that matters.

I quietly slip into bed next to him placing my head on his arm and leaning into him. His body is warm. His skin is soft. He comforts me, soothing my naked, aching body.

He stirs.

‘No regrets?’ he says.

‘None,’ I say softly.

He drapes his other arm over me and drifts back to sleep, breathing gently on the back of my neck. I kiss his arm and entwine my fingers in his. By this time next week, we’ll be man and wife. We’ll both have beautiful new rings that will gleam and glint in the moonlight.

And I will never have any doubts again for the rest of my life.

###


The Cuckold’s Tale:

Reunion


‘You’re quiet,’ I say. ‘You feeling okay?’

I glance over at my wife in the passenger seat. Nicole sits quietly, an apprehensive expression on her face. She leans against the car window, one arm propped up on the door rest, chin on the back of her hand. She’s been unusually quiet so far tonight. Even when she was getting dressed, I detected a hint of nervousness, as though she was not looking forward to this. She looks beautiful tonight. She’s swept her long, dark hair back into a bun. Her dress is knee-length, peach colored, with a generous cut to expose a tantalising glimpse of her breasts without being inappropriate or too much. She wears a pair of elegant white heels and long diamond-shaped silver earrings to match the necklace I bought her last Christmas. All in all, Nicole looks sensational.

‘I’m fine,’ she says, her quiet voice barely audible above the rumble of the car. Outside, the dark scenery slowly changes as we drive out of the suburbs. The streetlights, darkened store fronts, and gas stations are slowly replaced by flat, open land, long roads, and deep shadows.

I drive along the road, following a long, gentle curve to the left. The landscape slopes away to our right. The lights of the suburb twinkle off to the right, falling slowly behind us. Overhead, the night sky is thick with cloud that obscures the stars and hides the pale moon. It’s a warm night, with the barest threat of rain on the wind. It feels like there’s a storm on the way. Hopefully we’ll be in the lodge before the weather turns, safely out of the downpour.

Nicole stays calm and quiet, not moving in the passenger seat. I’ve been with my wife long enough to know instinctively when something is on her mind, or when she’s keeping something from me.

‘You know, I thought you’d be more excited, to be honest,’ I say. ‘It is your high school reunion, after all.’

‘I am,’ she says. ‘Just a little nervous, is all.’

‘I’m the one who should be nervous,’ I say, with a soft chuckle. ‘I never went to you high school.’

‘I’m just nervous,’ she says again, and falls silent once more.

We drive on into the darkness, heading away from civilisation, up into the winding hills. We pass fewer and fewer other vehicles. The flat open land is replaced by tall, thick trees that press in on both sides of the road. Our route takes us up winding forest roads, gradually climbing into the hillside. I can practically feel my cell losing bars as we head out of range of any human life.

‘Why couldn’t this be held at your old high school, again?’ I say.

‘Because it’s being rebuilt,’ she says.

She falls silent again. I make another attempt at conversation.

‘Have you been out to this lodge?’ I say.

‘No.’

‘You look great,’ I say.

‘Thanks.’

I break off my attempt to lighten her mood and focus on driving. The trees close in around us. The winding road is all that’s visible through the windscreen. I glance at Nicole once more. Her pensive face is illuminated by the glow of the dashboard dials. For the past few days, she has been distant and withdrawn, hesitant to communicate with me. I’m prepared to believe that this sudden change in her outward nature is entirely down to nerves about meeting her old high school class again, but something is bugging me, some other factor that I can’t identify.

****

We have a pretty good marriage, Nicole and I. We’ve been together for about nine years now, married for seven. We met at work and I liked her immediately. She was a new hire in our call centre, fresh out of college, recently single, and I was more than happy to support her in this new beginning.

At first, I thought she was being nice to me to be polite. I didn’t dare to believe that this beautiful woman five years my junior could seriously want to be friends with me. We started to have lunch together and I made her laugh every day and eventually we wound up at a bar after work, having a few drinks. It was sweet and charming and fun. I remember being terrified of doing or saying anything to mess up what we had. She was friendly, charming, sweet, funny and the way she looked at me made my heart ache. I never thought for a second that I would be lucky enough to date Nicole, let alone marry her. I’m not even sure if there a came a time when we progressed from ‘friends who eat and drink together after work’ to ‘dating’. Every stage of our blossoming relationship felt so natural and so easy that I didn’t dare stop to question what we were doing or if we were even together
 in the dating sense. I believed that she would run a mile if I asked her to be my girlfriend, and there was no way in hell I wanted to lose what we had together. Nicole was everything I wanted in a friend and I loved everything about her. It took me a while to realize that I was in
 love with her.

The first time we made love was wonderful. After a few months of warm friendship and coy flirtations, we finally took the plunge.

It was a Friday night. We had finished up at our usual bar after work and I was walking her home to be able to spend another thirty minutes in her company. When we were five minutes away from her apartment, the heavens opened and we got caught in one of the worst storms I’d ever seen. We ran the rest of the way to her place, laughing like children as pebble-sized raindrops crashed down all around us. Lightening ripped through the sky and passing vehicles splashed through inch-deep pools of water and we were both soaked to the skin before we finally burst through the door to her apartment block. Water poured down my face, down my neck, down my legs, as I stood in her stairwell, watching the rain crash down outside. She laughed breathlessly, her hair ruined, clothes soaked, feet wet. I asked her how long she thought a cab take to arrive on a night like this.

‘I can’t let you go back out there!’ she said, laughing. She took me by the hand and I followed her upstairs to her apartment, a trail of droplets falling the floor in our wake. My heart was in my throat as she slipped the key in the door and welcomed me into her home. It was a good sized one-bedroom apartment. The front door opened into the main living area, where a couch was set along one wall, facing a TV on the other side. The far wall was mostly taken up by a wide window looking out over the street we had just run along. There was a door to the left for the bedroom and another to the right that opened on the kitchen. There was a pile of laundry on the floor in the bedroom doorway and a couple of leftover takeaway cartons on the couch.

‘Sorry about the mess,’ Nicole said. She peeled off her soaked jacket and tossed in straight into the laundry.

‘It’s not a problem,’ I said. She grabbed a towel from the bedroom and tossed it to me.

‘I’m just gonna change,’ she said, closing the door.

I swallowed hard as I rubbed the towel across my wet face and neck. I was in Nicole’s apartment and she was getting undressed in the next room. I stood totally still, afraid to take another step, and concentrated on trying to dry myself. It didn’t work. My clothes were drenched. My skin was damp. I need to change.

‘I might have some clothes you could borrow,’ Nicole said, emerging from the bedroom. She had thrown on a set of comfortable, loose pajamas. I noticed with a sudden twinge in my groin that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her wet, pert breasts clung to the pajama top, firm nipples poking into the thin material, pointing at me.

‘You have clothes in my size?’ I said. That was a surprise. Not only was I five years older than Nicole, I was much taller and a little thicker in the middle, too.

‘Maybe,’ she said. ‘You’re welcome to hang out until the rain stops, or you dry off, you know whichever happens first.’

‘Thanks,’ I said, and smiled at her. She looked so gorgeous. She had taken off the day’s makeup. Her hair was damp and matted. She was wearing pajama. I felt like I was seeing a hidden side of her, a secret part of her life I wasn’t meant to witness.

‘Here,’ she said, ‘you’re missing a spot.’

She stepped in close to me and took the towel and dabbed at a wet spot on my head. She paused. She was so close to me. We looked each other in the eyes. Something passed between us, some invisible presence. Her lips parted. Mine too. She leaned into me and we kissed for the first time. Her skin was cold from the rain but her lips were warm and soft. A tingle ran through my body as her lips parted and Nicole’s hot tongue slowly reached out and touched mine. I heard her make a little sigh and her body responded. The towel hit the floor somewhere behind me. Her wrapped her arms around my neck and ran her fingers through my wet hair. I held her against me, my hands on the small of her back. I felt the warmth of her body through the thin pajamas. My hands slid up to her wet hair as her tongue gently caressed mine. It felt electrifying. I felt my hair stand on end.

We stood there in her apartment kissing passionately for what felt like a lifetime. It was the best kiss of my entire life. After a long, perfect eternity, she slowly broke off the kiss. We stood there breathing hard, still holding one another. My eyes were still closed. I didn’t want to come back to reality.

‘Did you… want to see if those clothes fit you?’ she said. I opened my eyes. Her face was bright, eyes shining. Her beautiful lips were smiling. Something about the way she asked the question made me think that maybe she didn’t really have any clothes for me to wear.

‘I’d really like that,’ I said.

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah.’

‘You might want to take off your wet things,’ she said, still with that smile on her perfect lips.

I peeled off my soaking clothes and left them in a heap on the floor. She took me by the hand and lead me into the bedroom.

We didn’t come out again until the following Monday.

****

As we draw closer to the lodge, I notice Nicole become more nervous. She chews on a painted fingernail and stares ahead through the windscreen. I finally see a sign advertising our destination – Happy Trails Lodge, One Mile Ahead
 – and a smaller, handcrafted billboard welcoming the returning class from Milton Brooke High School.

‘Nearly there,’ I say, trying to break the silence in the car.

Nicole says nothing. She gives off an air of nervous tension that starts to affect me. I feel my throat turn dry and my heart rate accelerates and my fingers twitch and shake on the wheel.

I’m trying to figure out why she’s so nervous. Is it because she hasn’t spoken to anyone from her school for years? Is it because I’m coming along and she doesn’t want me to embarrass her? Maybe it’s something else, something she hasn’t talked to me about before – but what that could be, I have no idea.

I glance over at her again, her face still softly illuminated by the dials from the dash. Her lips are clamped together tightly. She chews on a nail. Her arms are in front of her chest, defensively. Her knees are locked together. I haven’t seen her this nervous since the day before our wedding. I thought she was going to cancel it all, but she was afraid something would go wrong and couldn’t tell me that.

‘It’ll be fun,’ I say.

She stays quiet.

The first drops of rain begin to patter down on the windshield, obscuring my vision. I flick on the wipers and the water is pushed right and left across the screen, leaving wet streaks across the glass. The rain is slow at first, but after a few seconds it starts to fall steadily harder.

‘Damn,’ I say. ‘Hoped we wouldn’t get caught in it.’

Water begins to trickle down the winding road. Slow at first, then harder, like a stream running along the tarmac. I increase the wiper speed, but it doesn’t help. The raindrops create falling silver spears in the glow of the headlights.

I start to worry about the trip back when the road suddenly becomes flat and straight, with bright lights in the distance. I sigh with relief.

‘That looks like the place!’ I say.

As we draw closer, I can make out more details of the lodge and the surrounding area. The grounds appear to be set in a wide, flat clearing surrounded by woodland. The road appears to run on ahead into the darkness, but I can’t see how far it goes. I can’t see the size of the area in the dark and the rain, but there are a series of tall, evenly-spaced streetlights to the left and right of the road that look like something out of a Dickens novel. Each streetlight is in front of a small wooden cabin. Some cabins have lights glowing from within.

There’s a wide one storey building on the right that looks to be made of timber, designed in the style of an old-fashioned log cabin, except it’s so wide and deep that it can’t be made of real trees. This appears to be the main lodge itself. Lanterns hang above the doorway, creating a romantic atmosphere that’s spoiled by the water dripping down from above. A wet sign out front advertizes the high school reunion taking place inside. I can hear the dull beat of music inside the building, even over the rain tapping on the glass.

‘I’d say we found the right place,’ I say again, pulling to a stop alongside the doors of the cabin.

‘Yeah.’

Nicole’s voice is strained and breathless and sounds almost foreign to me. I don’t know what’s come over her. She has been acting strange the past few days, too. I tried to put the moves on her a couple nights back and she flat-out rejected me. She’s never done that before and I still don’t know if I did something wrong or if she was feeling unwell.

‘We don’t have to stay long,’ I say. ‘Not if you don’t want to. We can make the rounds and have a couple drinks and head home.’

She looked at me with a blank face.

‘You seriously want to drive back down that road in this weather?’ she says. I say nothing. ‘Besides, we’ve been driving for an hour. I don’t wanna stay here for five minutes and go all the way back. Why don’t we see if they’ve got a cabin spare and stay the night?’

‘What if it’s still raining in the morning?’

‘At least we’ll be able to see,’ she says. ‘Let’s see if they’ve got a room. That way, you know, we can have a couple drinks and rest up. Cabin in the woods like this… kinda romantic, don’t you think?’

She offers me a small smile, the first hint of happiness I’ve seen on her face since we started driving an hour ago. Her smile lifts my spirits. She looks like her old self again. my lovely Nicole.

‘Okay,’ I say, relenting. ‘We’ll see about cabins first.’

She nods and opens her door. The noise of the rain slapping against the strip of road increases for a second, before being muffled again as she closes the door. I turn off the engine but leave the car lights on and follow her out into the rain.

The world smells different out here. Fresher. There’s a thick, earthy scent in the air, under the wet smell of the rain on the trees all around us. I step around the car, water flicking off my shoes, rain hitting my shirt, and follow Nicole through the doors into the lodge main hall.

We stand inside a small entryway. To our right shelves lined with books and board games and maps of the surrounding area. To our left is a small table with an elderly couple – presumably the lodge owners – sitting behind it. There’s a clipboard on the table with a list of names written on it, as well as a stack of blank My name is
 stickers. Ahead of us is a set of closed double doors. The room beyond that is mostly dark, lit from above by cheesy disco lights that spin and flash, alternating between red, yellow, blue and green. The music is coming from behind the door, and I can make out the shapes of people dancing in the centre of the room.

Nicole gives her name – her maiden name, Nicole Jensen – to the couple behind the desk. The man runs a finger down the list on the clipboard and marks off Nicole’s name. The woman writes Nicole Jensen
 on a sticker and passes it to my wife.

‘Here you go, dear,’ she says.

Nicole sticks the label on the dress, on her left breast.

‘Do you guys still have any rooms available?’ Nicole says.

‘We have one or two,’ says the man. ‘Are you both staying in the same room?’

‘Hopefully,’ I say, with a cheeky smile.

The man looks at me with a confused face.

‘We have two single rooms and one double,’ he says, looking at Nicole.

‘The double?’ Nicole says.

‘Seventy-five for the night, dear’ the woman says.

I reach into my pocket and take out my wallet. I hand them seventy-five dollars in cash, trying to focus on the positive side of spending this money. Nicole will be happy. We’re spending a romantic night in a log cabin in the woods. Maybe we’ll get lucky tonight.

‘Cabin twenty,’ the old man says, handing me a key with a large, hand-carved wooden tag bearing the room number on it. ‘Go straight down the road, last on the right. You can park next to the cabin.’

The doors to the party suddenly open wide and a man’s voice cries out, loud and clear: ‘Holy shit! Nicole Jensen!
’

I look in the direction of the voice to see a man about Nicole’s age. He is tall and well-built, with dark hair and deep green eyes and a charming, roguish smile. He is dressed in a blue suit with a pale lilac shirt underneath, open at the collar.

Nicole’s face is shocked for a second, then she brightens.

‘Damon!’ she says, walking quickly towards him.

This enigmatic stranger embraces my wife in a wide, happy hug. Nicole responds to his embrace, wrapping her arms around him. The doors swing closed again, muffling the party noises again.

The man – Damon, was it? – steps back after a few long seconds, his hands on my wife’s shoulders. He looks her up and down, smiling.

‘My God, Nicole,’ he says. ‘You look fantastic!’

Nicole smiles and glances away, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. He lets go of her shoulders and puts his hands in his pants pockets. He stands like a model on display.

‘Thanks, Damon,’ she says. ‘You know, I’m not Nicole Jensen anymore.’

‘You’ve changed your name?’ he says, eyes sparkling.

‘No, I got married,’ she says. ‘I’m Nicole Moore now.’

‘Married, really?’ he says, in that same tone of voice people use when they’re trying to feign interest in something that doesn’t interest them in the slightest. ‘Who’s the lucky guy?’

Nicole turns to me and holds out her hand. I take it and step closer. Damon suddenly realizes that I’ve been standing behind Nicole this entire time.

‘This is my husband, Liam,’ she says, putting an arm around my waist.

‘Hi,’ I say, offering out a hand. ‘Nice to meet you.’

Damon smiles at me, but there’s a hardness in his face, like I’m somehow intruding in something I shouldn’t be. He takes my hand with a firm grip and shakes it once.

‘Likewise,’ he says.

He releases my hand and turns his attention back to my wife.

‘So, how’ve you been?’ he says. ‘I can’t remember the last time
 we saw one another.’

He smiles widens, like he knows something, some secret. I can’t tell if I detect a little emphasis on the words last time
, and I’m not sure why he would say it like that. Nicole tries to suppress a smile, but fails. I see a little pink color come into her cheeks.

‘I need to move the car,’ I say, mostly to interrupt whatever moment is passing between them right now. I’m not sure what’s happening, but I don’t think I like it. There’s something about Damon that I don’t trust. I can’t put my finger on it. Maybe it’s the way he keeps touching Nicole’s arm. Maybe it’s the way he’s looking at her – something slightly more
 than friendly. Maybe it’s the gleam in his eyes and the dark hint in his smile. There’s something undefinable about this man that I don’t like. I don’t want to leave Nicole in his company, but I need to move the car.

‘Okay, sweetie,’ she says, patting me on the back and letting go of me. ‘You go move the car, I’ll wait for you inside.’

‘Great idea!’ Damon says. ‘Come on, let’s get you a drink. We’ve got some catching up to do!’

Damon holds the door open. Music blares through – old party songs that were popular during Nicole’s school days. It’s cheesy and it’s old, but the party looks like it’s in full swing. Nicole doesn’t even look back at me as Damon follows her into the room. The door closes again.

I stand still for a second, shocked at what just happened. I’ve never even heard
 of this guy. She’s never even mentioned his name before. Who the hell is Damon?

‘You need to move the car,’ the old man says. ‘It’s blocking the road.’

I nod and sigh and push the outer door open. The rain hits me in the face almost immediately. I run back to the driver’s side and get back behind the wheel. Water trickles down my head. The windshield is fogged up. I turn on the engine and slowly roll down the road, looking carefully for cabin twenty.

A single thought runs through my mind as I pull away from the lodge: I don’t want to leave her with this guy for too long!


I trust my wife. But I don’t trust this guy. I’ve never heard of him, yet he’s acting like he best friends with Nicole. I don’t like the way he kept looking at her; that gleam in his eyes as he looked her over.

I look to the right as the main lodge falls behind me, trying to see the numbers on the cabins in the glow of the Dickensian streetlights. In the darkness and the rain, I can’t see shit.

I roll past five lights to the left and the right. I must be at ten now, right? The guy said it was the last on the right. Shouldn’t be too much further, I guess.

Rain splatters across the window. My heart sinks as I drive further away from the lodge. I don’t have a coat or an umbrella or even a plastic tarp in the car. I’m going to get soaked walking back.

I count five more streetlights. That’s gotta be twenty by now, right? There are still more lights ahead on the left and the right, and the dark shapes of more cabins. I pull up the handbrake and climb out of the car. The interior light flicks on. I run around the car and over to the cabin on the right.

Number ten. Fuck.

I get back in the car and wipe water off my face. My shirt is damp across the shoulders, with little dark splashes of water all down my chest. Shit. I’m going to get drowned
 heading back.

I count off the cabins as I drive on. Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. There’s a short gap on both sides, a trail of some kind running across the road, deeper into the woods on the right, out towards the clearing on the left. Fourteen. Fifteen. Sixteen. Come on, come on. I’m wasting time here. I need to get back. Not because I don’t trust Nicole. I trust her completely. I don’t want this guy to be alone with her.

Seventeen.

The rain rushes down, harder and harder. All I can see through the windshield is a white mist.

Eighteen.

None of these cabins have lights on. There can’t be anyone else in them right now. I feel alone and isolated. If this was a horror movie, I’d be the first one to die.

Nineteen.

Then there is darkness beyond. What the fuck? Did I miscount? I pull up and climb out of the car again and run back to the last cabin. Nineteen. Where the fuck is twenty?

I stand under the overhanging roof and squint through the downpour. There appears to be another light ahead, on the right. It’s a little distance away, stood separately from all the other cabins. Fuck. I must be a hell of a distance away from the lodge by now. I’m going to have to swim back.

I get back in the car, feeling my shirt cling to my torso, and head for that small light in the distance. I breathe a sigh of relief as I see the shape of another cabin behind it. okay. This is the place. I roll the car into a marked spot next to the cabin and kill the engine and the lights. I listen to the pouring rain for a second. Then I take a deep breath and get out once more, cabin key ready.

Water drips on me from above as I stand on the porch and fumble with the lock. I curse and mumble to myself, damp fingers shaking, until the lock finally clicks and I burst through the door.

I flick the light on and slam the door behind me. The interior is nice. Pleasantly decorated, with a large, wide bed, a TV mounted on the opposite wall, and a closet. The room is a decent size – maybe larger than ours back home – and it smells freshly cleaned. I can clearly hear rain taping on the wet grass, though – there must be a vent or something nearby. I’d probably appreciate the room more if I wasn’t dripping wet.

There’s a bathroom on the other side of the cabin. I push open the door and flick on the light. Inside is a generous shower – easily big enough for the two of us, I note, with a smile – and a toilet and sink. Everything is clean and fresh.

I grab a neatly folded white towel from the rack and wipe my head. Nothing I can do about the shirt, but at least I can try to dry my face, for what it’s worth.

I glance in the mirror. My damp hair sticks out in all crazy directions. I look like I’ve been electrocuted. I laugh at myself and put the towel back on the rack and leave the bathroom again. Rain patters against a large, wide window. Outside, every is dark. I bet the view is great in the morning, though – trees, valleys, a list mist. Perfectly romantic.

The rain shows no sign of stopping. I click my tongue a few times, trying to decide what to do. I can wait a couple minutes, see if it stops. Or I can run like hell back and get soaked to the skin. I really don’t want to head back out there right now.

But then I have a sudden realization – my wife is alone in a party with that guy
.

I head out again and lock the door behind me without a second thought.

****

‘Would you like a towel, dear?’

I close the door behind me and block the pounding rain. I am panting from the run back, and completely drenched. I would be less
 wet if I had jumped in a pool with my clothes on. I have water trickling in places I didn’t know water could get. My plain shirt is now almost totally see-through, the material clinging to my damp skin. My pants are about ten pounds heavier and my shoes squelch whenever I walk. I feel disgusting.

The old woman gets up from behind the registration table and hands me a towel like the one I used about five minutes ago in the lodge. I take it gratefully and dry off my face and hair.

‘You should have brought an umbrella,’ the old man says, still sitting behind the table with his clipboard of names.

‘Didn’t have one in the car,’ I say.

‘You could have parked around the side of the lodge, dear,’ the old woman says, pointing to the side of the building. ‘There’s plenty of space tonight.’

‘What?’ I say, feeling shame and annoyance and embarrassment well up inside me.

‘You didn’t have to drive down there in the rain,’ she says. ‘Look at you! You’re soaked through.’

‘But I thought…’ I turn to the old man, ‘you said I needed to park by the cabin.’

‘No,’ he said, with that tone of moral superiority old people adopt with uppity youngsters don’t listen to them. ‘I said you can
 park next to the cabin. Why in the hell would you walk all the way back without an umbrella in this weather?’

The old woman shoots him a look and he pouts. I feel like a complete idiot right now. A complete idiot who is dripping with water and soaked to the skin.

‘Well, can’t be helped now, dear,’ say the old lady. ‘Would you like me to see if we have any spare shirts available?’

‘No, thank you,’ I say. I don’t want to stand out here any longer while Nicole is alone with that Damon guy, and I really don’t want to wear any shirts that might belong to the old guy. ‘I’m sure I’ll dry off soon enough.’

I hand her the towel and pull open the door to the party room. The space is dark and half-filled with people. Ahead of me on the other side is a small raised platform where the DJ stands behind his equipment and his speakers. There are about fifteen people on the dancefloor, a rectangular area directly underneath the disco lights, but most partygoers are on the outside of the room. There are a few tables set up to the right, some occupied by people talking enthusiastically and laughing while they catch up. To the left is the bar, where most of the partygoers are currently hanging out.

I head towards the bar, looking around for Nicole. I begin to feel a little awkward and uncomfortable. I didn’t go to Nicole’s high school. I don’t know any of these people and they don’t know me. People turn to face me, half-smiling and frowning to recall my face, but they can’t. I pass by, soaking wet, unknown.

Then I spy her at the bar. My wife is with a small group of men and women, talking animatedly, a smile on her face. I feel a hint of relief that’s she not still alone with that guy… but then I see him, standing right next to her, listening intently.

I step up to the group and raise my hand. Nicole sees me and frowns, glancing at my shirt. Under the lights, the shirt looks completely see-through.

‘This is my husband, Liam,’ Nicole says, gesturing toward me.

I raise a hand to the people around me. The group nods politely towards me. Next to me is a short, fat man with large black-rimmed glasses and a goatee. He offers me his hand. I take it.

‘Clive,’ he says, over the music. I lean down to hear him. He places his other hand on my arm, then recoils as he feels how wet I am. ‘Christ, is it raining outside?’

‘A little,’ I say, trying to be funny.

I look to Nicole. She finishes talking, the small group listening and smiling. Damon is especially entertained by whatever she was talking about, laughing and touching her on the arm again. I make a drinking motion to Nicole and mouth, Want a drink?


She shakes her head and points to Damon. He smiles at me and holds up a beer bottle and a cocktail glass. He winks at me as if to say, Gotcha covered, bro
.

I nod and smile back, noting that Damon didn’t get me a drink. He bought one for himself and my wife, but not me. A flash of annoyance sparks to life in my stomach. I really don’t like this guy, or the game he’s playing. It feels like immature playground bullshit.

I excuse myself from the group – even though nobody is paying attention to me – and move around to the bar. There’s a small crowd of people waiting and two young guys serving. The bar guys look like they might be the elderly couple’s sons. My wet shirt accidently touches a woman’s bare arm and she recoils in horror, looking at me with her mouth open, rubbing the spot I bumped. I hold up a hand in apology and offer a weak smile. She pulls a disgusted face and turns away from me again.

The crowd slowly moves toward the bar as drinks are ordered and served and taken away. I feel my pants sticking to my legs. God, I hate the feeling of wet clothes. Even my socks are clinging to my feet. This couldn’t have happened on any other night, could it? No, it had to happen now, tonight, when I’m trying not to embarrass my wife in front of her old friends. It had to happen during the one time when some stranger is making hungry eyes at my wife, for fuck’s sake.

After a few long minutes, I finally get my turn at the bar and order a beer. The bartender places a chilled bottle down on the bar and holds out his hand for the money. I reach into my pocket and pull out my wallet and offer him the right bills. He takes the money, pauses, looks at me with a frown, and continues working. I touch the money inside my wallet with a thumb and realize why he looked at me so strangely. Even my wallet is wet. He must think I’m crazy, or that I’ve wet myself, or something.

I take my beer back to the group and see with another flash of annoyance that everyone is listening to Damon talk about himself. Even Nicole is listening in rapt attention, a smile on her face. I raise the beer bottle and feel my wet shirt crease uncomfortably at the elbows. I can’t take it any longer, I need to try and dry off.

I head for the bathroom, placing my beer on an empty table nearby, and walk inside a clean, crisp, white-tiled room with urinals on one wall and sinks on the other. Bathroom stalls are ahead of me. The door swings shut and muffles the thump of the music – I recognize the song being played but can’t remember the title, some cheesy party anthem about being young and having fun – and find the hand drier on the wall next to sinks. I press the button and run my right arm under the warm blast of air, back and forth, until the drier clicks off. My shirt feels the same as before, except warmer.

‘Fuck,’ I say.

I press the button again and keep running my arm back and forth under the air. Then I change arms. After about five or six minutes, my skin is nice and warm, and the shirt is a little drier. Then I untuck the shirt from my pants and try to run the front under the drier, squatting like an idiot.

The door opens and Clive walks into the bathroom. He shoots me a weird look, then recognition crosses his face. He walks to the urinals and unzips his pants.

‘You say your name’s Liam?’ he says.

‘Yeah,’ I say, over my shoulder, talking louder than the drier. ‘You were in Nicole’s class in high school?’

‘Guilty as charged,’ he says. I hear water hitting the porcelain urinal.

‘Who’s that Damon guy?’ I press the button again. Warm air wafts over my shirt. Maybe it’s helping, maybe it isn’t.

‘Damon?’ Clive says, with a little chuckle. ‘Damon Morrison?’

‘The tall guy in the blue suit.’

‘Yeah, that’s Damon.’ Clive zips himself back up. ‘Really? You don’t know who he is?’

‘No. Nicole’s never mentioned him.’

Clive steps over to the sink and turns the faucet on.

‘That’s surprising,’ he says. ‘Damon and Nicole go way back.’

‘How do you mean?’ Despite the warmth of the hand drier, I feel a cold chill in my gut. ‘How do you mean they go way back?’

He looks at me, a strange expression on his face.

‘I don’t know if I should tell you,’ he says. ‘It’s not really my place…’

‘Come on,’ I say. ‘It’s just us. Between us guys. Who is he?’

Clive glances to the door and leans in close to me. I strain my ears to hear him over the hand drier.

‘Damon and Nicole dated in high school,’ he says, his voice low. ‘I think he was her first.’

‘Her first what?’

He looks at me like I’m an idiot.

‘Her first
.’

‘Oh,’ I say. Then the words sink in like daggers driving deep into my flesh. ‘Oh.’

‘Maybe that’s why she never mentioned him.’ He washes his hands in the sink and turns off the faucet again. ‘I think they were together a while. Went to different colleges in the end. I think they tried to stay together, but it didn’t work out. Obviously, I mean, you’re with her now.’

I move back from the drier so Clive can use it. I feel like I’ve been punched in the gut. I knew that I wasn’t Nicole’s first – well, anything
, really – but I never, ever thought I’d meet the man who was.

‘Isn’t this gonna be awkward?’ I say. ‘If they broke up, I mean?’

‘Don’t think so,’ Clive says. The drier clicks off and he walks to the door. ‘They seem to be getting along pretty well.’

He opens the door and walks back to the party. The door swings shut again. I stand in the bathroom for a long moment, mentally reeling from the revelation. It explains so much about the way they’ve been acting around each other. The way he’s been looking at her. The way they’ve been touching each other.

I get a sinking feeling inside, deep down. The kind of feeling you get when you know something bad is going to happen, but you aren’t sure yet what
.

I give it another minute under the hand drier, then give up. This is probably as dry as I’m going to get now. Fuck it.

I leave the bathroom and head back to the group. My beer has gone from the place I left it. I sigh and wonder how much worse this night can possibly get.

****

An hour or two passes. I stand on the outside of the group, making polite conversation with Clive and some of the other people I don’t know. They’re a nice group, pretty welcoming. I notice that Nicole and Damon stand next to each other the entire time, talking animatedly and smiling, making each other laugh. She hasn’t said a word to me since we arrived. The flash of annoyance sparks up again in my gut. I don’t know what they’re talking about, and I don’t like it.

Every so often, I think I catch Damon looking in my direction, a smirk on his face. I never actually see
 it, but I feel it. Maybe I’m getting paranoid. Part of me wishes I hadn’t probed Clive for more details about this guy. Now every time I see his hand on her arm, I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart

The room slowly fills up as a few more people arrive, and I start to feel warmer. Nowhere close to dry, but my body feels less disgusting in my clothes. I can move a little, and people aren’t staring at me like I’m a maniac.

Damon suggests moving the party over to the dancefloor. Nicole agrees enthusiastically and our little group weaves through the crowd toward the lights and the DJ. I take Nicole’s hand to dance with her. She shakes me off with an embarrassed laugh.

‘Just dance, babe,’ she says. ‘Don’t cling onto me.’

I stay by her side, though, trying to keep an eye on Damon. He dances with one of the other women in the group, laughing as he twirls her in the centre of the circle. Nicole watches them, a smile on her face. I try to dance with her again, trying to twirl Nicole.

‘Knock it off,’ she says. ‘I’m trying to have fun.’

She steps away from me, a hint of frustration on her face, and keeps dancing with the others. I try to dance by myself for a while, but I have no rhythm and I feel awkward as all hell in the middle of all these damn strangers.

After a few songs, I ask lean closer to Nicole.

‘You want a drink, babe?’ I say, over the music.

‘Yeah,’ she says. ‘Cocktail.’

I nod and turn toward the bar. I get three steps before I realize she isn’t coming with me. Shit. I glance back to the group. Again, I think I see Damon smirking at me, but the sea of dancing people obscures my vision.

I push through the people and head for the bar. The crowd has grown since before, at least five people deep, and it takes at least ten minutes to even order. I keep glancing back over my shoulder, but I can’t see Nicole or Damon or anyone from the group.

Finally, I reach the bar and get my drink. I’m tapping my foot impatiently as I watch the bartender mix, shake, and prepare Nicole’s cocktail. How goddamn long does it take to make a drink?

Even when I’m holding the drinks, I have a fight on my hands to push back through the swarms of people at the bar. This lodge is way too small for an entire high school reunion. I feel like screaming, Move, people! I’ve left my wife alone with the man who made her a woman!


At least fifteen minutes must have passed by the time I finally get back to the group on the dancefloor. I look around, but I can’t see Nicole with the others. I can’t see Damon, either. My heart pounds, blood rushing through my ears louder than the music. I feel cold, hard panic rising inside. Where is she?

Then I see them. Nicole and Damon. Dancing together a little way over from the group. His hands are on her waist. Her hands are linked together behind his neck. Their hips are close – intimately close, in fact. Their faces are inches apart. She is smiling happily. He looks at her with that hungry expression on his face again. He’s talking to her and his words are making her smile grow steadily wider.

I push through the dancing bodies, still holding the drinks, and step into Nicole’s field of vision. Her face suddenly changes – from happy, to startled, to guilty. She immediately lets go of Damon’s neck and steps back from him, as though she’s been caught doing something wrong.

Damon turns and sees me. He keeps dancing, his hands still on Nicole’s waist. She tries to smile at me, but it looks forced. I raise the cocktail glass and she steps towards me, giving Damon and apologetic look as she does.

Nicole and I step away from the dancefloor together, to a quieter spot near the tables.

‘Thanks,’ Nicole says, taking the glass. I watch her take a long, deep mouthful.

‘Everything okay?’ I say.

‘Yeah,’ she says, nodding. ‘I’m having a fun time, what about you?’

I nod and take a sip of my beer. I’m not having a fun time. I haven’t had a fun time since the first moment I laid eyes on that asshole Damon.

‘You wanna get going soon?’ I say.

‘What?’ She looks at me like I’ve just offered to take a shit in her shoes. ‘Already?’

‘It’s getting kinda late,’ I say. ‘And we’ve got a long drive back tomorrow.’

‘No,’ she says, with an incredulous smile. ‘I’m having fun. No, I don’t want to go to bed, what are you, ninety years old?’

‘I’m just a little tired is all. Besides… you know…’

She leans closer.

‘Besides what?’

‘I thought you might want to have some alone time tonight,’ I say.

She gives me that look again. I might as well take a literal shit in her shoes at this rate.

‘I haven’t seen these guys in, like, twenty years,’ she says. ‘Can’t I spend a couple more hours with them? We can sleep in tomorrow and head back later.’

I relent and nod. She finishes her cocktail in two long swallows and hands me the glass. I watch, open-mouthed, as she makes her way back through the throng on the dancefloor, as she makes her way back to him
. I get that sinking feeling in my gut again, but this time it doesn’t go away. Did my wife just turn down sex with me to dance with another man?

****

The party gets louder and hotter and more frantic. Everyone appears to be having fun. Everyone except me. I hang with the group, keeping a careful eye on Damon and Nicole, and try to dance. The people around me are much drunker and far happier than I am and I force myself to smile constantly. Nicole keeps glancing in my direction, a strange look on her face. It’s almost as though she’s trying to remind herself that I’m still here. Damon dances with her every second he gets, touching her body whenever she lets him. Anger wells up inside me as I watch them together.

I start to think about alternatives. I could grab Nicole and storm out of here, but she’d never forgive me. I could try and fight Damon, but he’s taller and younger and I’d probably get my ass kicked.

Maybe I’m being crazy or delusional or worrying over nothing. I try to tell myself that there’s nothing going on here, that I’m overreacting. If I didn’t know about their past, would I be feeling this way? Maybe, maybe not. I don’t know. But watching him dance with my wife, knowing that his cock was the first the ever slip inside her… it makes me feel somehow small and insignificant, almost as much as watching them dance together.

Finally, after what feels like a long, painful eternity, the DJ announces the final song for the night. There is a chorus of Aww
 sounds from the audience, as well as some booing. Relief surges through me. Thank fuck. I just want to get out of here. I want to get back to the cabin and out of these damned wet clothes and into bed with my wife. I don’t even care if we make love, I just want her to be someplace where Damon isn’t.

The DJ plays a slow, classic song for his final number people start to pair off, men and women holding each other closely, gently rocking left and right in time to the music. I look toward Nicole, expecting her to dance with me, but her arms are already around Damon’s neck as they slowly dance together, hips swaying in motion. I get a sudden mental image of them naked in bed together – Nicole the curious virgin, begging him to be slow and gentle – and my stomach tightens.

I look around for someone to dance with – anyone, really, I just want her to be jealous of me – but there’s nobody else dancing along. Literally everyone one the dancefloor has paired off, even if they’re dancing with someone of the same sex. For fuck’s sake, even Clive is dancing with someone.

I sway on the spot, alone, for three of the longest, most painfully awkward moments of my life. Every few seconds, I glance towards Nicole and Damon. He’s talking to her quietly. I can’t read his lips. Her face is eager, listening intently, a hint pink in her cheeks. I have no idea what he’s saying to her, but I don’t like the look on her face. She looks engaged, excited, maybe even aroused. I recognize that look. I’ve seen it before, when we play and paw at one another in the minutes before we start getting hot and heavy. My stomach tightens again.

Then, mercifully, the song ends. The DJ thanks everyone for coming and calls out for the class of Milton Brooke High to make some noise. The crowd responds enthusiastically, roaring in approval and applause. Then the music switches off and the house lights slowly come on, illuminating the room. People begin to surge toward the main entrance. I get swept up in the movement and lose sight of Nicole. I move with the crowd across the room and out through the small lobby at the front of the building. The elderly couple are long gone and the table has been packed away.

Outside, the rain has finally stopped, leaving the world damp, the trees and road and grass reflecting the streetlights and lanterns. I manage to break free of the surging crowd and stand off to the edge, watching people file past. I don’t see any faces I recognize. A large portion of the crowd heads around the side of the building, toward the parking lot. Others stand in small groups in the road, still talking, making plans to meet again soon.

‘Nicole!’ I wave and head towards my wife. She steps out of the lodge and turns her head in the direction of my shout, that guilty expression on her face again. She’s still with the rest of her group, Damon by her side again, and they all pause in the road to talk and exchange cell numbers and email addresses. I break into the group on the other side of Nicole and place my arm around her waist, keeping her body close to mine.

‘Is anyone else staying here tonight?’ Clive says.

‘I am,’ says Damon.

‘Us too,’ Nicole says.

‘Great,’ Clive says. ‘They do a breakfast buffet in the lodge until ten. Do you guys want to meet up again in the morning?’

‘Sure,’ Nicole says, smiling.

‘Love to,’ Damon says.

‘I’m not sure,’ I say. ‘We need to get back home tomorrow.’

Nicole shoots me a look.

‘I know how you get if you don’t eat breakfast,’ she says. ‘Trust me, we’re going to stay and eat before we head off.’

I bite my tongue and nod. Fuck. Another few hours in the company of this asshole making eyes at my wife.

‘If I’m not there when you arrive,’ Damon says, ‘just come knock on my door. I’m in cabin twelve.’

Is it just me, or does Nicole seem to tense up when she hears that? But the moment passes and she quickly relaxes again and laughs at a joke one of the other women makes about Damon never missing a meal in his life.

Finally, the group breaks up. Most of them head for the lot. Damon, Clive, Nicole and myself turn and start walking down the road, toward the cabins. Nicole and Damon laugh and joke about what a great night they had. I keep my arm tight around her waist as we walk.

The road is quite pleasant when it’s not raining a monsoon. The air smells fresh and clean. I can see lights sparkling some miles away, a city or suburb below us in the distance. But I can’t focus on these details because Nicole’s attention is almost entirely fixed on Damon.

We pass a few cabins before Clive wishes us all a good night. He breaks off and heads to a cabin on the left of the road. I’m not sure what number cabin.

Then it’s just the three of us. Me, my wife, and the guy who claimed her virginity. Damon keeps talking and joking with Nicole, acting as though I’m not there. If it wasn’t for my arm around her waist, I’m pretty sure she would have forgotten about me, too. I count off the cabins in my head, to make sure we don’t walk past cabin twelve and ‘accidentally’ end up at ours.

‘This is you,’ I say, when we reach Damon’s cabin. ‘Number twelve, right?’

‘Yeah,’ he says, coming to a stop. ‘This is me.’

A strange silence passes between him and Nicole.

‘It was good seeing you again,’ she says. ‘It was great catching up.’

‘I look forward to doing more,’ he says, with a mischievous grin. ‘Tomorrow, I mean.’

‘Yeah,’ Nicole says. ‘Tomorrow.’

He leans in and she opens her arms to hug him. I keep my arm around her waist, making this the most awkward three-way hug in the world. They embrace for a long second before finally releasing each other.

‘I meant what I said,’ he says, stepping back.

Nicole’s cheeks redden and she brushes a strand of hair behind her ear. Damon winks at me and walks to his cabin. Nicole waves as he opens the door and heads inside. Then we continue walking along the road.

‘How far down are we?’ she says, sounding distracted.

‘Not too far,’ I say. ‘What did he mean?’

‘Huh?’

‘He meant what he said
. What did he mean?’

‘Oh, he probably just meant it was nice to meet up with the old gang again,’ she says. ‘You know, I thought it would be weird and uncomfortable, but it wasn’t. It was just like old times.’

‘I’m glad you had fun,’ I say, not actually meaning it.

We walk on in silence for a while. We pass cabin fifteen before I bring up the thing that’s on my mind the most.

‘You know, you’ve never mentioned that guy before,’ I say.

‘Who?’

‘What guy? Damon, I mean, obviously. You’ve never mentioned him before.’

‘Sure I have.’

‘Nope,’ I say. ‘Not once.’

‘Huh,’ she says. ‘Though I had at some point. I don’t know, I forgot all about my high school friends, you know? We didn’t have cell phones or internet messages back then, so once we all went to college, we drifted apart. Guess I forgot about him.’

‘You seemed close.’

‘We were close.’

She falls silent again. I let her.

We pass cabin nineteen and walk the short distance to our home for tonight. I unlock the door and let her walk inside first. She makes appropriately satisfied sounds with the look of the room and sits on the bed, testing its softness with her butt.

‘I like it,’ she says. ‘It’s really nice.’

‘I thought so too,’ I say. I close the door behind me and lock it, leaving the keys in the lock. I kick off my wet shoes with a sigh of relief, my damp socks leaving imprints in the soft carpet. ‘Mind if I grab a shower?’

She nods. I strip off, peeling the wet clothes from my skin. I hang up my shirt and pants in the closet, silently praying that they will be dry in the morning. I take off my socks. My feet look darker. Must have been the dark print running through onto my skin. I kick off my short. Even they feel wet. God, it feels good to be naked and out of those damned clothes.

‘The shower’s big enough for both of us,’ I say. ‘If you want to join me?’

‘No thanks,’ she says, lying on the bed.

I head into the bathroom and run the shower. The water is blissfully warm and feels fantastic after an entire evening in wet clothes. I stay in the shower for far longer than I usually do, until my skin starts to wrinkle like a prune. When I finally emerge from the steamy bathroom, Nicole is under the covers, her dress and bra on the floor next to the bed.

‘So,’ I say, towelling my chest, ‘is there anything you’d like to do tonight?’

‘Not right now,’ she says.

I flex my arms in a mock muscle man pose, a position that always makes her laugh.

‘See anything you like?’ I say.

She offers me a thin smile.

‘I’m pretty beat,’ she says. ‘Can we hold onto this until the morning?’

‘Sure.’

I dry off quickly, trying to hide the fact that I’m a little hurt by the fact that she doesn’t want me right now – especially after spending the night within touching distance of her former lover. But I put on a smile and make a show of drying my body before I turn off the lights and slip into bed next to her.

She lies on her side, facing away from me. I put my arm around her bare waist. She wiggles her body, shrugging me off.

‘You don’t want me to touch you?’ I say.

‘No, it’s not that,’ she says. ‘I’m just hot. That’s all. It’s a thick duvet.’

The duvet doesn’t feel all that thick to me, but I bite my tongue again and move around until I’m finally comfortable. I’m awake for a long time, my heart racing, fists clenched, thinking about how pissed off I am with this evening.

Eventually, though, I start to relax. I hear Nicole’s soft breathing from the pillow next to me. It makes me feel better, calmer, happier. I am in bed next to my wife. No matter what happened tonight, that fact is still true. My wife loves me and I love her.

I slowly drift off with that knowledge in my mind, until sleep claims me. I know nothing of the world.

Until I am woken by the sound of the cabin door closing softly.

****

I don’t know why the sound wakes me, I’m usually a heavy sleeper. Maybe it’s because I’m not in my own bed. Maybe it’s because the night has been so strange and emotionally upsetting. Maybe it’s because I knew – deep down – that there was a chance this was going to happen.

The door closes and I open one sleepy eye in confusion. Did someone come into our cabin? Is it morning already? Am I late for breakfast?

‘Honey?’ I say in a sleepy voice. ‘Nicole?’

I reach over to the other side of the bed and feel around with my hand. I can’t feel anything. I can’t feel her.

I open my eyes a little wider. It’s pitch black in the cabin. There’s nothing but darkness through the drapes. Not a sound in the air outside. It must be the middle of the night.

I roll over and lift the covers.

‘Nicole?’ I say again.

She’s not there. My wife is not in bed. I get a sudden surge of panic rising in my gut, combined with that overwhelming sinking feeling again. The combination makes my head feel light.

I force myself to stay calm. There must be a reasonable explanation for this. Maybe she’s in the bathroom. But I know she’s not. Firstly, the bathroom is dark. Secondly, I can’t hear her moving around in the cabin. Thirdly, I can’t feel her presence in the room. I’m the only one here. I know. I feel it.

There must be a reasonable explanation for this. I know there is. My wife wouldn’t leave the bed in the middle of the night for no reason. She must have gone to the lodge. Maybe there is a problem with the bed. Maybe she’s a problem in the bathroom I’m not aware of, so she went to find the owners to report it. In the middle of the night.

I sit up, panicking.

‘Nicole?’

I don’t know why I say her name again. I keep wishing she’ll respond, but I know she’s already left the cabin. I kept telling myself that she won’t have gone where I think she’s gone. She won’t be with who I think she’s with. She won’t be doing what I think she’s doing.

‘No!’

I jump out of bed, naked, blind in the darkness. I fumble around until I find the light switch and throw it on. Now I can see clearly that the bed is totally empty. The cabin is totally empty. She’s not here
. I walk around the bed and look at the floor, the spot where her clothes were piled up an hour or two earlier.

They’re gone. Her dress and bra are gone and I’m faced with a dark, uncomfortable truth. My wife has gotten out of bed in the middle of the night and dressed and left our cabin.

I have to follow her. I have to find out what she’s doing, where she’s going, what she’s thinking. I have to stop her from… what I hope she’s not doing. What I pray she’s not doing.

In my mind, I see Damon’s smirking face. I hear his voice.


I meant what I said
.

What exactly did you say to my wife, Damon? What did you persuade her to do tonight?

I grab my clothes from the closet. My shorts and socks are still wet. I ignore them and slip back into my damp pants and shirt. They feel uncomfortable, but I’ll manage. I won’t be out for long, anyway. I pull on my shoes and quickly tie them up.

The keys are not in the door lock. I tell myself that doesn’t mean anything. Maybe Nicole went for a walk in the cool night air and didn’t want to wake me when she came back. I’m lying to myself and I know it.

I open the door and take a stone from outside. I use the stone to hold the door open a fraction so it doesn’t close and lock me out. Then I start walking up the long road toward the lodge.

I listen out for signs of life. Footsteps. Breathing. Anything. The world is totally dark and totally silent. The only sources of light are the streetlights outside the cabins. I can see the one outside nineteen in the distance, glowing softly in the gloom, and start jogging toward it.

My heart pounds lounder than my footsteps on the wet tarmac. My breath rips out of my throat in ragged heaves. This is the second time tonight I’ve run up this fucking road, and both times it’s been because I don’t trust another man around my wife.

I reach cabin nineteen. The cabin is dark and silent. I press on, willing myself to run faster. I need to get to Nicole before… before…

Before what?

Cabin eighteen.


Please, Nicole, please don’t do what I think you’re
 doing
.

Cabin seventeen.


Come back with me, baby. Whatever’s wrong, we can fix it
.

Cabin sixteen.

My legs start to ache. My chest burns. I’m not a fit man. I’m not a young man, either. I haven’t run this much in years.

Cabin fifteen.

There are no other lights on in any of the cabins. Everything is dark and silent. Except for one cabin in the distance. I know exactly which cabin still has a light burning from inside.

Cabin fourteen.

It’s not what I think it is. There’s nothing going on here. Maybe there’s a party, a little shindig for the class reunion. Maybe I didn’t know about it because I didn’t go to the school.

Cabin thirteen.

I stop running. It hurts too much. I bend over, hands on my knees, wheezing and panting. My body aches. But I’m so close. I can see my goal ahead. With lights blazing from within. Cabin twelve. Damon’s cabin.

My heart sinks. I can’t see Nicole anywhere. I haven’t passed her on the road. Either she is a lot further up the road than me… or…

Or she’s already in his cabin.

I watch the cabin window carefully for signs of life. The drapes are drawn. I can’t see inside. But then-

A silhouette. I see a shape walk across the room. My heart skips a beat. I wait, watching intently, my ears pricked for any sounds. Nothing. Everything is still and silent. Everything except the man inside this cabin.

I creep closer to the cabin, treading carefully and quietly. I get off the road and walk in the grass in case my footsteps give me away.

The cabin draws closer. I don’t see any other movement from inside. My heart pounds so loud I’m sure someone will wake up and yell at me to keep it down, but it’s all in my head.

I finally reach the cabin. I crouch by the door and listen.

I can’t hear anything from within. I’m tense and alert, certain that he’ll suddenly tear the door open and catch me.

But nothing happens.

I slowly creep around the cabin, keeping low, my thighs screaming in protest, and listen at the window.

I can hear something inside. A voice. No, voices
. Two people. My heart skips a beat, but it doesn’t mean anything. He might be watching TV. Yeah, that’s it. He’s watching TV to help him fall asleep. That’s all. Nothing wrong in that. I should go back to my room and forget about it.

Except I can’t and I know it. I’m going to see this through. I need to know for certain. If I go back right now, it will eat me alive for the rest of my life. I need to know
.

I can’t see through the window and I can’t hear properly, either. I stay low and stick to the shadows and slowly creep around the cabin. There must be some way I can get a better view, or a spot where I can hear clearly. I think back to when I first entered my room, hours ago. I could rain falling on the grass outside. There’s a vent somewhere on the side of the cabin.

The voices fade away as I move around the cabin. My heart thunders in my chest. I’ve never done anything like this before. The voice is pleading with me to stop and go back to my room – Nicole is back in our bed now, wondering where I am, I’m sure of it – but it’s too late to back out now.

I find the vent on the opposite wall of the cabin, hidden on a low corner of the structure. The vent is covered by a plastic mount. The slats on the mount are closed tight. Maybe there’s a switch inside the room to open the slats and let air into the room. I reach out with trembling fingers and try to lift the cover. It’s shut tight. I try to open the slats. It’s closed and won’t open from the outside. The screws keep the cover locked in place. I have a sudden idea and take my wallet out of my pocket. I open the zipper compartment and take out a penny. I crouch down by the vent cover and insert the penny into the top right screw on the cover.

My heart beats louder as I turn the penny and the screw slowly starts to move. It squeaks quietly and my heart almost stops. Nothing happens. Nobody comes out of the cabin or suddenly appears behind me. I’m the only one here. I slowly turn the screw until it finally comes free. Then I start on the next screw.

A minute or two later, I quietly lift the vent cover free, hardly daring to breathe. I crouch down, but the position is uncomfortable. The vent is placed too low on the wall. I lay on the wet grass, my face close to the small vent, and hold my breath for a second. In the darkness outside, I am invisible here. The vent inside is blocked by several sheets of mesh wire to prevent small bugs from getting into the room, but I can see and hear everything
.

It takes a moment for my eyes to adjust to the brightness of the room. The light is on overhead and it blinds me for a few seconds. Then the picture slowly clears for me. I am low down on the bedroom wall. The bathroom wall is immediately to my right, blocking my view that way. I can see maybe a third of the bedroom – mostly the floor and opposite wall – and the bed is to my left, obscuring my view of that part of the bedroom. That’s all I can see for the moment. I can’t see people or figures or movement.

It’s what I can hear that takes my breath away and makes my heart stop in shock.

I can hear
 two voices. One is a soft, soothing male voice. It is the voice of the man I met just a few hours before. The voice of a man I have already come to hate. Damon. The other voice is higher-pitched and I recognize it instantly. It is the same voice that agreed to marry me. The same voice that said, I do
 in front of our family and friends. It is the same voice that said, I’m just hot. That’s all. It’s a thick duvet
 as we lay in bed together before I fell asleep earlier tonight.

Nicole.

She’s in his cabin right now and through the vent, I can hear everything like I’m standing right beside them.

I hear soft giggles. My wife’s soft giggles. The kind of soft, naughty giggles she makes when the two of us are doing something we know we shouldn’t, but can’t stop. I hear lips smacking quietly. I hear Nicole’s passionate sigh
.

I clamp a hand over my mouth to stay quiet. I have tears in my eyes. I’m lying down in the wet grass outside a cabin in the middle of the woods, listening to my wife kiss another man.

The smacking sound starts up again, faster this time. More urgently. More passionately.

Then I hear my wife’s voice clearly.

‘I shouldn’t be doing this,’ she says. ‘I shouldn’t be here.’

‘Then go,’ he says. ‘Go back to your pathetic husband.’

The words are a knife in my heart. I feel the knife twist painfully when she doesn’t refute his words.

‘This is wrong,’ she says.

‘I don’t care. I didn’t force you to come here. I just told you where I’d be. Don’t act like you’re better than me now. We both know you’re not.’

She groans deeply. I recognize that groan. She makes that sound when she’s too far gone to stop, when she can’t possibly say no.

‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’

‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’

‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt.

‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’

I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move.

She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement.

Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement.

‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’

‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice.

‘Like you used to.’

She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it.

Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra.

She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me.

He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready.

‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He traces a thumb over her lips.

Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. She loves it.

I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it.

My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it.

‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’

‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’

‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’

The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard.

‘Open your mouth,’ he says.

My heart almost stops dead. She opens her mouth for him. Willingly. Submissively. Happily. A single thought screams aloud inside my head:

She would never do this for me.

I can’t remember the last time she gave me a blowjob. I can’t remember the last time I asked for one. I can’t even remember what her lips feel like wrapped around my shaft.

He reaches down and grabs a fistful of her hair and shoves his cock down her throat. I watch, open-mouthed in breathless, wordless rage and shock as this fucking asshole fucks my wife’s throat.

She makes deep, throaty sounds of pleasure, half-gagging and panting around his length. He fucks her face for a few seconds, then withdraw his shaft from her mouth. She pants hard, saliva and spit on her face.

‘Slow down,’ she says. ‘I’m not used to one this big.’

‘It’s been a while, hasn’t it?’ he says, with cruel amusement.

‘Too long.’

He shoves his cock down her throat again and fucks my wife’s face. She’s never done this with me. She’s never even given any sign that she’s into this. I had no idea. I feel heartbroken and insignificant and betrayed and… and…


Excited
.

Despite the situation, despite the pain in my heart, despite the fact I’m lying in wet grass outside a cabin, watching through a tiny air vent, despite everything, I’m slowly getting turned on watching this. I’m watching another man face-fuck my wife while she gags and moans like a two-dollar whore and I can feel my manhood stiffen in my pants. What the hell is wrong with me?

He gropes her breasts as they rock back and forth with the pace of his pumping cock. She moans and purrs and makes little gagging noises in the back of her throat.

‘God, you’re fucking good at this,’ he says. ‘I almost forgot how much I loved fucking your slutty little mouth.’

I’ve never spoken to her like that. I would never speak to her like that.

But, again, she moans, encouraging him, wanting to hear more.

‘You let your husband fuck this dirty mouth?’

She makes a grunt.

‘Good. This is mine. This is all for me. You understand?’

She groans.

He fucks her mouth, groaning in pleasure as he shoves his length deep into her throat, over and over, while he holds her head in place with one hand. She lies on the bed, letting him do whatever he wants to her. She has never let me do that. Not even once.

‘Touch yourself,’ he says. ‘I know you want to. I know how much you love this.’

She groans again. I see her knees lift into the air. The hem of her skirt slides down. She reaches between her legs and moans again on his shaft.

‘How wet are you?’ he says. ‘Are you gonna be wet enough take this big cock?’

Nicole takes her fingers away from her sex and holds them out to him. He grabs her wrist, leans down, and sucks her fingers, still fucking her face as he does. She groans.

‘Good,’ he says, releasing her wrist. ‘You taste fucking amazing. Does your husband know how good you taste?’

She grunts again and starts playing with herself. He keeps fucking her face, long, deep, hard strokes. I can see her throat move as his length fills her mouth. Again, I feel my cock twitch against the damp material of my pants. This is wrong. I should stop it. I shouldn’t watch this.

But…

‘Does your husband know what a slut you are?’ he says.

She grunts, louder this time, moaning harder as she plays with herself. He laughs and slaps one breast. She squeals.

‘Do you swallow your husband’s come?’

Another grunt. No. She hasn’t ever swallowed my come. I know that all too well. A couple of times in the initial stages of our relationship, she let me come on her breasts. But, no, she never swallowed. Never even got close. I’ve never even come in her mouth.

‘You gonna be a good slut and swallow my come?’ he says. ‘Like you used to?’

She makes an enthusiastic groan.

‘Yeah?’ he says. ‘You’re even dirtier than I remember. Go on, play with that pussy.’

My wife’s groans and moans become deeper and more powerful. He fucks her throat deeper and faster. I see her hand moving quicker between her legs.

‘That’s it,’ he says, ‘that’s it. I’m gonna fucking come in you dirty slut mouth.’

She makes a loud, throaty groan of desire, begging him without words. He forces his length down her throat again and again, making her gag once or twice.

I can’t believe how rough he’s being with her. I can’t believe she’s letting him be this rough with her. I can’t believe I’m getting turned on watching Damon face-fuck my wife. I squeeze my firm bulge in disbelief. Yeah, it’s real. This feels so wrong.

Damon groans long and loud, his thrusts shallower now. Nicole makes breathless whimpers and gags. I know exactly what’s happening. My beautiful wife is swallowing his come. Desperately. Hungrily. Happily.

‘Yes,’ Damon says in a deep hiss of pleasure. ‘I almost forgot how good you were.’

Nicole makes a happy moan, still eagerly sucking his shaft. He stops moving, stop thrusting. She keeps pleasuring him with her mouth. It’s like she can’t get enough.

‘Fuck yes,’ Damon says. ‘That’s it, keep sucking me. Keep me hard. I’m going to fuck you next.’

She groans deeply, her lips clamped on his shaft. She’s insatiable. My wife is insatiable. I never knew she could
 be insatiable.

‘That’s enough,’ he says. ‘Sit up. Take your clothes off.’

He steps back and his shaft eases out of Nicole’s mouth. It is slick with her spit and throbbing and still hard. I can’t believe it. I didn’t know it was possible.

Nicole slowly sits up, breathing hard, her firm breasts rising and falling. Her lips are wet with spit. Her hair is a mess. She looks dirty and used and I love it. Despite the anger and betrayal in my heart, I love the way she looks right now.

She takes off the dress and tosses it away, sitting on his bed in her bra and panties. She looks at his slippery cock with hunger and lust and desire.

Damon unbuttons the rest of his shirt and tosses it away. He has a good body, I note, with another pang of jealousy. Not fat, but not thin, either. Everything is in proportion. Where I have a paunch and love handles, he has a firm stomach and a tight waist. He takes off his pants and stands at the side of the bed, naked in front of my wife. I see her face light up, filling with excitement as she sees his body. She never looks at me that way.

‘Can I fuck you now, daddy?’ she says. ‘I wanna ride that big cock.’

‘Have you missed it?’ he says, amused.

‘Oh yeah,’ she says. ‘So much.’

She unclips her bra and frees her large breasts. They hang down on her chest a little, weighed by gravity and age.

‘Panties, too,’ he says.

She smiles and turns around and bends over on all fours for him. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly pulls them down, putting on a show for him, displaying her wet slit for him.

Damon growls like a hungry predator sensing food and climbs on the bed behind her and grabs my wife by the hips and eases his hard, slippery cock deep inside her. Nicole groans in deep, erotic bliss. The sound is like nothing I’ve ever heard before. When I enter my wife, she makes a happy little moan. This is a deep, guttural, primal cry of absolute delight.

I suddenly realize that my fly is open and I’m gently massaging my hard erection. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why am I getting so turned on by this?

‘Oh, fuck yes, daddy!’ Nicole says, moaning in pleasure as he starts to fuck her from behind. ‘I forgot how fucking big you felt!’

‘You’re so tight,’ Damon says, through clenched teeth. ‘Did you get tighter, or is your husband just that small?’

‘He’s nowhere near as big as you,’ she says, bucking her ass back to meet his hard, firm strokes. I can almost hear the dull, wet impact of their bodies colliding. ‘He doesn’t fill me up like you do, daddy.’

I grit my teeth and grasp my hard cock in one hand. My wife is insulting my manhood while she fucks another man and that turns me on even more. I have no idea why. She’s also never called me daddy
, or talked to me like this in the heat of the moment. Who is this woman and where is my wife?

Damon pounds my wife hard from behind, filling her with length over and over. Her moans get louder and wilder and more desperate.

‘Holy fuck!’ she says. ‘God, daddy, you feel so fucking good!’

He spanks her ass hard.

‘How long has it been since you got fucked like this?’ he says.

‘Too long!’

He grabs her hair and pulls it hard. She cries out – a mixture of pain and pleasure – and her back arches, raising her ass higher. He spanks her again.

My hand squeezes my cock. I’m not in control of myself right now. I’m standing somewhere nearby, looking down at my body in shock. My wife is getting fucked by another man. He is fucking her better, harder, and deeper than I ever have. My wife is humiliating me while he fucks her.

And I’m watching them together. Lying in the wet grass. Playing with myself.

‘You gonna come for me?’ he says.

‘Oh, god, yes, daddy!’ Her moans are reaching a fever pitch now. I’ve only heard her make this sound a few times in our entire marriage. And, even then, it never happened this quickly into sex. He must be hitting parts of her that I have never touched.

‘You gonna come like a good little married slut?’ Damon says, pumping her wet sex hard and fast, still pulling on her hair. I can’t quite see my wife’s face from this angle, but I don’t need to. I know what her expression looks like the moments before she climaxes. Her lips will be slightly parted. Her eyes half-closed. Her bottom lip will tremble as the moment begins.

‘I’m your married slut!’ she says, ‘I’m all yours, daddy!’

Then she gasps for air and I hear the familiar sounds of my wife’s deep, delicious, overwhelming orgasm. Her entire body seems to rock and shake and tremble as she gasps, then releases a deep, primal groan of sheer delight. I can feel it, even out here on the ground.

‘Fuck yes!’ Damon says. ‘I love the feel of your tight pussy when you come.’

‘It’s all yours,’ she says in a high-pitched cry of pleasure, ‘all yours, daddy, please don’t stop, don’t stop, I need it, I fucking need it.’

He keeps pounding her in long, hard, rough strokes. Still pulling her hair. Still spanking her ass. Nicole’s cries reach a crescendo, then finally subside. She collapses forward on her face, waving a hand to tell him to stop, stop, stop.

Damon laughs and leans forward, pinning her to the bed with his cock. She says something, but her voice is muffled by the bed. He laughs again and pounds her again a couple more times until she finally pulls herself away from him. She turns to face him, laughing, breathless, brushing her messy hair out of her face.

‘You like that, don’t you?’ Damon says.

‘Oh, you know I do.’

He cups his hand under her chin. She doesn’t pull away.

‘I want you to ride me,’ he says. ‘Like you used to.’

She giggles wickedly again and nods.

‘Anything for you, daddy,’ she says.

I’m stroking my cock now. I shouldn’t be getting off on this, but I am. Maybe I need therapy, but right now this is the hottest thing I have ever seen.

Damon lays on the bed, hard, wet cock firm against his stomach. Nicole straddles his waist, looking down at him, her breasts above his face, and gently eases back. She groans again as he enters her dripping slit once more.

‘Oh, fuck, daddy,’ she says. ‘I can’t take much more. I’m gonna need you to come soon. Please.’

‘You better earn my come,’ he says.

His words encourage her. She leans back, sitting upright. She rocks her hips back and forth, grinding against him, rising and falling on his hard shaft. He must be so deep inside her right now. My fist clenches around my shaft painfully.

I stroke my cock and clench my teeth and watch through the vent. Nicole rides him harder, faster and more passionately than she has ever ridden me before. She moans with more delight than I’ve ever heard before. She’s having more fun with him than she’s ever had with me. I bite my bottom lip to keep quiet and keep stroking myself.

‘You feel so good, daddy,’ Nicole says, breathless with lust and excitement and pleasure. ‘I love the way your cock fills me.’

‘Does your husband fill you like this?’ Damon says.

‘No,’ Nicole says. ‘Only you.’

She reaches out her hands to him. He raises his own hands. They interlink their fingers together as she rides him. She has never done this with me, and the simplicity of the moment, the intimacy of their fingers intertwining, it feels like a knife to my chest. My wife isn’t just cheating on me. My wife is cheating on me with someone she seriously likes. She’s into
 this man. She knows his likes and dislikes and she’s kept that knowledge, even after all our years of marriage. We had a good marriage, I thought. I’m attentive and faithful and caring and I always look after her needs first. Sex is fun, if a little infrequent. Yet she’s thrown herself at this asshole. What can he offer that I can’t? Aside from a big cock, obviously.

Nicole’s moans begin to rise in volume and intensity again. Her hips rock back and forth faster and faster. I can hear the bed squeaking and rattling underneath them.

‘Oh, fuck,’ she says. ‘I think I’m gonna come again.’

‘Does my married slut like to come on this big cock?’ he says.

‘God, yes!’

My wife comes again, loud and long and hard. Her eyes are shut and her fingers are gripping his tightly. Her knees shake as her legs tense and tighten. I can only imagine how good her sex feels right now, her entrance clenching down on his manhood as she climaxes. I squeeze my shaft to give me the same sensation. My hand doesn’t feel anywhere near as good as her pussy does.

Nicole’s powerful climax subsides. She sinks down onto him, laying on his chest, melting against him. He is still buried inside her.

‘I can’t,’ she says, panting. ‘I can’t go anymore.’

‘You used to ride me all night,’ he says. ‘You used to outlast me
.’

‘I know,’ she says. ‘But it’s been so long since I last did it.’

‘Does my little slut not get fucked enough at home?’

‘No.’

Her words humiliate and cut me, deep wounds in my heart. I want us to have more sex! But… I’m tired after work and I can’t last very long and I want it to feel special when we do it. I keep stroking my cock. Something about her honesty drives me wild.

‘This guy marries you and doesn’t fuck you every chance he gets?’ he says. ‘Pathetic.’

‘He’s not pathetic,’ she says. ‘He’s nice.’

‘If he’s so nice, why are you here with me?’

‘Because I don’t want nice.’

I feel my own climax building, a surge of pressure brewing in my balls.

‘I know exactly what you want,’ he says.

‘Do you now?’ she says, with a smile.

He wraps his arms around her and rolls over, pinning her to the bed. She squeals in excitement, then moans as he immediately resumes pounding her. She opens her legs wider for him, letting him deeper and deeper inside her than I could ever be. She moans and screams and begs him to fuck her harder, harder, harder. He pounds my wife, pump her hard and deep and fast.

I watch him fuck my wife and I stroke my hard shaft and finally I come. I roll onto my side and climax hard. Thick, white come splatters against the cabin wall and sprays across the wet grass. I bite down on my other hand to stay quiet. I have never come this hard before. My balls empty and the last of my semen trickles out onto the wet grass, but I still furiously stoke my shaft. This feels incredible.

‘Oh, shit!’ Nicole moans.

I switch my attention back to the action inside the cabin. Nicole grips the bed tight with her hands while he slams his body into her. She cries out with every wet smack of his groin against her wet folds. He fucks my wife like an animal and she loves it. I can’t take any more. I stop touching myself.

‘I’m getting close,’ he says.

‘You gonna come for, daddy?’ she says.

‘Uh-huh.’

‘Come all over me, daddy. Make me yours.’

I watch his body tense and his muscles clench as he fills my wife again and again. Then, with a deep, powerful growl, he pulls his slick member out of my wife’s dripping slit and unleashes a torrent of semen over her stomach. She moans and arches her back for him, presenting her body as a target. He strokes his shaft, pumping himself, unloading over and over. My wife groans with pleasure as his come decorates her thighs and stomach like frosting on a perfect cookie.

He finally finishes and collapses into bed next to her. She rolls on her side and places a hand on his chest.

‘God, I’m missed that,’ she says.

‘That was better than I remember,’ he says.

Nicole kisses him gently, tenderly, softly. Almost lovingly.

‘Can we go again?’ she says.

‘No,’ he says. ‘I have to get some sleep. You need to leave. Go back to your pathetic husband.’

‘He’s asleep,’ she says, in a small, wounded voice. ‘Please, don’t make me go. I don’t want this to be over.’

‘It’s late,’ he says. ‘We can fuck again some other time.’

She sits up in bed. His semen trickles down her skin.

‘We can’t do it again,’ she says. ‘We shouldn’t have done this now.’

‘But we did.’

‘I know,’ she says, running a hand through her messy hair. ‘But we shouldn’t have. It was wrong.’

‘Don’t start acting like you didn’t want it,’ he says. ‘You came to me. I didn’t make you. Maybe if your husband was better in bed, you wouldn’t need me.’

She sits quietly for a few seconds, thinking.

‘Can I use your shower?’ she says at length. ‘I should clean up before I head back.’

He gestures with his hand. She climbs out of bed and walks across the room to the shower, naked. Her skin glistens with perspiration. Her stomach shines with his come. Her inner thighs are wet from their sex. She walks into the bathroom and turns on the light. I hear the shower start to run.

I suddenly return to life, like a man waking from a coma. The wet grass has soaked through the back of my shirt and pants. My penis has wilted. I am cold and wet.

I carefully zip myself back up. I lay on the grass for a few long seconds, like a gunshot victim, staring up at the night sky. It’s still thick with clouds. No stars. No moon. I can’t believe what just happened. I can’t believe what Nicole just did. I can’t believe what I
 just did. This whole thing is insane.

My knees tremble as I slowly, quietly, get back to my feet. I feel empty. Shell-shocked. Stunned. I watched my wife cheat on me… and I had the best orgasm of my life.

I keep low and creep back around the cabin, retracing my steps from earlier. I can hear the quiet hiss
 of the shower from inside the room. My wife is washing another man’s come from her body. She is removing the evidence of her infidelity from her cleft. I round the side of the cabin and set off back down the road at a slow, gentle jog, my heart pounding once more.

****

The cabin is still slightly ajar, the stone acting as a doorstop. Everything is exactly as I left it. Dark and empty. Cold and alone.

I undress and hang my clothes back in the closet. I wash my hands in the bathroom. I get back into bed.

My heart races as I lie in bed, waiting. Every sound, every tiny rustle, makes me tense up. I count off the minutes in my head. One. Two. Three. Where is she? How long does it take to shower off another man’s come? Another thought enters my mind. What if she isn’t coming back tonight? What if she decides to stay for another round with that asshole?

Six minutes. Seven. Eight.

The bed is wide and cold and I am alone on the edge. I wish I had someone to talk to about all this. I have no idea what to do with this. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with all this. Do I confront her? Do I scream at her? Am I supposed to get the tyre iron from the car and beat the shit out of Damon while he’s asleep? That last thought seems oddly appealing. Beat the shit out of him for fucking my wife… and again for doing it better than me.

Eleven minutes. Twelve. Thirteen.

But, again, there’s a second part that bothers me. Why did I get so turned on watching it? Is it because I was watching people have sex? Or was it something else?

Seventeen minutes. Eighteen. Nineteen.

Did I like watching them fuck? Or did I like watching him
 fuck my wife
? I close my eyes but the images are burned into my mind. I can’t get them out. My wife, swallowing his come. My wife, peeling off her panties for him. My wife, riding him. Calling him daddy
. Begging for his come. Screaming with delight as he fucked her.

Finally, twenty-seven minutes after I started counting, I hear a soft, quiet footstep outside the door. I freeze. Close my eyes. Pretend to be asleep. The key tinkles quietly in the lock. What will she do? Will she tell me? Will she try to sleep as though nothing happened? The door slowly opens. I feel a gentle, cool breeze filter through the room. I try to lay as still as possible. How do I usually sleep? Will she be able to tell? I feel a second gentle breeze as she closes the door with a soft click
. She slips the key back in the lock. I can feel her presence. I can sense her nervousness. I can hear her hardly daring to breathe.

I peek through my eyelashes. The room is pitch dark, but I can see a void in the blackness in the shape of my wife. She silently removes her shoes and places them back on the floor. She silently takes off her clothes again and puts them back in an untidy heap as before. She gently lifts the covers and eases back into bed next to me. I am a statue. I am frozen in time. I am a dead weight.

I feel my wife lay on her back. She lets out a soft sigh. A sigh of relief, maybe. Or sadness. Or shame. I wish I could know what’s going through her head right now. How can she do all that and come back to me like nothing happened? More to the point, how can I watch her do it and pleasure myself and let her come back to me like nothing happened?

She lays there for a long time, not moving. I hear her soft breaths slowly deepen. She relaxes next to me. I start counting off the minutes again. She is asleep before I reach seven.

Like nothing happened.

****

‘You’re quiet,’ she says. ‘You feeling okay?’

I nod, distracted. I haven’t slept. I spent the whole night deep in awful thought after awful thought. My shirt and pants are still damp as I pull them on again. I try to pretend that they’re wet from the rain and not because I was lying on the grass in the middle of the night, watching her fuck another man.

‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘Just want to get back on the road.’

Nicole pulls her panties back on and slides her arms in her bra straps.

‘Can you clip me in?’ she says, lifting her hair out of the way.

I take the back of her bra in my hands and clip the bra together. I don’t touch her body.

‘Hey…’ she says, ‘you mind if maybe we don’t go to breakfast with the others?’

I pause, halfway through tying my shoelaces.

‘Huh?’ I say. ‘Thought you wanted to see them again?’

I watch her face carefully. I want to know what she says, what excuse she invents.

‘I did,’ she says. ‘But… I was thinking about it, and you’re right. We probably need to get back on the road. The sooner we get back, the sooner we can spend some time together?’

‘What do you mean?’ I say.

‘Well, you know, we didn’t have any alone time last night.’

She smiles at me, that cute, innocent, sexy smile that she knows I love. The one that tells me things have a good chance of getting steamy. Every time I see that smile, I feel my balls tighten in anticipation.

Except now. I don’t feel anything right now. She wants to fuck me to get over her guilt.

I see the image again, the one from last night. Nicole, on her knees, gladly swallowing Damon’s come. I feel my balls tighten.

‘If you want to get going,’ I say. I don’t want to be in the same goddamn state as that asshole Damon Morrison. If she wants to leave, we’ll leave.

‘Sure,’ I say. ‘I’m ready if you are.’

We step outside. The morning air is fresh and crisp and smells wonderful. The world smells of rain and trees and grass and wood. The view is spectacular. The hillside gently falls away ahead of us, revealing a thick wooded landscape small peaks and valleys. The morning sun rises behind us. This is a view I would love on any other day of my life. But not right now. Not on this, the morning after my wife fucked another man.

I look out over the woodlands as they curve away, leading back to the suburbs, back to civilisation. I was awake all last night, replaying the scene over and over in my head, watching my wife fuck Damon again and again. Her cries of pleasure echoed around in my mind all night long. When the sun finally started to rise and Nicole began to stir next to me, I had reached a conclusion. It was not a good thought. I hated myself for having it. But here I am, in the cold light of day, and this terrible thought is still present in my mind.


I liked watching Nicole fuck someone else
.

Yes, it hurt like a knife to the heart. Yes, I feel betrayed. Yes, I am angry about it. But every time I think about what happened, I feel myself getting turned on. The furious mixture of emotions somehow makes the memories more exciting than anything I’ve ever experienced before. Watching my wife become someone else’s slut, watching her be wilder and naughtier than she’s ever been with me, it was exhilarating and erotic and it’s going to keep tormenting me. I don’t understand it… but I know I like it.

And I need to experience it again.

We climb into the car and I fire up the engine. I reverse out of the parking space and gently turn around and start driving up the road again.

‘This is a lovely place,’ Nicole says. ‘We should come here again some time. Just the two of us.’

‘Sure,’ I say. I don’t ever want to see this place again.

We pass cabin nineteen. Eighteen. Seventeen. I get the crazy urge to ram the car into cabin twelve.

‘Did you sleep okay?’ Nicole says.

‘Yeah,’ I lie. ‘Did you?’

‘Mmm,’ she says.

‘Isn’t that your friend?’ I say.

I point through the windscreen. Sure enough, standing outside cabin twelve are Clive and Damon, dressed and ready for breakfast. I roll to a stop and wind down the window. The two of them are on the left side of the road, on my side. The man who fucked my face a few hours before stands at my window. My heart thunders in my chest. I grip the steering wheel and look at Clive.

‘Morning all!’ Clive says. ‘Good night?’

I nod.

‘Yeah,’ says Nicole.

‘Are you coming for breakfast?’ Clive says.

‘No,’ Nicole says. ‘I’m not feeling too hot. I just want to get home.’

‘Oh,’ Clive says, his shoulders slumping. ‘That’s a shame.’

‘Really?’ Damon says. ‘You seemed okay last night.’

Again, I catch the faintest hint of a smirk on his face as he glances at me. I look him in the eye, meeting his gaze. Come on, motherfucker, say something funny
.

‘She started feeling strange this morning,’ I say. ‘I’ll take her back home.’

‘Another time?’ Clive says.

‘Another time,’ Nicole says. ‘I have your number.’

‘It was great seeing you again,’ Damon says, smiling at my wife.

Nicole blushes and looks away.

‘You too,’ she says.

I lean on the gas and we start rolling forwards. I hold Damon’s eye until he’s behind me. I watch him in the mirror, looking at our taillights as we slowly drive away.

After fifteen minutes or so, Nicole falls asleep. I don’t wake her. I don’t want to spare the effort to force a conversation right now. My mind is occupied with memories and images and thoughts. I think about last night again. I think about my wife humiliating me. I think about my wife begging for his cock.

I feel my balls tighten once more.

We drive home in silence as the morning sun rises and thoughts and images and fantasies cloud my mind. I want to watch her fuck someone else again. I need to see it. That was the hottest night of my life, even though it kills me to admit it.

Nicole shifts in the seat and stirs.

‘Love you,’ she says.

‘You too,’ I say.

My beautiful wife. His dirty slut.

And me, her faithful, cuckolded husband.

###


Hotwife Stories:

Letters from Afar I


My Beloved Andrew,

I’m only a couple days into my vacation, but I already feel as though I’ve been born again. I feel refreshed, energized, and more relaxed than I have in years. Part of that is the atmosphere at the resort. The sun shines, strangers smile at one another, the sea is perfectly clear and the food is delicious. The other reason I’m feeling so perfectly at peace is because of the man sleeping in the bed behind me as I write this. His name is Frank. You’d like him.

It’s deepest night as I write this. The moonlight casts a beautiful silver glow over the world. I’m sitting on the balcony that looks out towards the ocean. It’s still warm out, even now, and it must be close to one in the morning. I can see the ocean from here. The beach is a dark stripe running along the front of the resort complex. Beyond that is the ocean. The sea is calm tonight, gently rocking back and forth, reflecting the moonlight in the rolling waves. If I strain my ears, I can hear the waves lapping against the sand.

It’s so beautiful here. Sometimes I wish you could see it with your own eyes, but you were adamant that I go on vacation alone. You insisted, actually, even helping me pay for the trip. You told me to have fun, to enjoy myself and spend some quality time with Alexis and Chloe. I’m sure they’ve gotten to see a very different side of me this past week!

From my balcony, I can see most of the hotel on either side of me. The building stretches along the length of the resort in a gentle curve, following the shape of the beachfront ahead. The only thing I am wearing right now is my wedding ring. I’m pretty sure that anyone in the hotel, or anyone on the beach, can see me in all my glory right now if they look my way.

I imagine that thought excites you. I can picture you now, sitting on the couch, reading this letter a day or two from now. Are you picturing me, I wonder? Let me set the scene a little more. I’m sitting on a wooden chair with a thin cushion under my bare butt, leaning on a matching wooden table. My hair is wet from the shower. My firm breasts glow with a silver light and – oh, look at that! – my nipples are hard as I describe the scene to you. I can feel a dull, wet warmth between my thighs. My body aches from the passionate lovemaking I’ve been enjoying with Frank. It’s a good feeling. I haven’t felt this exhausted, satisfied or fulfilled since our honeymoon, my love. It feels simply wonderful.

Seeing as my lover is fast asleep – and snoring softly, much quieter than you, I might add! – I thought I would take the time to write you this little letter and tell you all about my adventures with Frank over the past couple days. I’m mostly recording them here so I don’t forget them, but I do have the bonus of driving you wild with my naughty stories until I get home! I know how much you love to fantasize about your wife with another man.

Frank is a little taller than you. He’s a couple of years older than me. I met him on the first night in the bar and thought he was quite good-looking. Broad shoulders, southern accent, tanned skin from a lifetime spent under a harsh sun. Not the kind of man you’d expect to see in a five-star resort like this. Apparently, he came here to get away from it all – messy divorce, lost the house, you know the story. Well, let me say that his ex-wife’s loss is my gain!

From the moment we got here, Alexis began flirting with every guy she could. She claimed that this vacation was an opportunity for her to ‘feel sexy again’, so she’s been sunbathing topless at every opportunity and wearing low-cut evening dresses and dancing with every available guy at the club every night. Everywhere she goes, the eyes of every eligible young man are fixed on her tight little body. If she doesn’t ‘feel sexy again’ after this vacation is over, there’s no hope for her!

Chloe has been much quieter, much more subdued. She blushes every time some cute guy asks to buy her a drink! You should see her on the beach, checking out all the guys that walk by, trying to look unimpressed. It’s adorable. I know she hadn’t been with many (if any!) guys before she got married, but she keeps biting her lip and looking away every time some young stud smiles at her. Chloe got super drunk a few weeks back and told me that she’s not sure of she’s ever had a real orgasm. Poor girl. Can you imagine not knowing if you’ve ever been truly pleasured before? I feel very, very lucky to have married a man like you, a man who understands my needs and encourages me to experience as many worldly pleasures as possible.

****

But you don’t want to hear about my girlfriends, do you? I know you, my love. You want to hear more about Frank, don’t you? I can imagine you sitting on the couch, reading this letter, desperate for the juicy details… I wonder if you’re already touching yourself, or if you’ll wait until you finish my letter first?

As I said, I met Frank in the bar on the first night. I didn’t have any plans to sleep with him – not at first. It was my first night at the resort. I was hungry, tired, sweating from the heat of the night air, and desperate for a drink. Believe me, sex was the last thing on my mind, but you know how these things happen. At first, we just exchanged looks across the bar. Later, we met on the dancefloor. I let him put his hands on my waist and our bodies rocked in a slow, steady rhythm.

I didn’t sleep with him that night. I’ve never been the sort of woman to jump into bed with a total stranger. I like to get to know men first, before I decide whether I become intimate with them. Besides, I was on vacation. I wasn’t going to force anything to happen if I didn’t want to. I wanted to relax and unwind.

At the end of that first night, I went up to my room alone. I kissed Frank on the cheek, thanked him for the dance, and left the bar. I glanced back at him as I left. He was watching me walk away. He looked a little disappointed, but I was hot and tired and jetlagged and wanted to go to bed.

We met again the next day, on the beach. Chloe and Alexis and I were splayed out across the loungers, our skin gently bronzing in the heat of the sun. Alexis was topless, naturally, and attracting a lot of attention from the guys who gathered nearby to play beach volleyball. She loved the appreciative glances and kept waving at her admiring audience. Chloe kept her face turned to the sky, pretending not to notice any of the smiles and glances aimed at her. I walked across the burning sands to get us some cold drinks from the shack a little way up the beach. That was when I met Frank for the second time, while waiting in the line for drinks.

I didn’t get much of a sense of his body when we danced together the night before. He felt large and firm, but when I saw him on the beach in nothing but his swim shorts, I got a real clear look at his body. He was large and strong, not packed with muscle like a gym freak, but big and solid like someone who has done hard work and heavy lifting for their entire life. His skin was beautifully dark already, with no tan lines on his upper body. I could tell that he probably spent a lot of time outdoors, shirtless, in weather a lot like this. You know me, I’m not one to be easily swayed by a muscular figure, but this guy looked big and square and strong, like a football player or a pro wrestler.

‘We didn’t get to finish our dance last night,’ he said, when I slowly came to recognize him.

‘Maybe if you’re around tonight?’ I said, and shot him a flirtatious smile. I’ll be honest, I liked what I saw. There was something real, something natural, about him. He had a genuine smile, and his face looked worn by time and good living. There were wrinkles in the corners of his eyes and he was quick to laugh.

We made small talk for a few minutes while the line of people slowly moved forward. He was staying in the same complex as us, one building over. He was staying for another three weeks – ‘ex-wife is paying for it!’ he said, with a laugh – and asked about myself. He seemed interested. He listened. His eyes were mostly focused on my face, not on my bikini (yes, the bikini you picked out, the one that makes my breasts swell perfectly!)

One thing led to another and we spent most of that day together. He was good company and I liked him. We decided to meet for a few drinks at the bar later that night. While the girls were dancing, Frank and I sat together in a quiet booth on one side of the room. Alexis was on the dancefloor, grinding her hips against any twentysomething man who so much as glanced at her. Chloe danced by herself, refusing the advances of several men.

Frank and I drank together. I flirted. He flirted. By the time we got to our third drink, I knew I wanted to sleep with him. We had a connection, chemistry, a spark. He was funny, charming, and good looking. I knew that you would approve of him, if you were here. You would beg me to sleep with him!

I asked Frank if he was seeing anyone. He said he had been a free agent ever since his wife filed for divorce seven months ago. He said he had spent the last few months catching up on life and everything he had missed during his marriage.

Frank asked me if I was seeing anyone. I said yes. He frowned, looking disappointed. I told him about you. He looked even more disappointed. Then I told him about our arrangement. I told him that my husband loves me very much, and he chooses to express that love by allowing me to take lovers and boyfriends.

‘My husband and I have a very open, very trusting relationship,’ I said. ‘Not only does he encourage me to take additional lovers, he often watches and films us together.’

His eyes widened in shock and interest. He asked me for a little more detail, but I could see the excitement in his face. How many men allow their wives to sleep with whomever they choose?

You should have seen the look on his face as I explained it to him. His smile widened and his eyes lit up like a kid in a candy store. By the end of our talk, he looked like an astronaut surveying the universe, eyes filled with wonder and possibility. He looked at me in a new light, his grin as infectious as it was attractive.

‘I only have two rules,’ I said. ‘One – you must wear a condom. Two – my husband gave me a special camera to take pictures of our… time together. If you have a problem being photographed, we can’t do this.’

Frank’s eyes lit up. I saw him adjusting his pants under the table and knew he was interested – very interested.

‘Are my terms acceptable?’ I said.

He nodded, still smiling at me, his eyes tracing my body, my bare shoulders, my lips. He finished his drink in one swallow and asked when I would like to get started.

****

The first time we made love, I went to his room. The bar had closed for the night and everyone slowly made their way along the corridors and up the elevators. I made sure Alexis and Chloe saw me go into my room, so they wouldn’t know what I was doing. Frank had agreed that I would wait twenty minutes before walking to his room. Less prying eyes in the hallways. Less chance that the girls would still be awake to hear me leave my room. (I can’t have them knowing about our arrangement now, can I?)

I waited twenty long minutes, my heart racing with excitement. You know how anxious and excited I am when we wait for my lover to arrive. If you were there, you might have calmed me down. Instead, I closed my eyes and stood in front of the mirror in my room. I corrected my makeup. Adjusted my outfit. Made sure my breasts looked good. I paused, trying to decide whether to leave my panties behind, to go to my new lover with nothing more than my tiny dress covering my naked ass. Would you like it, I wondered? Would you want me to go to another man’s room without underwear?

Yes, I decided. Yes, you would. You would love it. If anything, you would demand it. You would beg me to do it. Who am I to refuse the request of my husband?

I took off my panties, threw them on the bed, and left the room. The cool, air-conditioned hallways were quiet. I could hear the occasional far-off sound of drunken laughter or stumbling footsteps, but everything else was silent.

I felt so naughty, so wild, like I was sneaking out on my parents when I was a young girl. The cool air crept up my legs, sending thrilling little sensations through my sex. If only you could have seen me, softly walking along the corridors, holding my shoes in my hands, a smile on my face.

Frank was waiting for me when I arrived. He looked me up and down with an appreciative glance. I made sure to turn around quickly to shut the door. The movement made my dress lift up. I heard a sharp intake of breath and knew that he had seen my ass.

I leaned against the door, hands behind my back, giving him my best coy smile. He slowly approached me. I could see the bulge in his pants. He pinned me against the door and kissed me, hard. He tasted like the cocktails we’d been drinking downstairs.

‘So,’ he said, after our long, slow embrace, ‘did you bring the camera?’

****

I can’t wait to see your face when you look over the pictures we took together. Frank loved being my naughty photographer. He made sure to take plenty of pictures of the two of us. But not the first time. That first time, I belonged to him and him alone. He made sure of it.

The first time we made love was slow and gentle. It was almost romantic. Frank asked me to leave the dress on. He said he wanted to slide it up my thighs and expose me. He liked the dress almost as much as you do.

He took me by the hand and guided me towards the bed. We lay down together, giggling like nervous virgins. He was shy at first, but soon found his rhythm. He told me later that he hadn’t been with a woman since his ex-wife left him. He took his time with me. I felt him explore my body with his hands, lips, and tongue for the longest time. I was desperate for him to get undressed and make love to me, but he kept me waiting. I loved it.

Finally, after the longest, most enjoyable tease of my life, he allowed me to undress him. I returned the favor, taking my time with him. It was like unwrapping a long-awaited present on Christmas Day. I kissed his body as each part came exposed to me. After several long, teasing minutes, I sank to my knees and gently peeled down his underwear.

He has a beautiful cock. A little bigger than yours. A little thicker, too. It has a soft curve when it stood fully erect – curving back towards his flat, tanned stomach – and there is a thick vein that runs along the top of his shaft. The head of his cock is a deep purple in color, and much thicker than the rest. I remember his deep, satisfied groan the first time I took it in my hand and grasped it, weighing it, feeling it for the first time. It was hot and thick and all mine. His length was strong and firm and it responded to the feel of my hand with little jerks and pulses. I wasn’t ready to use my mouth on him just yet. My body craved the satisfaction of his passion.

I gently rolled a condom over the length of his shaft. He sighed with contentment. Frank asked me to lie on the bed. I did so, my dress sliding up my thighs just the way he wanted. He smiled and climbed on top of me. My heart was racing so fast! I wished you had been there to hold my hand and gaze into my eyes as Frank gently pushed his thick length into my glistening sex for the first time. I was so wet with excitement that he had no trouble easing his shaft through my yearning entrance. I moaned loudly, not caring if I woke up the other guests. I felt his thick head push through my entrance, opening me wider than I’ve felt in a long time. It was wonderful! I felt my sex opening for him, stretching wide around his shaft. God, I love that feeling! In a moment – too quick! – the feeling was over and his shaft sank deep inside me, all the way to the base. I moaned his name and told him how good he felt, how big he was. I held him tight against me and we kissed hungrily.

There is nothing more exciting than taking a lover to bed for the first time, as I’ve told you many times before. This time felt very different, somehow. It was more intense, more erotic. Perhaps it was Frank’s nervous passion, or the fact that he hadn’t been with a woman for so long. Maybe it was because you weren’t in the room, or listening through the door. Maybe it was because I didn’t have to think about putting on a show for you. When he entered me for the first time, I utterly surrendered to him.

Frank thrust into me, hard, deep, long and slow, while his hands slid beneath me, clutching me tight against his body. His thick length seemed to fill me more completely than any man I’ve ever experienced before. We only stopped kissing to allow ourselves several long moments to breathe and moan and tell each other how much we liked it. I loved the way he looked at me. The passion in his eyes. The smile on his face. I loved the way he held me. Like he needed me. Like he couldn’t live without me. This felt more intimate than sex usually does. This felt like a connection, like companionship. It felt like when you and I make love, Andrew. That’s the only way I can describe it. Frank didn’t want my body, he wanted me
.

Frank slowed his movements, thrusting gently, slowly, as though he wanted the moment to last as long as possible. I opened my legs wider and hooked my ankles together behind him, to let him in as deep as possible. I could feel his fantastically thick head touching the inner walls of my sex, so deep inside me. He was driving me wild. The gentle movements of his hips sent little ripples of pleasure across my body. He whispered in my ear how beautiful I was, how perfect my body was, how lucky he felt. I’m not sure what drove me wilder, the way he spoke to me, or the gentle, shallow thrusts of his length. I came first, a small, intense clenching of my body. It wasn’t earth-shattering, but I felt intensely relieved afterwards, like a blocked river that is suddenly cleared of its obstruction.

It wasn’t long before he came. I felt his semen splashing against the condom deep inside me. I could tell he was embarrassed about how long he lasted, but I told him not to worry. Seven months without sex will do that to a man.

‘Would you… stay here tonight?’ he asked.

I said I would love to spend the night with him.

****

I felt strangely satisfied lying in his arms. I’ve had better lovers and bigger orgasms, but this was different. I felt like a woman who has only sampled a tiny portion of a large buffet – I knew there was more to come, but I had to be patient and wait. Frank was like an avalanche – slow to start, but impossibly powerful and unstoppable once in motion. I knew it. I felt it.

We slept naked, our bodies pressing together, my bare ass against his sleeping penis, joined as one. My body yearned for more, but my mind was exhausted. I slept peacefully in the arms of this man I hardly knew.

****

The second time was much, much better. I woke to the stimulating sensation of Frank gently licking and sucking my breasts, his tongue dancing across my hard nipples as his skilled fingers gently opened and explored my wet sex. It was a wonderful way to wake up. I didn’t know what time it was, but the bright morning sun was hidden behind the drapes. The hotel was silent.

We took our time exploring our bodies, slowly, almost teasing, softly, gently getting to know one another. I told him what I liked and placed his hands on me just how I wanted. He was very gentle, very understanding, and eager to learn how to please me. In return, he told me what felt good, what he liked me to do, and took his time becoming acquainted with my body. He had a gentle touch and a wide, flat tongue that he used with expert precision.

Frank took plenty of photos of me in his bed, posing for him. He smiled and clicked the shutter and I grinned and pouted and posed for him. I could tell how much he enjoyed it by how hard he became. I loved being the centre of his attention, hearing him sigh as I bent and exposed my body for him. We laughed and gasped and slowly stoked the fires of our excitement for the second round. I displayed myself proudly for him – and you! – and let him see every part of my body. Even though we didn’t touch, it felt so intensely intimate and erotic… I loved it. I want all my lovers to see me this way. The way you see me.

After a long, lengthy tease – and several hundred photos – I sank to my knees in front of him, watching his attractive smile widen. I teased his length with my lips and tongue, slowly, enjoying his taste and the way he sighed and moaned my name. He kept taking pictures the whole time. I saw a few of the pictures afterwards. You can see my lips smiling around his shaft, my tongue flicking across his glistening head. He was delicious! I know how much you enjoy watching me pleasure another man, so we took plenty of pictures. In fact, Frank insisted on retaking a few. He wants to be sure you enjoy this vacation as much as I do!

****

The first time I take a lover to my bed is always thrilling, but the second time we make love is so much better. The nervousness, the pretence, the shyness – it all goes away. These feelings are replaced by an intense need, a desire to reach new heights of pleasure, and a burning lust. The second time we throw caution to the wind and stop trying to impress each other. All bets are off!

****

Frank let me take the lead that morning. We didn’t rush. We took our time. The sun slowly rose over the world. People in the other rooms woke and went to the hotel restaurant for breakfast. We heard the vague sounds of people laughing and splashing in the hotel pool from far below us. We didn’t care. We lay down on the bed and made slow, passionate, gentle love together. I rode him, my fingers intertwined with his, our bodies rocking back and forth as one. I loved the feeling of his thick shaft entering me. He was slow and gentle and kept telling me how beautiful I was, how good I felt squeezing his cock with my tight pussy, and how lucky you were to have me in your life. I climaxed twice as I rode him. I wished you were there to see it. My whole body shook and I closed my eyes and moaned his name. I think people heard us in the corridor. I didn’t care. He was wonderful.

Once my second orgasm has passed, Frank took charge. He sat up and grabbed me and rolled me onto the bed. This time he was much more confident in himself and he seemed to take great pleasure in controlling me. He lifted me up, threw me around the bed, rolled me on my stomach, lifted my legs, pinned my arms… it was incredible, Andrew. He moved with me, not against me. He was a fluid lover, constantly adapting to me, sensing instinctively when to speed up, when to slow down, how hard to thrust, how fast he should move… I’ve never ever had a lover like him!

We must have been making love for at least an hour. Maybe longer, I don’t know. I lost all track of time. I remember the sun was brighter behind the drapes and the room felt warmer.

Eventually, Frank had me on the bed on my hands and knees, his hands gripping my hips as he pounded me urgently from behind. I heard him ask a question.

‘Can I come on you?’ he said.

I moaned and said he could. In fact, I begged
 him to come on me. I lay on my back on the bed, my legs parted, my aching, soaking pink sex on display, and looked him in the eyes. He removed the condom and tossed it aside and furiously stroked his length. I massaged his soft testicles, gently squeezing them in that way I know you love. Frank moaned my name and finally came, a hot jet of his spend shooting over my breasts and stomach. It was wonderful. I could imagine you watching us with your mouth open, furiously pleasuring yourself. You love seeing me covered in another man’s come.

Frank carefully climbed off the bed. He grabbed the camera from where it had fallen and took a few photos of me as I lay on the bed, exhausted and drained, but delighted, with his semen drying on my sweaty, sticky skin. I smiled for the camera. I smiled for you.

****

I miss you, Andrew. I can’t wait to be back in your arms. No matter how good Frank is in bed, or how much fun I have with him, it’s your body I long to hold. I love the life we have together. I love that you take almost as much pleasure from my lovers as I do. I can’t wait to see the look on your face as I tell you all about my wicked nights with Frank. Maybe I’ll even re-enact parts of my letters with you…

****

This leads me to today.

Frank and I agreed to respect each other’s boundaries during the day. I didn’t want Chloe or Alexis learning about our lifestyle. I also didn’t want to mix the pleasure of sunning myself on the beach with the pleasure of Frank’s body.

I was late down to breakfast this morning. I showered in Frank’s room and quickly walked back to my room with wet hair and a crumpled, creased dress from the previous night. I quickly changed into appropriate day attire and headed down to the restaurant. Alexis and Chloe were almost finished eating. They laughed at me, assuming I had been too drunk to hear them knocking earlier. I tried to convince them that I had been in the shower. Alexis said that I looked like I hadn’t slept. Chloe kept asking me why I was smiling so much. I told them I had a wonderful night and was so happy to be on vacation with them.

We hit the beach as soon as I finished eating my breakfast. Alexis chose a spot with three sun beds close to the volleyball court again so she could admire the tanned bodies of the men as they played. Chloe and I walked down to the calm waves of the sea as Alexis made a show of removing her bikini top and slowly rubbing lotion into her breasts.

‘She’s so embarrassing!’ Chloe said, as we walked into the cool ocean. I gasped with delight as the refreshing salt water rose higher up my body. Chloe paused to splash water on her skin, getting her body prepared to sink further down. I dove straight down, under the waves, immersing myself completely. You always said I was a mermaid in a former life!

We laughed and splashed one another and swam out to the line of orange buoys that kept swimmers separated from the fishing boats. We waved at the passing fisherman and they waved back.

We spent the day enjoying ourselves. It was wonderful. The three of us sunbathed until we were too warm. We cooled off in the clear blue sea. We gently massaged fresh sun lotion into each other. We bought cocktails at the bar and laughed and drank and lay in the sun. Once or twice I caught a glimpse of Frank across the beach. We smiled at each other and looked away. I think Chloe caught my look, but she didn’t say anything.

It was a wonderful feeling. I was so relaxed and comfortable. I didn’t have any cares or worries. I was looking forward to being with Frank again that evening, but I was also perfectly content to enjoy my day.

****

By the time the sun began its slow descent towards the horizon, I was comfortably buzzing on cocktails and good vibes. The beach had begun to empty as people made their way back to the hotel for a fun evening.

We gathered our towels and bags and slowly made our way back. Excitement began to build inside me as we walked through the hotel to our rooms. My sex began to tingle and throb with nervous anticipation. I could hardly wait a few more hours to be with Frank again. I hoped he was as excited as me. I showered and selected an evening outfit – the thigh-length blue dress with the low cut at the front! – and headed downstairs to meet the girls in the restaurant.

I was so excited that I barely ate. The meal was delicious, but all I could think about was Frank. I saw him on the other side of the restaurant, eating by myself. He met my eyes, a coy smile on his face.

After dinner, we made our way to the hotel’s club room and partied for a few hours. Alexis wanted to drink and dance and party until the small hours again. I had other plans. I slipped through the crowd and found Frank. I whispered my room number in his ear. He nodded. I told the girls I was feeling tired. Alexis begged me not to go to bed so early. Chloe begged me not to leave her alone with Alexis. I hugged them and said I would see them in the morning.

I went back up to my room, heart racing, an excited tingle trembling in my sex again. I undressed, opened my suitcase and found my lingerie – the lingerie you selected and packed for me – and quickly dressed. I admired my body in the mirror, enjoying the way the lacy red bra cut low across my breasts, both restraining and revealing the firm mounds. My ass looked perfect in the matching red lacy panties, the tight material hugging my cheeks. I looked good enough to eat. I finished my naughty outfit with sheer black stockings over my legs and pair of black heels. Yes, I took photos of myself for you. I knew you would want them!

Once I was ready, I covered myself up again with my dress. Aside from the slightly slutty heels, I looked like a normal tourist, a sexy woman ready to party. It was super sexy, knowing how naughty I looked under the dress.

I didn’t have long to wait before I heard a soft knock at the door. I opened it and hurried Frank into my room in case anyone saw, closing the door behind him straight away. He pulled me in and tried to kiss me, but I gently pushed him away, a naughty smile on my face. I made him sit on the edge of my bed and stood back. He watched me with hungry eyes, like a starving man looking at a plate of food, sitting coiled like a viper ready to strike. I smiled at him and slowly, carefully, teasingly, began to take off my little blue dress. He made little appreciative sighs and exhales as I slowly began to let the dress slip down my body. I watched his face brighten as the dress gently peeled away from my skin, until it softly fell to the floor and I stood there in nothing but my lingerie. I could see how excited he was – the bulge in his pants looked like it was about to punch a hole in the fabric. I loved the way he looked at me, the way he smiled as he took me in. (We didn’t take any photos of my striptease. I wanted that to be just for him. Forgive me?)

‘My God,’ he said, his eyes sweeping me up and down.

‘You like?’ I said, taking a step towards him.

‘I love,’ he said.

I fell to my knees in front of him, my fingers deftly unzipping his pants. His grin widened as I eased his length free. He sighed as I gently, lovingly, kissed his shaft. I took my time with him, placing delicate kisses up and down his manhood. After a few long minutes, I couldn’t restrain myself any longer. I took him inside my mouth, greedily sucking his length in a passionate frenzy. He moaned and placed his hands on my head, encouraging me. I made little appreciate groans in the back of my throat and used my hands to stroke his shaft and gently squeeze his balls.

Frank moaned and told me how much he loved it. He told me how amazing I was, how lucky you were, how I was the best little cocksucking slut he’d ever met. I don’t usually like to be called a slut, but somehow the word drove me wild this time. I teased him with my tongue and took his length to the back of my throat for as long as he could manage. Finally, he moaned that he was close. I was torn. I badly wanted him to fuck me, to feel that beautiful cock stretching me open again, but I also needed to taste him. I wanted to show him what a dirty cocksucking slut I could be.

I leaned my head back to look him in the eyes and opened my mouth. Our eyes met. His face was a picture of orgasmic passion. He groaned and his length twitched and jerked in my hands, pumping warm, sticky fluid into my mouth. I smiled at him and lovingly sucked his head until his peak subsided.

‘My God,’ he said again once it was over. ‘You are amazing
.’

I smiled at him and swallowed.

God, I felt so naughty!

****

He returned the favor later, of course. I lay on the bed, my legs parted, with his face comfortably nestled against my yearning cleft. I insisted on keeping my lingerie on as long as possible, so he pulled my lacy red panties to one side to give him access to my mound. I sighed as he softly explored me with his tongue, carefully teasing and probing my sex, gently caressing my intimate lips. While I devoured him hungrily, he was slow and gentle and took his time. He swirled his tongue across my clitoris like a skilled fencer in a duel. He trailed his tongue up and down my lips, sending shivers through my body. He delved his tongue into my silky entrance, lapping up my juices. Even when I begged him to go faster, or harder, he continued with his slow, steady pace. It was almost sexual torture. It was heavenly.

I knew I was going to come, it was just a question of when. I felt like a pan that has been left to simmer. It was a slow, gradual build to a beautiful, loud, explosive crescendo. I came hard and felt my orgasm burst through every pore of my being. My thighs clenched into his face, legs locked behind his head. He still continued to tease me in his slow, methodical way, increasing the intensity of my pleasure. In the end, I begged him to stop. It was too much. My body couldn’t take anymore. My clit was too swollen, my pussy too hot. I don’t think I have ever begged you to stop before, have I?

We lay together on the bed for a long moment, enjoying the glow of one another’s pleasure. It lasted for a few delicious moments, until my hand found his member and gently squeezed and caressed him until I felt it beginning to stir. He asked how I wanted to do it tonight. I told him he could do whatever he wanted with me. I was his dirty slut.

He didn’t disappoint.

****

First, Frank mounted me in a hot, intense, passionate frenzy. He pulled my panties aside again and held my legs open and buried his length inside me. He thrust hard and fast, his body slamming into mine, with a look of fury on his face, completely overcome by lust. I held onto the bed as tight as possible and screamed his name. It didn’t take long for another delicious crescendo to consume me. You know how much I enjoy a deep, hard fuck… well, this was deeper and harder than any fuck I’ve ever had in my life.

He pushed my legs together and gently leaned down, bringing my knees close to my chest. I gasped in surprise. His length touched whole new parts of me and it felt incredible! You have got
 to fuck me like that when I get home!

After my first explosive climax, Frank was gentler. He slowed down his thrusts, gently entering me in long, smooth strokes. My pussy was so tight and so tender that my moans were loud wails of sheer delight. My throat still feels dry from the force of my cries.

Just like last night, Frank adapted to my body. He controlled me. Threw me around the bed. One moment I was one my back with my legs in his hands. The next, he rolled me over onto my front and mounted me from behind and slid his strong arm under my throat like he owned me. I loved it. I totally loved it. You know how much I love a strong hand in the bedroom. I think I started to come again almost immediately.

Frank kept whispering in my air, telling me all the filthy things he was going to do to me, all the ways he was going to use my willing body. He filled my mind with impossibly erotic thoughts and desires and I begged him not to stop. He fucked me like it was our last night on earth and I loved every second of it.

We fucked in as many positions as we could think of. I was underneath him. I was on top, riding him hard. I was bent over in front of him. He spanked my ass and teased my tight little asshole with his thumb. He reached around me and squeezed my breasts. He pulled my hair and grabbed my throat. It was wild. It was dirty. It was passionate.

Eventually I had to stop him. My body could only take so much. I begged him to come. Pleaded with him. I needed him to come. I was exhausted. Every time I managed to catch my breath, another orgasm snatched the air out of lungs again. If he kept fucking me another ten minutes, I might need medical attention.

Frank grinned and threw me down on my back again. He mounted me like a king claiming his conquest, easing himself inside my tender sex once more. He looked me in the eyes and slowly, gently, thrust into me. Long and slow. Deliberate and considered. Tender and loving. It was the total, contrasting opposite of everything we had just been doing. We had been animals before, fucking hard and desperately. Now he was making love to me. The change was wonderful.

He kissed me softly as his thrusts slowly became quicker and deeper. I responded to his lips, opening my mouth to him. I tasted myself on his tongue. I wondered if he tasted himself on mine.

After a few long, gentle moments, I heard his breathing change. Felt his body tighten in my arms. Felt him tense up as he pressed down into me. I wrapped my legs around his back and drove him deep inside me. For a brief, crazy moment, I wished he wasn’t wearing a condom. But that is your special privilege, and yours alone. I would never take that from you.

He came inside me. I felt his semen pounding against the rubber sheathe in a furious torrent. I kept him gripped against me tightly until the flow was over.

Then my body and my mind shut down and I let out a long, grateful sigh.

****

That brings you up to where I am now, sitting on the balcony under the moonlight, writing you this letter. I slept for a few short, comfortable hours in his arms before I woke up. I needed to write all this down, to get it clear in my mind. That way I can focus on each day as it comes.

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it, my love. Reliving these experiences is exciting. I feel tingly and horny all over again. My nipples are firm. My sex is slick with excitement, hungry for my lover’s skilled touch. My body yearns for satisfaction.

The night air is still wonderfully warm on my skin, despite how late it is right now. There is a storm at sea, probably several miles out. I can see the clouds flashing every few seconds. It’s quite beautiful.

I hope you aren’t missing me too badly, Andrew. Frank is taking excellent care of me in your absence. I hope this letter arrives quickly, so you can enjoy it for as long as possible before I return.

I will write again in a few days. Until then, my body yearns to return to my lover. I wonder if I can wake him using just my mouth.

I promise, we will take lots of pictures for you…

All my love,

Eliza

x

###


Hotwife Stories:

Letters from Afar II


My Beloved Andrew,

My vacation is almost over. I can’t believe how quickly the time has passed! In just two short days, I shall be back in your arms and our bed. I never intended to spend my vacation with just one man, but Frank is kind, gentle, passionate…and a very satisfying lover. I know you would get along with him. He wants me to thank you for allowing him to make love to me all week. I’m not sure which of us has enjoyed this vacation more – him, me… or you? It’s early evening as I write this. I’m lying on the bed in my room as I write this. Frank is gently kissing my body and teasing me with his tongue. He wants me to keep writing for as long as possible, but I don’t know how much I can take. I’m so
 wet right now! His tongue feels incredible on my sex. I don’t know what he’s doing to me, but I love it. It’s hard to concentrate with his tongue delving into my cleft and gently flicking across my firm clit, but I’ll try to keep writing as long as I can. I hope you appreciate how hard this is for me!

****

Before I get too into this, I need to warn you! Chloe has found out about our lifestyle and the things we do together… I’ll explain later.

****

Being on vacation with Frank reminds me of when you and I first met. You remember what that was like? I do. We were insatiable together. You could barely keep your hands off me. I spent my days dreaming up hundreds of naughty things we could do together. That’s what it’s like being around Frank. I crave him. I need him. You said a vacation would do me some good. It has! I feel like a whole different woman!

The first couple days I was here, Frank and I tried to behave. We agreed to keep our affair secret because I didn’t want Alexis or Chloe to find out. At first, we tried to only meet at nights, once the hotel fell quiet. But I got greedy. I couldn’t wait.

(His tongue feels so
 good!!)

I spent the first couple of days of my vacation lounging on the beach and getting nicely bronzed in the sun, before sneaking off at night to enjoy several passionate hours with my new friend. These last couple days have been almost the exact opposite. I now spend more time with Frank than with the girls! I need to sneak away from our wicked encounters to sun myself or go for a swim. Even when I’m away from Frank, all I can think about is the next time I’ll be with him. We’re both very aware that our time in this hotel is brief and limited, so we’re trying to spend as much of it together as we can.

In case you’re wondering, yes, he is still tenderly teasing my pussy with his tongue. I can feel him swirling his tongue around my firm clit in slow, casual circles. He’s making me read my letter aloud as I write it. You have no idea how sexy – and difficult! – this is.

We’ve made sure to take plenty of photos for you to enjoy later. We’ve filled up the memory card! You have something like five hundred pictures of me and Frank to look through! Most of the pictures were taken by Frank as we made love, showing you how I looked as he entered me. There are a few selfies I took of the two us together, as well as a few special poses especially for you. Frank loves
 taking pictures of me. He acts like a professional photographer, telling me where to put my hands so you can see my wedding ring, or when to look at the camera, or how he wants me to pose. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t love it. There’s something so sexy, so intimately erotic, about posing for another man, knowing that my husband will enjoy them almost as much – if not more – than Frank. Maybe we could add a camera into our regular lovemaking? I love seeing the expressions of pleasure on my face as Frank brings me to climax again and again. I also love to imagine the look of excitement on your face as Frank takes photos of me gently sucking his hard cock.

****

The last time I wrote, I ended by promising to wake Frank up with my mouth. You’ll be pleased to hear that I was successful! I slowly teased him with my tongue for several minutes before his length stiffened and hardened enough to take him in my mouth. I gave him a long, slow, gentle tease with my mouth and tongue as he slowly woke up. When he finally realized what was going on, he smiled at me and told me not to stop.

(Frank just said I give the best blowjobs ever
! I told him that you agree.)

I took my time pleasuring him that night. He sighed and groaned and whispered dirty encouragements to me, telling me how good I was, how much he liked it, what a dirty cocksucking slut I was… I loved it. But I stayed calm and I took my time. I teased him carefully and deliberately and slowly. He moaned and sighed and begged me to let him come. But I wouldn’t! I wanted to take my time with him, to enjoy him, to show him how happy I was that we had found each other. I don’t know who enjoyed it more, him or me. I was more turned on than I’ve ever been before, but I resisted the temptation to play with myself. This was all about him. He was patient and let me stay in control, even when I could tell he wanted to grab my hair and force his length deeper into my throat. He gripped the bed and ran a hand through his hair and groaned and squirmed beneath me. But he never tried to take over or interfere with my slow, steady, gentle pace. (Maybe that’s why he’s tormenting my pussy with his tongue right now? Revenge?) I wanted this blowjob to last all night.

Sadly, it couldn’t. I was hoping Frank would last a little longer – maybe even break your record for my longest
 blowjob
 ever
 – but he finally came, pumping his delicious sticky-sweet semen down my throat. I smiled at him and swallowed it all.

‘That was amazing,’ he said afterwards. ‘I want to wake up like that every day.’

I lay down next to him. He held me tight. We fell asleep together in a comfortable, naked embrace, both smiling happily.

****

We woke up when somebody knocked on my room door. I made Frank hide in the bathroom before I opened the door. It was Chloe.

‘You only just woke up?’ she said.

I made excuses about being so relaxed or something. She made a face like she didn’t believe me.

‘We’re going down to breakfast,’ she said. ‘Are you coming?’

‘I’ll meet you guys there,’ I said.

I got a wicked, naughty thrill knowing that there was a guy hiding in my room while Chloe was at the door, like I was a girl hiding my boyfriend from mom. If we had more time that morning, I would have forced him to make love to me again, to take advantage of that wicked, naughty thrill. Instead, we parted ways again and agreed to carry on like normal for the next day. We made a rough plan to meet later that night in his room. We kissed goodbye. He slipped out of my room and I hurriedly got dressed. I thought I had done a respectable job making myself look presentable, but Alexis immediately questioned my wild hair the moment I joined them for breakfast.

‘I must have slept funny,’ I said, trying to laugh it off. Alexis seemed to accept this story, but Chloe gave me a sideways look, like she suspected something, but didn’t want to say anything. I tried to change the conversation and started talking about something else, but Chloe kept her eyes on me.

Alexis was still checking out every young guy who passed by us and declared that we should bring our tiniest bikinis and swimsuits to the beach today. I agreed, much to Chloe’s surprise. She protested, saying that she didn’t feel comfortable being eyed up by total strangers, but Alexis declared today to be ‘slutty beachwear day’ and the matter was settled.

****

I must stop writing. I can’t take this anymore. I need Frank to fuck me.

****

That was wonderful! There’s nothing I love more than slow, gentle, passionate, lovemaking… except on those occasions when I am controlled and forced to be a dirty cocksucking slut…

Frank made me get on my knees and grip the headboard with my hands. He told me to hold on tight and not to let go. I did as he told me and he fucked me from behind. It felt amazing. He took his time with me. Made me beg. I gripped the headboard the whole time. I was a good slut for him. You would be proud of me.

****

I’m now sitting up in bed. Frank is curled up next to me, his arm across my naked lap. He’s half-asleep right now.

Where was I? Slutty beachwear day…

I chose to go to the beach in that little pink bikini you bought for me. You know the one? It’s a soft pink color, almost the same shade as my skin, so from a distance I look naked. The cups of the bikini top aren’t quite large enough to cover my breasts – the swell of my chest is in constant danger of falling out, my nipples barely concealed by the pink fabric. The bottom half of the bikini is a tiny thong that shows off my ass, with a little pink strip only just wide enough to hide my sex. Fallen leaves would hide more of my body than this bikini!

Alexis loved
 my choice of outfit. She said it was the sluttiest thing she’d ever seen me wear (how little she knows me, my love!) Alexis was wearing a bikini thong and nothing else. Her bronzed breasts looked fantastic – I’ll admit to being jealous! – and her butt cheeks had a gorgeous tan line across them that I knew you would love. Chloe wore her usual one-piece swimsuit, claiming she didn’t own anything ‘slutty’.

We splayed out on the beach, sunning our bodies for most of the day. Alexis and I made several trips to the sea, making sure to walk past the young guys playing volleyball. I started to see why she liked all the attention. The group of good-looking, fit young men watched us walk past with hungry smiles and even hungrier eyes. I liked it. I also liked knowing they would never get to touch me. My body is for you and those you give me permission to enjoy… like Frank.

As you’ve probably guessed by now, I couldn’t wait until that night to meet Frank again. We passed each other a couple times while walking up the beach to the bar. I caught the look on his face as he saw what I was wearing and I knew he wouldn’t be able to wait until tonight, either.

Later that day, I slipped away from the girls and went for a long swim by myself. The heat of the sun was intense and my skin craved the cool relief of the sea. I swam out a short distance, then turned and followed the beach, gently swimming through the waves. At the end of the hotel’s part of the beach was a rocky outcrop designed to break the incoming waves from bad seas. I decided to swim to that and call it a lap.

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

I turned and found Frank swimming close by, a grin on his handsome face. I laughed and splashed him. We swam together for a while, moving slowly, heading for the outcrop. He asked me about my bikini.

‘You like slutty beachwear day?’ I said.

He liked it a lot, he said.

We swam and joked and flirted until we reached the rocks. We paused for a while and pulled ourselves up on the smooth, slippery rocks and sat and watched the waves. Nobody from any part of the beach could see us. After a few long moments, we started kissing. It was a surreal, erotic moment – my feet were in the water and the waves tossed the occasional sprays up at the two of us. We kissed until we couldn’t contain ourselves anymore. His excitement was obvious, his erection straining against his swimming shorts. My breasts had spilled out of my bikini top, the nipples hard, water trickling down my skin. There was just one problem: we didn’t have any condoms.

Frank was a gentleman. He offered to postpone this impromptu rendezvous for another time, or to swim back to this hotel and return with protection. I couldn’t wait until tonight. I couldn’t even wait another five minutes. I told him we should do it right then and there, but he couldn’t come in me. Only my husband comes inside me. He agreed.

I sat in his lap, facing him, and pulled my tiny thong to one side. He eased his length out of his shorts and I slowly sank down onto it. God, it was bliss! Condoms might be safe, but they will never be as pleasurable or as satisfying as skin-to-skin contact. I cried out with pleasure as he filled me up, my voice masked by the rolling waves. He felt good before. Now, without the condom between us, he felt amazing
. I could feel every delicious inch of his thick length as he filled me. I could feel every vein, every groove, everything. His shaft was red-hot, and throbbed inside me. I loved it. Am I a bad wife for wanting him so much? Maybe I am. Maybe you need to punish me…

We made love on the rocks, the waves sending cool spray cascading over us as I rode him. Anyone who swam close to the rocks would have seen us. A couple of boats when past, close enough to see Frank and I together. I hope they did see. It only made the moment more exciting.

There wasn’t much space on the rocks, and the smooth stone was too slippery for us to get too carried away. But rocked my hips back and forth and pushed down into him for as long as I could. Finally, he whispered that he was close. I was disappointed – I wanted more! – but I gently eased my body up and let him out of my hungry pussy. I sat on his lap and gently stroked his hard cock with my hand. He didn’t last long. His thick, warm come spilled out hard and fast, splashing across my stomach, tricking over my hand. I smiled at him. We were breathing hard, our faces flushed with excitement. The sea lapped at the rocks. I scooped up a handful and washed his come from my skin.

‘If only we had these rocks in the hotel,’ he said.

I laughed and said, ‘We’re coming back out here tonight.’

****

‘We were starting to worry!’ Chloe said when I finally emerged from the waves. ‘We thought we would need to send the coastguard.’

I told her that I’d been swimming for a while.

‘For an hour?’ Chloe said.

I didn’t know I’d been gone that long! I brushed it aside and asked Chloe if she was going to show any skin this vacation. Chloe grumbled something about me being as bad as Alexis.

‘Speaking of Alexis,’ I said, seeing an empty sun lounger, ‘where is she?’

Chloe shook her head like a teacher with a disappointing student and pointed to the volleyball area. Alexis was playing volleyball with the guys, still wearing nothing but her bikini thong. She was jumping around way more than necessary, her tanned breasts swinging and bobbing in front of all the guys. All their eyes were on Alexis. I had to laugh – she was loving the attention and making the most of it. She kept leaping up and giving high-fives with every successful spike. The guys didn’t seem to mind her presence either.

****

That night continued much the same as before. We packed up and left the beach as the sun started to sink beyond the horizon, turning the sky a beautiful mixture of purple and gold colors. I went back to my room and slowly got ready for the night, showering myself clean and applying a fresh layer of makeup. I finished my hair and makeup and sat naked in bed for a long while, thinking about Frank fucking me on the rocks. It was probably one of the most erotic moments of my life. My body felt charged and electrified as I thought about it. I wondered if I had enough time to pleasure myself before the girls arrived?

I was disturbed by a soft knock on the door. I wrapped a towel around my body and opened the door, expecting to see Chloe and Alexis.

It was Frank. He looked like he had only just returned from the beach. He still wore his damp swimming shorts and an old, loose shirt.

‘I know we weren’t supposed to meet until later,’ he said, ‘but-’

He didn’t get to finish his sentence. I dropped my towel and grabbed him and pulled him inside. We didn’t make it to the bed. I barely closed the door before I tore at his clothes and tossed them on the floor. He lifted me and pinned me against the door and we finished what we had started out on the rocks a few hours before. It was quick, intense, passionate, and exciting. I could hear people walking past my door less than two feet away while we fucked. Some of them probably heard me begging Frank to make me come. A few more probably heard my orgasm – I wasn’t quiet.

I begged him to come in my mouth and he was only too happy to oblige. He pinned my head against the door as he pumped his thick, delicious come down my throat. I looked at him the whole time, my lips smiling around his shaft. I didn’t stop sucking until he pushed himself away from me.

When we finally finished, I told Frank how glad I was that he didn’t make me wait until that night.

‘I came to give you a spare key to my room,’ he said, laughing.

****

I was satisfied and refreshed. I enjoyed another delicious meal with girls, before we continued working our way through the cocktail menu and shaking our asses on the dancefloor. Alexis delighted in grinding her hips against the guys from the volleyball court earlier. You should have seen her! It was like watching a dozen fish fight over a handful of food. They swarmed around her, grinding against her, touching her here and there. She loved it. She was totally in control. Chloe drank her cocktails and danced with me and politely pushed away any adventurous men who came close to her.

I danced with Frank. Maybe I shouldn’t have, maybe it was too bold of us. Maybe we should have carried on sneaking around or pretended that we weren’t up to anything. It doesn’t matter now.

Chloe saw us together. She looked at me in shock when Frank placed his hands on my hips and I laced my fingers together behind his head. She even pulled me aside after a few slow, erotic dances and hissed in my ear, ‘What the hell are you doing?’

I brushed it off and told her that we were on vacation. It was harmless! What was so wrong with enjoying myself? I wasn’t cheating… not that she knew.

Chloe launched into some half-baked semi-drunk speech about how it wasn’t right, we were married women, we shouldn’t be doing things like this, what would our husbands think, blah blah blah. All that crap. I got the feeling Chloe was reciting a speech she had been saving for Alexis.

I calmed her down and told her that nothing was happening and I wasn’t doing anything wrong. It took a long time for her to accept that I wasn’t some heartless bitch who sleeps around behind her husband’s back (I do that in front of him!) I told her not to judge Alexis too harshly. We don’t know what her home life is like, do we? Maybe her husband isn’t giving her enough attention, or they’re drifting apart, or maybe they had some kind of ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ deal going on?

Chloe apologized for what she said to me. She went back to dancing and drinking and keeping an eye on Alexis.

Less than twenty minutes later, I was in Frank’s room, my legs around his waist, feeling his thick cock stuff my tight pussy once more. He pounded me harder than ever and I came long and loud – several times, in fact. I felt bad for misleading Chloe, but it was worth it.

As soon as Frank removed the used condom, I begged him to fuck me again. It was almost three in the morning, but I couldn’t go to sleep yet. I needed more.

****

Am I a greedy wife? Sometimes I wonder. I have you, a husband who loves me dearly, and takes care of my every need. You satisfy me mentally, spiritually, and sexually. You are my soul mate. You make me laugh and cry and fill my days with love.

Sometimes I think that I should feel ashamed for taking other men into my bed, or feel some hint of regret at the very least. But I don’t. I love this side of our marriage. I love that you love me and trust me and want me to be happy and fulfilled so much that you allow me these experiences. Most of all, I love how wild, passionate, and erotic we are together when I tell you all the intimate details of my naughty adventures. I can’t wait to tell you all about this vacation and all go into as much detail as I can about how Frank fucked me. Maybe I’ll sit on your lap and read this letter out to you in my sexiest voice and see how long you can last?

Some people – people like Chloe – don’t understand the kind of relationship we have. They don’t understand the love, trust, and affection we have for one another. They don’t understand how a husband can give his wife permission to sleep with other men – with or without him watching! They don’t understand that your pleasure is my pleasure. They don’t understand that you enjoy watching me with my lover, or hearing about the wicked things we did together. They don’t understand the difference between sex and lovemaking. Other men might be bigger than you, or better than you, or make me come harder than you can, but they will never make me feel the way you do. They will never make me laugh the way you do, or understand my mind the way you do. I gave you my heart when we married. We agreed that what I did with my body was entirely my choice.

Sometimes a woman doesn’t want to be treated like a princess. Sometimes she wants to be grabbed and thrown and fucked like a slut. That’s when it’s good to have a lover as well as a husband.

****

I woke up the next morning – this morning – in Frank’s bed. We spoke for a while about our time together, and how much we enjoyed it. He asked if we would ever see each other again once I went home. I said I didn’t know, but I would to. I gave him my email address. He promised to keep in touch. Maybe – if you want – we can invite him to our house when he finishes his vacation? We could re-enact our favorite moments from this week for you…

We showered together this morning. He insisted on helping me get clean, rubbing a generous supply of lotion into my skin. His strong, firm hands slipped and slid across my body, relaxing my muscles even as it turned me on. He was firm, yet gentle. He caressed my body in long, smooth movements, concentrating like an artist crafting a sculpture. I let him touch me wherever he wanted. He slid his hands over my firm breasts, across my tanned stomach, and down into my cleft. After a long, slow, gentle massage under the falling water, he finally reached between my legs and slipped his fingers inside me. I leaned against him and did everything he asked of me. I was putty in his skilled and talented hands. He lifted me up and pinned me against the wall while we fucked. He bent me over and held my leg up and pounded me from behind. He pushed me to my knees and fucked my mouth.

I loved every
 second
 of it.

I met the girls in the restaurant for breakfast, walking on unsteady legs. Alexis commented on my still-wet hair. Chloe asked why I looked so flushed and happy. I told them that I had a sexy dream and woke up late.

****

The usual beautiful weather was interrupted by a storm earlier today. We saw it coming closer from the sea, the clouds growing larger and darker overhead as the horizon began to flash and roar. The sea became rougher, the waves crashing against the shore with more force than usual. There was no chance of a possible repeat performance. The lifeguards insisted everyone leave the water and head back to the hotel. We could hear the rumble of thunder drawing closer as the first splashes of rain fell all around us. Within a few seconds, the rain crashed down so hard I couldn’t see my own hand in front of my face. We ran towards the hotel, laughing and screaming as the warm rain streamed down our skin. Before we’d even made it halfway across the beach, we were soaked to the skin.

Somewhere in this mad scramble to get out of the rain, I lost sight of the girls. I wasn’t sure if they were ahead of me, or if I was ahead of them. I kept moving, running in the direction of the hotel, in the middle of a swarm of drenched sunbathers. The mass of damp people burst through the hotel’s beachside entrance and I broke off from the pack, stepping to one side to try and see if the girls were behind me. I couldn’t see them through the stream of partly-dressed beachgoers who flooded past me, rain water dripping from their bodies. I felt a tap on my arm and turn, expecting to see Alexis, or Chloe, but it was Frank. He had a mischievous grin on his face.

‘Come with me,’ he said.

I followed him away from the wet crowd, heading a little further into the hotel. He glanced over his shoulder to make sure we weren’t being followed and we turned down a corridor, hiding us from the rest of the guests in the hotel. We could hear the noise of dozens of voices, far away from us, but there was nobody nearby. He stopped, turned, and pinned me to the wall in a passionate kiss. I could hear everybody in the hotel just around the corridor, a few yards away. It turned me on to know that anybody could walk around the corner at any moment and catch me kissing a man who wasn’t my husband… My heart raced in my chest as his hands slid down my warm, wet body, his expert fingers slipping inside my bikini thong. My gasp was muffled by his mouth as he began to tease and caress my sex. It was one of the most erotic moments of my life. He carefully stroked my lips and swirled his finger around my clit and I could feel my body responding. Part of me wanted to fuck him right there in the corridor, even with everyone in the hotel just around the corner. But sanity prevailed and I whispered urgently in his ear, ‘Please fuck me!’

Frank took me by the hand and we ran upstairs to my room as it was closer. We barely made it through the door before my hands were on his tanned, firm body. We didn’t bother to take out clothes off. He unrolled a fresh condom over his length and pulled my thong to one side and we fell to the floor in a heap. I was on top, riding him harder and faster than I’ve ever fucked any man before in my life. I was like a starving woman and he the only food source. I needed to come. I needed his come. I needed to feel him come deep inside me. I moaned long and loud as his firm length filled me completely. My breasts swung and bounced in the bikini top. He grabbed my ass and pulled me down against him as hard as he could. We were animals in heat. I was talking dirty to him the whole time, telling him how good his cock felt inside me, begging him to make me scream, urging him to fuck me harder than he’s ever fucked anyone before. He responded in kind, telling me what a good slut I was, how good I was fucking him, how tight my pussy felt.

‘Are you this much of a slut for your husband?’ he said.

‘No,’ I said. ‘Only for you.’

He reached up and placed his hand around my throat, not squeezing me, only possessing me. The feel of his strong, powerful hand sent me over the edge and I came hard, my sex gripping his hard shaft tight as he continued to pound and pump me.

‘I’m your slut!’ I said, gasping as I came harder than ever before. ‘I’m your fucking slut!’

He gently squeezed my throat, applying enough pressure for me to feel his power and control without hurting me. Then I felt him climax as a burst of semen crashed against the condom inside me. If I’m honest, I felt a little disappointed that he wore a condom. I desperately wanted to feel his hot come inside me, but that privilege is yours, and yours alone, my love.

We collapsed together, breathing hard, sweat mixing with the rain water across our damp skin. I kissed him long and slow, feeling his length slowly wilt inside me. As I slowly rolled off his body, the storm broke and the sun gleamed through the window again. Everything was perfect.

We lay on the floor together for a long moment as strength slowly returned to our bodies.

‘That was awesome,’ Frank said. ‘I think that might be the best sex I’ve ever had.’

I laughed and kissed him again.

After a long moment, we agreed to head back downstairs and re-join everyone else. Now the storm had passed, the beach would be filling up again. Frank helped me to my feet and carefully adjusted my bikini. In the heat of the moment, both my breasts had spilled out of their restraints. I kissed the tip of his penis with gratitude and promised him we would do more later that night. We opened the door and froze in shock.

Chloe was stood outside the door, fist raised to knock, eyes wide, her mouth hanging open.

****

So that’s how Chloe found out. I don’t want you to worry. I know we agreed to keep this lifestyle between us and not tell our friends, but I think she believed me when I told her about it. It took a lot
 of convincing. Yes, thought about lying, about telling her a crazy story about Frank helping me move furniture in my room, but it would have been pointless. My hair was messy and dishevelled, my check flushed, my skin damp. Frank’s arm was around my waist and we were both smiling like we knew some naughty secret. There was no way to convince her that we hadn’t
 just been having passionate sex in my hotel room. Besides, Chloe already suspected something was up, but she never would have guessed.

We started to explain. Chloe looked ready to pounce on Frank and scratch his eyes out. Frank told Chloe he knew about my husband. I told Chloe you were okay with me sleeping with Frank. Chloe looked as though she was about to pass out. I sent Frank downstairs and brought Chloe into my room and sat with her on my bed.

I told her everything. I told her about our lifestyle, about our extra-marital arrangement. I told her that Frank wasn’t the first man I’d slept with since marrying you, and he wouldn’t be the last. I opened up to her about how it made me feel, how much you enjoyed it, how it brought us closer together every time.

The whole time I spoke, she looked at me like I’d grown an extra head.

After a long, long, long
 talk – mostly me, she just stared at my face – Chloe nodded slowly.

‘Your husband enjoys you sleeping with other guys,’ she said, talking slowly, as though trying to understand what I was saying.

‘Yes,’ I said.

‘And you’re okay with this.’

‘Yes.’

‘And this is normal to you.’

‘Yes,’ I said, a little irritated by the way she used the word normal
.

‘Okay,’ she said.

And that was it. Chloe didn’t look like she had accepted it, but at least she wasn’t denouncing me as a witch, or swearing vengeance on Frank, or whatever else she might have done. She simply nodded and then asked me if I was coming back down to the beach now the sun was out.

(Would you mind talking to Chloe once we get back? Just make sure she understands. I feel like she doesn’t believe me a hundred percent.)

Chloe and I returned to the beach to find a hot young man rubbing sun lotion over Alexis’s back.

‘What?’ Alexis said. ‘You weren’t here to help.’

****

The rest of the day carried on like the others. We lay in the sun and bronzed our skin some more. We went for long swims in the water, laughing and splashing each other. Chloe was distant towards me, but not cold. I was glad. I love Chloe very much. I don’t want there to be any problems between us. I hope we can resolve this when we get back.

As we splashed in the cool, refreshing sea, I asked Alexis if she ‘felt sexy’ now, after she had spent the entire week being surrounded by gorgeous guys. Alexis laughed and said she had never felt so wanted.

‘Sometimes it’s nice to know a guy really wants to get in your pants, you know?’ she said.

I said I knew exactly how she felt. I resisted the temptation to tell Alexis about our arrangement. I told her she must make a pretty hot
 wife
. She smiled at me.

‘If only my husband felt the same way,’ she said.

Poor Alexis.

Then the afternoon came to an end and we slowly made our way back to the hotel for the night. That’s when I started writing this letter to you, with Frank slowly, softly kissing my pussy.

It’s late evening now. I need to get dressed and meet the girls for dinner. I have no idea what tomorrow will bring, but I look forward to telling you all about it when I get home. Maybe I’ll make you undress me using just your mouth while I tell you all about it?

I’m going to wake Frank up now so I can start getting dressed. He needs to conserve his energy for tonight. I plan to make every moment count. Right now, I’m going to lay out all my sexiest underwear, and my shortest, tightest, most revealing outfits, and I’ll let Frank choose what I wear tonight. No limits. Maybe he will insist I wear that tight green dress that barely covers my ass, with no panties underneath? Or maybe he’ll dare me to wear that deep rose-colored dress that makes my breasts heave perfectly, with my black panties and stockings underneath? The possibilities are endless…

I’ll see you soon, my love. I can’t wait to have you inside me again.

All my love,

Eliza

x

###


The Cuckold’s Tale:

Pandora’s Box


This was supposed to be my
 fantasy. How the hell did it end up this way? I was the one who wanted to walk this path, now it’s completely out of my control. The ideas and images used to flood my mind, making me feel drunk with erotic lust. Now my heart drops into my stomach every time my wife casually mentions it. If I could go back in time and do things differently, I probably would. Six months ago, if I knew then what I know now, I would’ve kept my damn mouth shut.

But I didn’t. Instead I told my wife all about my super-hot
 fantasy and now I’m here, sitting in our bed, watching her slowly apply a careful layer of makeup – making sure she looks perfect in every detail – for another man. I am forced to watch the love of my life prepare her body for the eyes, hands, and lips of someone else. My stomach twists in agony as she smiles to herself in the mirror, humming a song – not just any song, but their
 song, the one that he played the first time they made love. She sways gently as she uncaps a fresh lipstick tube, the towel around her body swinging back and forth, offering tantalizing glimpses of her bare legs and stomach. I see the gleam in her eyes and the touch of pink in her cheeks and the spring in her step and it kills me. Why the fuck couldn’t I have kept my damn mouth shut?

Six months ago, we were a normal – or whatever that word means – couple. Husband and wife. In love. Happy – not crazily enamoured, not after fifteen years, but happy enough in each other’s company. One son together. Good house. Good life. We weren’t extravagant or luxurious, but we lived well. Vacations once a year – sometimes twice, if I got my bonus – and occasional long weekends and visits to water parks in the summer. We had a car each and a college fund for our son and good neighbors in a quiet suburb. We even had a pretty good sex life, provided our son left the house for long enough.

But we were missing something. At least, I
 thought we were missing something. Hindsight is a bitch.

Six months later, all those things are still true. We’re still normal – kinda. Still married. Still in love. Still happy. But something has changed. Something deep and dark and hidden from everyone else. My wife and I have a secret that has strengthened our marriage, brought us closer together, and made us fall more deeply in love than ever before. It’s a secret that has made our sex life more intense, more passionate, more exotic than it is has been for the past fifteen years. It is also a secret that worries at my guts like a beaver gnawing through wood. It is the reason I have the suffer the stomach-churning agony of watching my wife get ready for another man. It is the reason she has that smile on her face and that hum on her lips and that gleam in her eye.

Six months ago, I asked my wife if she would consider trying out my cuckold fantasy.

At the time, it made sense to me. I could justify my thoughts and feelings and fantasies. I could explain why I found it so appealing and how it turned me on so much. When the fantasy first came into my head, I thought it was just the result of porn. I imagined my wife in place of the starlet. I imagined my wife getting a good, hard, deep fuck from a big, thick lover. I imagined her moans and groans and squeals of pleasure. Somehow this became more than a pleasurable thought. It became my main fantasy. My number one desire. The thought that made my cock hardest of all.

It’s difficult to explain now. Why did I enjoy the fantasy of my wife with another man? Why did I want to take it to the next level – to openly allow my wife to take a lover on the side? It started out slowly – months before I even brought up the idea to her – as these things so often do. I introduced her to my fantasy in little stages, mostly during our own passionate playtime. She would take me in her mouth and I would slip my fingers insider her. Then I would use a vibrator instead. I’d moan softly and tell her how beautiful she looked with another cock inside her. Gradually, she started to warm to the idea of the vibrator representing someone else
. She would let me watch as she pleasured herself, the vibrator sliding in and out of her puffy pink lips, gently buzzing and pulsing as she closed her eyes and moaned. She enjoyed performing for me, letting me watch as she brought herself to orgasm after orgasm. But that wasn’t good enough for me.

‘How do I look?’ Dani says, snapping me out of my thoughts. My wife turns from the mirror to face me. The sight of her makes my heart twist and clench like dough being squeezed by a baker.

As always, she looks beautiful. But’s not just the immaculate makeup on her face, the lovingly crafted eyeshadow – greenish-blue, of course, his
 favorite color – or the perfect shade of rose-red lipstick she wears. It’s what lies behind these things that makes her so beautiful. It’s the flash of excitement in her eyes. It’s the slight parting of her lips. It’s the way she holds herself. It’s all so different when she does it for him
.

The last time Dani and I had a proper date night – a romantic restaurant dinner, just the two of us, like it used to be, before our lives got so complicated – she got dressed up. She took her time choosing an outfit. She did her makeup. Painted her nails. Shaved her legs – even trimmed her mound for me. But the difference between our last date and tonight was the sparkle in her eye. When she dresses up for me, she is simply a wife who wants to look nice for her husband. When she dresses up for him
, she has a different goal in mind. She wants to be sexy. Desirable. Wicked. Naughty. Sexually attractive. Attainable. Everything that I’ve always known her to be, but she never saw in herself until we opened our bedroom door to him
. It’s like only he
 could make her realize how perfect she was.

‘You look...’ I say, trying to find the right word, swallowing hard. There is no word in this or any other language to describe how perfectly, soul-crushingly stunning she looks right now. How she always
 looks. How I always
 see her. ‘...Awesome.’

‘Yeah?’ she says, placing her fingers on her cheek and posing with a little pout, like a girl on the cover of Vogue
, and even though I know exactly what she’s about to say next, it still cuts me like a knife all over again. ‘You think he’ll like it?’

Her words are jagged ice to my heart. She always worries about what he
 thinks. How he
 will look at something. If he
 will like a particular outfit or piece of clothing. Sometimes when we’re shopping together, she’ll take a dress off the hanger and hold it up to me and say, Waddaya think? Looks cute, right?
 and I’ll agree because she would look fantastic in a trash bag and then she’ll say, I wonder if he’ll like it, too
, and I’ll feel all the wind get sucked out of my chest because her mind is always divided between two men. Me and him
. And I know that she enjoys dressing up for him
 more than me. Maybe it’s because it’s still new and exciting for her to select appropriate clothing for him. Maybe it’s because he hasn’t seen all her sexy outfits yet. Maybe it’s because she doesn’t feel like she can surprise me after fifteen years of marriage.

‘He’ll love it,’ I say, my voice dry. ‘Is that... is that a new shade of lipstick?’

Her smile widens, pleased that I noticed.

‘Yes it is,’ she says, pouting again so I can see it more clearly. ‘It’s his favorite shade. Plus, he loves it when my lipstick rubs off on his cock.’

My stomach clenches. Maybe I wince, too. I don’t know. But she laughs at my reaction.

‘Oh honey,’ she says. ‘Don’t be jealous. I’m still your wife, aren’t I?’

That’s the worst part of all. She’s still my wife. Right now, she is beloved wife, the woman I married fifteen years ago. The woman I promised to love, honor, and obey above all others. Tomorrow morning, she will be my wife. But tonight… tonight she will belong to another man. She will allow him
 to undress her. To touch her. To see a body meant for my eyes only. She will caress him and stroke him and tease him. They will make love together. Probably more than once. They will be slow and passionate together. They will make love fast and hard, with the kind of frantic energy reserved for teenagers who haven’t seen each other in months. Maybe she’ll ask him to be rough with her. Maybe they’ll be playful, laughing together, and taking their time. Maybe she’ll spend many long, languid hours enjoying his naked body and taking pleasure in every single part of him.

And once they’re finished and they cannot possibly spend any more time together, Dani will be my wife once more. She will come home with me. She will make small talk. Maybe she’ll sing along to the radio. We’ll come back to our home – the house we bought after we got married and filled with laughter and love and pictures and one beautiful son – and everything will be as we left it. Maybe she’ll go shower and wash him
 off her body. Maybe she won’t, maybe she’ll prefer to feel his touch on her skin a little longer. Either way, we’ll find ourselves back in bed and I will take her in my arms for the first time all over again. I will touch her bare skin, knowing that he
 touched her first. I will kiss her lips, knowing that he
 kissed them first. I will feel her body against mine, knowing that he
 did it all before me. When we make love, I will compare myself to him
 – not just his size, his stamina, his skill, but the way he made her feel. I will never be able to make her gasp the way he does when he enters her. I will never make her cry out with pleasure the way he does. I will never hear her panting with exhaustion and feebly beg for one more – please
.

I will always be her husband, her first love, her soul mate. But I will forever be the inferior lover, second place, the man she no longer fantasizes about.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘You’re still my wife.’

She walks around the bed and bends down and kisses me gently on the lips – softly, so she doesn’t rub her fresh lipstick onto me. No, that privilege is his
, not mine. I do not get the pleasure of my own wife leaving a ring of rose-red lipstick around my manhood.

Dani wraps her arms around my and embraces me. She smells clean and fresh from the shower. Her soft hair brushes my cheek. She is perfect. So damned perfect. Why the hell did I ever choose to share her with another man? She should be mine. All mine, the way man and wife were meant to be.

‘You know I’m doing this for you,’ she says. ‘Your naughty little fantasy.’

My stomach churns again. My fault. My damned fault. Should’ve kept my mouth shut. Never should have given her vibrator a name. Never should have told her how much I enjoy watching her masturbate. Never should have encouraged her to put on filthy shows with her vibrating ‘boyfriend’.

‘I know,’ I say, but deep down, we both know that this isn’t my fantasy anymore. It’s hers. I lost control of this a long time ago. I lost control of it the first time they went to bed together. Hell, maybe I lost control the very first time they saw each other and their eyes gleamed in excitement. I remember the way he smiled and took her hand and kissed it. I remember the way she blushed and smiled and told him to call her Dani, like all her friends did.

‘I love you so much,’ she says.

‘I love you too.’

She lets go and leans back, the towel falling open and revealing her beautiful naked body. She smiles at my stunned, open-mouthed reaction and lets me watch for a moment, drinking her in.

Her body is every bit as perfect as it was when we first met. Sure, the years have left their touch here and there – Dani’s breasts are no longer pert and perky, her love handles have slowly grown, and giving birth to Ben left stretch marks on her belly – but she is every bit
 as gorgeous as she was the first time I saw her, all those years ago. The ravages of time have only made her more beautiful. I look at my wife’s perfect, sexually appealing body, and I see a map of our history together and the times we’ve shared.

Dani grins, enjoying my lusty gaze on her, knowing how much I love her body, but also loving the fact that I can’t do a damn thing about it right now. She has an arrangement with him
 – on the nights they’re together, she won’t let me touch her. I don’t get to lay a finger on my own wife until he has finished with her. All I can do is look. And imagine.

But, as I look at my wife’s beautiful, naked, shower-fresh body, all I can see is him
. I see his lips on my wife’s smooth, soft neck, sucking and kissing. I see his hands on her D-cup breasts. I see his tongue flicking across her sensitive brown nipples. I see his torso – firm and thinner than my own flabby gut – against her belly. I see his mouth on her shaved – always shaved, always for him
 – and inviting womanhood. I see his fingers parting her pink lips, deftly exploring her yearning entrance. I see his hard, thick, eight-inch manhood – bigger, thicker, better than mine – pushing inside, her lips stretching open to receive him, and receive him gladly. I see his strong arms lifting her legs so he can push deeper inside her, deeper than I have ever been. I see the ecstatic, rapturous, passionate expression on her face as he claims my wife for his own.

I can’t even enjoy the sight of my naked wife without him
 taking it away from me.

‘God, you’re beautiful,’ I say, my throat dry. I’m overwhelmed with conflicting feelings. Lust. Sorrow. Passion. Regret. Desire. Stomach-churning nervousness.

She smiles and looks down at herself and says, ‘I feel beautiful.’

Those three words hit me like a fist to the gut. All the air is knocked out of me. I sit on the bed – our
 bed – and force myself to smile, feeling the sting of tears touch my eyes. I’ve been telling her that she’s beautiful for fifteen years. I told her she was beautiful when we were. When we got married. When she got pregnant. When she gave birth and cradled Ben in her arms. When she fell into a deep depression after he was born. When she cried at her stretch-marked body and said she was hideous. I’ve called her beautiful every fucking day of our relationship, but she never believed she was until he
 said it. Now that he
 thinks she’s beautiful, she finally sees it in herself.

‘Hey,’ I say, forcing myself to sound calm and collected. ‘Here’s a thought. Why don’t you and I skip tonight? We could go for a moonlit drive along the beach, you know, like we used to do.’

She wrinkles her nose a little.

‘Skip tonight?’ she says. ‘We can’t leave him waiting. He’s been looking forward to seeing me again.’

‘We’ll see him another time,’ I say, ‘but why don’t we make tonight about us instead?’

She pauses for a second, looking at me, a tiny hint of suspicion in her eyes.

‘Don’t you want me to see him?’ she says, resting on hand on her hip.

‘Well,’ I say, stomach twisting, brain screaming, say no, say no!
 ‘Yeah, of course I do. I just thought...’

‘You want to keep me all to yourself,’ she says, her rose-red lips growing into a wide smile. ‘My greedy husband.’


Yes
, I think, yes, I want you all to myself. I don’t want to feel this way anymore. I don’t want to watch him touch you and kiss you and make you moan in ways I’ve never achieved before. I don’t want to enjoy watching another man with my wife.


‘Can you blame me?’ I say, offering a weak chuckle. ‘Have you seen you?’

She smiles, face brightening in excitement.

‘I feel so sexy,’ she says, grinning. ‘What should I wear tonight?’

Here it comes. The most agonizing part of my night, at least, until the next
 most agonizing part. Somehow, this is worse than watching them together. I have to watch the love of my life make herself look beautiful – no, not just beautiful, but sexy
 and desirable
 and slutty
 – for the pleasure of another man. I am in the room with her and I am watching and I am giving her pointers, but my wife’s mind is totally fixed on him
. She wonders what he
 would like to see, what outfits would excite him
 the most, what would be most pleasing to his
 eyes. I am a bystander, a lonely observer. I have to watch her excitement grow as the time draws nearer. I hear her little giggles and gasps as she tries on outfits and examines herself in the mirror. I have to hear the question, Do you think he would want to fuck me in this?
 multiple times.

But I’m a good husband. I will answer honestly. I will smile and nod and tell her how stunning she looks. As much as it pains me to do it, I want
 Dani to look her best for him. I want him to be pleased with her, to see her the same way I do. This is my fantasy as much as hers. Well, it was
 my fantasy. I don’t know what it is anymore. My reality. My darkest dreams. It’s not quite my nightmare – no matter how much it pains me to see them together, it’s still the most intensely erotic experience of my life. It makes my stomach twist to imagine them together, but when she undresses and allows him
 to touch her body, my cock is harder than a steel beam.

The first time they met, she was totally different. She was excited, but nervous, talking a thousand words a minute. She got dressed, changed her mind, changed her outfit, got dressed, and changed her mind all over again. She almost canceled the date three times. Eventually, she drank a few shots of gin and calmed her nerves enough to go through with it. The whole time, I kept telling her that we were under no obligations to do anything
. We were meeting a friend for drinks – a friend we made on the internet for the express purpose of becoming our bull, but a friend nonetheless. If she didn’t like him, or she changed her mind, we would have a nice meal and bid him farewell at the end of the night, no hard feelings. It was entirely her decision.


My vibrator is one thing
, she had said, nervously fiddling with a necklace covered with fake pearls, but this is real life
.

I told her to think of him as a life-like vibrator, only one without the battery port. That seemed to calm her down. She still chattered away nervously the whole ride to the restaurant, but she didn’t say anything else about calling it off.

Then we entered the restaurant and their eyes met for the first time and all her doubts seemed to wash away. He took her hand and kissed it. She blushed. She smiled. Just like she’s smiling now.

Dani turns her back on me and walks naked around our bedroom, as confident as a catwalk model and twice as sexy. She opens her underwear drawer and begins to try and choose what to wear tonight. Six short months ago, her underwear drawer looked the same as every other middle-aged wife’s underwear drawer. It was filled with huge, ass-covering undies – granny panties
, she called them – without a hint of lace of silk or anything that might enhance or compliment her curves. Nowadays, her underwear drawer is divided into two separate halves. Her ‘everyday’ half – granny panties, comfortable undies, etc. – and her ‘special’ panties. This second half is filled with thongs, lacy underwear, French panties, everything that a man could want to see his wife wearing. Some of her special outfits were bought by him
 – little gifts, things he wants her to wear for him. Some, she picked up, bought and paid for on my card, but not intended for my eyes, unless she’s feeling really, really
 naughty – or we’re drunk and Ben is out of the house for the night. Part of me hates him for buying her such sexy underwear. Another part of me is delighted that he sees her as a wonderful, sexual, passionate woman, the same way I see her. A third part of me tries to justify it – he’s the one who unlocked my wife’s sexual energies, why shouldn’t he be the one to enjoy them?

But the sight of his
 hands slipping beneath my wife’s clothes and casually sliding her underwear down her legs – that sight always kills me.

My wife selects a pair of lacy purple panties. She bends down and slips her feet through the holes, allowing me a heart-wrenching glimpse of her perfect, juicy ass and her intimate lips. My mouth waters. My manhood jolts. My stomach drops. It’s not for me. Not now. I can only look, but not touch.

She pulls the panties up her silky-smooth legs and the purple fabric hugs her ass like it was made for her figure exactly. I exhale as she slips her fingers into the back of her panties and makes sure they’re sitting just right. God, she gets sexier with every passing day. It’s taking all my effort to remain here on the bed, when her perfect body is right over there, just out of reach… but I know that if I touch her before he
 does, Dani will be upset with me. It might have started out as a game, but we have rules now.

At first, the rules we established were just for Dani and myself. Simple things. We have to agree that we like the guy. We have to agree that we’re both comfortable with her and him sleeping together. He has to wear a condom. They can’t do anything if either of us is uncomfortable.

Nothing is to be kept a secret, everything has to be out in the open between all three of us. Finally, most important, the third party needs to respect both of us and our marriage.

It took us a while to find the right guy. Our early attempts at attracting a partner seemed to only gain the attention of creeps and weirdos – guys who clearly hadn’t read our description and instead replied with dick pics and graphic descriptions of how they were going to – quote – destroy yo married pussy
. Eventually, though, we weeded out the assholes and the idiots and the posers to a handful of positive, seemingly decent guys and started to exchange more detailed messages.

That was how we found him
.

He stood out from the crowd. He was respectful, polite, courteous, charming, funny, and always put Dani’s interests first. He was an experienced bull, having been with many couples before and introduced more than a few nervous first-time wives to the pleasures of extra-marital partners. After a few months of messaging – always Dani and I replying together, never anything behind my back – she asked me if the three of us could meet for dinner. At the time, I was ecstatic. My shy, reserved, sexually inhibited wife was finally coming out of her shell. She wanted us to have dinner with a new man – a dinner that might lead to sexual chemistry and passion. My ultimate fantasy was on the cusp of coming true.

If I had known the agonizing, gut-wrenching sensations I would be experiencing just a few months later, would I have gone through with it? It’s hard to say. As much as it kills me to see them together, I adore watching them. He’s a good lover – skilled, passionate, enjoys making her climax, has good stamina, and a great cock. When they are together, I see a different side of my wife. Sexually free. Uninhibited. Unrestrained. Not worrying about my pleasure or what I think or what anybody else might think. She becomes bolder. She knows what she wants. She comes so much harder with him. Her facial expressions are different with him, compared to me. She gets lost in passion, eyes closed, mouth open, becoming a part of him. Her passion becomes a whole-body experience, not just something she feels in her mind or her womanhood.

Aside from being a good lover, he’s a good man, too, the kind of guy who’s impossible to dislike. Witty, charming, good-looking, generous and eager to please. If he wasn’t my wife’s part-time lover, I would happily make him my friend. As it is, I want to try and keep some distance between us. He respects that, too, and insists that we only meet once a month. His reasoning was that it won’t disrupt our lives too much, plus it would give us all something to looking forward to. This seemed perfect at the time. Hell, I remember thinking, You mean I gotta wait four whole weeks for a second go?
 Now, though… now I know better. After they’ve been together, Dani is my wife – truly, completely, utterly my wife – for one whole blissful week. We passionately kiss every spare moment. She sends me naughty pictures while we’re working. We have sexual clinches in the shower at night and make love almost every day. After that first week, things slowly begin to change. Dani’s passion and excitement begins to cool off. I start feel a heavy tension in my balls and a nagging worm of worry in my gut. When we make love, I try to replicate the things I saw him
 do, and she gets annoyed, telling me to stick to what I’m good at. She starts to look forward to meeting him
, instead of spending time with me. As the date of the next meeting draws nearer, I feel a heavy knot of dread tightening in my stomach.

And it all culminates in nights like tonight. My beautiful wife in her sexiest panties. Me watching her, feeling that worm of doubt and worry and dread slowly eat its way through my guts. Watching them together is the most perfect cocktail of emotional highs, but I wish – God, do I wish! – that I didn’t have to go through this rollercoaster of nervous, stomach-churning tension every time they prepare to meet.

‘What are you gonna wear tonight?’ I say, fighting to stay calm – not an easy feat when my wife stands next to the bed in just her sexiest purple panties. Once upon a time, I would have wrapped my arms around her, hugged her to me, and made passionate, frantic love to her right here and now. But times change. She doesn’t belong to me anymore. Not exclusively. Now I share her with another man, and he insists on being the first to touch her on days when they meet. Dani has extended this privilege to the previous days as well, meaning that, by the time he
 finally lays a hand on her, she won’t have felt the touch of a man for most of a week. In the final days before their meeting, Dani usually trembles with frustration and anticipation and excitement – but she still won’t let me pleasure her. That’s for him
, she likes to say, with a slightly mocking smile, pushing me away. She loves the anticipation almost as much as I hate it. She loves to look forward to him, to bottle up her feelings and frustrations, and let him unlock her deepest passions.

‘Oh, I have some ideas,’ she says, a sly smile touching her lips. ‘But you’ll have to wait and see.’

‘What?’ I say, ‘you mean, I don’t get to watch you dress?’

‘Nope,’ she says, giggling at my stunned expression.

To illustrate her point, she cups her hands over her nipples and turns to face me, showing me what I can’t have. I grip the bed with both hands, toes curling in impotent frustration, heart pounding and eyes bulging out of their sockets. She grins, loving my reaction, and turns back around.

‘Get out of here,’ she says. ‘I’m not getting ready until you’re gone.’

A pained groan escapes my lips and I say, ‘C’mon, Dani, just a little show. What can it hurt? He’s not here. C’mon, you’re my wife.’

‘I am your wife,’ she says, still with her back to me, ‘but, right now, I belong to someone else. Can you handle that?’

Her question runs through me like a katana, cutting me right to the core. How do wives always manage to touch the innermost nerves of their husbands? I’ll never understand.

I pause for a moment, staring at her beautiful back, picturing how she will look within an hour or two – maybe his
 stomach will be pressed against her back as he mounts her from behind. Maybe his
 hands will caress her naked skin as she rides him, moaning with pleasure in a way she never has with me. Maybe his
 lips will patter gentle kisses down her body as she lays face down on the bed, one eye watching my reaction, while he slowly works his way south. Can I handle it? Honestly, once upon a time, I believed that I could. A little over six months ago, the very idea of watching my wife give herself to another man was the stuff of my most intense fantasies. When we made love, Dani loved to lean in close and whisper into my ear, ‘Can you imagine me getting fucked by someone else?
’ The effect was immediate and overpowering - I would lose control and climax almost as soon as she said the words. I believed that I could handle it. I believed that the reality would be exactly like my fantasy. We’d meet the guy, I’d watch them together, we’d all part as friends.

But nobody ever tells you about the other side of the fantasy. The truth is very different. For starters, a cuckold should – under no circumstances – climax while watching them together. God help any man who jerks off before they’re finished. It’s like diving into freezing cold water without warning – shocking, sobering, and completely washes away all the arousal and excitement you felt just a moment before. Suddenly it becomes real and horrifying and awful, forcing you to ask the worst question of all: Why I am letting this guy fuck my wife?


If a cuckold can resist jerking off while watching his fantasy come true, things are much more insidious. You come to realize over the coming days that you haven’t just opened your bedroom to an outsider, you haven’t merely allowed your wife to stray – you’ve allowed a third party to take an active role in your life. You won’t be able to look at your wife in the same way. Memories of them will pervade your every waking thought. Sure, at first, it’s the most intensely erotic night of your life, but as the days drag by, you realize that both you and your wife have been fundamentally shaken by this shared experience. You start to doubt yourself – he
 is bigger, he
 is better, he
 takes her to a place you’ve never seen before – and it affects your performance. Sure, your wife can try to comfort you – What we have is so much better than what he did with me
, she’ll say, rubbing your shoulder and trying to sound comforting – but you both know it’s a lie. You have an emotional connection, but he plunged eight thick inches right into the heart of that. You won’t be able to see your sexy, sensual wife without picturing him
 looming over her like a shadow. You won’t be able to get an erection without thinking about them
. You won’t be able to climax without thinking about them
. Every time you touch your wife’s body, you’ll know that another man touched her in that same spot – and that she preferred him
, no matter what she says.

It feels like there’s a snake in your belly, writhing and wriggling and struggling to get free. You feel conflicted all the time, simultaneously greatly aroused like never before, but also hearing a voice of nagging, clouding doubt in the back of your head. Whenever your wife surprises you by dressing up, you’ll wonder who
 she’s really doing it for. Every time she closes her eyes while you’re getting passionate together, you’ll wonder who
 she’s thinking about in that moment. When she climaxes, you’ll hear the difference in her vocals compared to what he
 did with her.

Over time, you come to realize that, while your wife is the one enjoying her newfound sexual energy and passion, you
 are the one who really got fucked by the other guy.

But in spite of all these negative, stomach-churning emotions, you can’t help but get turned on by it all. The knowledge that he
 fucks her better. The quiet, almost timid moans she makes with you, compared to the high-pitched shrieks of passion she makes with him
. The look in her eyes when he
 buries himself in her. The sight of her tight sex gripping his thick length. The wild, unrestrained passion in their lovemaking. As much as it kills you, it’s also the source of your every waking fantasy.

‘Yes,’ I say, swallowing hard. ‘I can handle it.’

‘Good,’ she says. ‘Go on, get outta here. I’ll call when I’m ready to go.’

I slowly get up from the bed, pausing to adjust my pants to hide the awkward bulge tenting the front. Dani giggles, watching me in the mirror. I try to push my straining manhood down, but that only makes it worse. I muster as much dignity as I have left and walk out of the room.

‘I’ll wait for you,’ I say, closing the door behind me.

‘You always do,’ she says.

I head downstairs, forcing myself to breathe calmly and slowly. My mind spins with ideas and images. What outfit will Dani choose for the date tonight? What will she choose to wear for another man’s enjoyment? What clothing will fall to the floor at my feet while the two of them collapse into bed? What discarded fabrics will I carefully fold and place to one side while the woman who wore them cavorts naked with her lover just a few feet away? My manhood throbs again, reminding me that it’s been well over a week since Dani and I last made love. When he
 enters her, she’ll be tight, untouched, almost virginal. That thought causes my stomach to clench involuntarily.

Our son is hanging out in the game room. I can hear the muffled sounds of exaggerated gunfire and explosions from the TV speakers coming through the door, and the shallow clicking of plastic triggers. I knock once on the door and walk in. Ben is sitting on the couch, controller in hand. He doesn’t look up from the screen. He’s wearing a headset, the microphone positioned close to his mouth, like he’s some kind of combat ranger. His thumbs move across the game controller in a blur, tweaking the analogue sticks and tapping buttons, while his fingers squeeze the shoulder triggers, aiming and shooting over and over.

‘You winning?’ I say in a cheery hey-how’s-it-hanging-sport
 kind of tone. The screen is filled with explosions and flying bullets and ever-increasing scores. I have no idea what I’m seeing.

‘Yuh,’ Ben says, still not turning to look at me.

‘You got a spare controller?’ I say, sitting down next to him. ‘Can I join in?’

The screen suddenly flashes red and the words, YOU LOSE
 flash up.

‘Dammit,’ Ben says, irritated.

‘Hey, language,’ I say, gently chiding him. ‘It’s just a game.’

Ben takes off the headset and turns to me now. It always amazes me how much he looks like both Dani and myself – but only the good bits. He his mother’s eyes and smile, but my nose and my laugh.

‘What’s up?’ he says.

‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘Just wanted to hang out. Your mom’s taking ages getting ready for dinner tonight.’ That’s what we call it around Ben. Dinner
. Not, Mom’s getting fucked by a guy we found on the internet
. ‘Just wondered if you wanted to play together.’

‘All my games are online,’ he says.

‘Oh.’

He exits the game and starts navigating lobby menus, trying to find another match to keep playing.

‘So,’ I say, trying to make conversation, ‘what are you doing tonight?’

‘I’m going to Caleb’s place,’ he says. ‘He dumped his girlfriend.’

‘Poor Caleb.’

‘Yeah. She was cheating on him.’

‘Huh?’ I say, caught off guard. ‘Cheating?’

‘Yeah,’ Ben says, his voice nonchalant. ‘She had another boyfriend. Caleb dumped her ‘cause he didn’t wanna be sloppy seconds.’

‘Don’t say that.’ I give him a paternal frown.

He says, ‘Why not?’, still clicking buttons on the controller.

‘You’re thirteen. Too young to say things like that.’

He rolls his eyes. I let it go. My heartbeat quickens. I feel a tremble run through me. Sloppy seconds
. That’s what I am. That’s what I get, once he is finished with my wife.

God, what would my son think if he knew? He’s much too young to understand now, but what about later? When he’s a man of his own with a wife and a kid, will he understand what I am and why I choose to live like this? I don’t know. I don’t want to know.

‘Where are you guys going tonight?’ Ben says, catching me off guard. It takes me a long second to think of a suitable lie.

‘Oh, just to that Italian place,’ I say. ‘Your mom loves it there.’

‘What time will you be home?’

I bite my tongue for a second, resisting the urge to say something stupid like, Whenever he’s finished fucking her – could be a good few hours, kiddo. He likes to fuck your mom
. Instead I tell my son another little half-truth.

‘Probably quite late,’ I say. ‘You can stay over at Caleb’s place if you want. Don’t forget your key.’

‘I’ll go after this match,’ he says.

He enters a new game lobby and starts playing a fresh match. Bullets start flying and explosions begin thumping through the TV speakers. His character darts left and right, ducking behind cover, vault over car hoods, gunning down his opponents. Scores and awards flash across the screen periodically.

‘I bet Caleb’s pretty upset,’ I say, trying to make fatherly conversation. It’s tough to bond with kids once they reach puberty. They tend to close up and cut off adult supervision. Once upon a time, this little boy used to fall asleep in my arms. Look at him now.

‘Yeah,’ Ben says. ‘He’s pretty pissed.’ I frown, but let it pass. I’m a cool dad like that. ‘Her jerk friends on social media keep calling him Caleb the Cuck
.’

My heart damn near jumps into my throat.

‘That’s not a nice thing to say.’ I force my voice to sound calm and detached and neutral. In my head, I have a chorus of teenage girls laughing at me, mocking me, taunting me over and over again with cries of, Bryce is a cuck! Bryce is a cuck!


The screen flashes over and over. Ben’s score climbs higher and higher. Even though he’s wearing a headset, he doesn’t say anything to anyone. After a few minutes, the game ends. The word VICTORY!
 bursts onto the screen.

‘I’m gonna go,’ he says, taking off the headset. He shuts down the console and drops the controller onto the couch.

‘Okay,’ I say, trying not to sound disappointed at our bonding time being cut short.

‘See ya tomorrow,’ he says. He walks out into the hallway. I hear my son grab his keys, put on his shoes, then he walks out of the house.

I sit in the game room for a few long moments in total silence, listening to our home’s quiet stillness. It is still – for the moment, anyway – our
 home. All our meetings take place at his
 house. Neither of us want to risk getting caught by Ben or any of our neighbors by bringing home a handsome stranger. I also have a second, smaller concern that I haven’t voiced to Dani or anyone else yet. I don’t want to violate the sanctity of our
 home by letting him
 inside. It sounds crazy, but the idea of the man who fucks my wife every month sitting on my
 couch and drinking my
 beer and laying down in my
 bed makes me dizzy and nauseous.

‘Bryce?’

Dani’s muffled voice trails downstairs, dragging me back to the present.

‘Yeah, hun?’ I say, getting off the couch and standing at the bottom of the stairs.

‘Did someone come in?’ she says. I can hear her pretty well. She must be calling through the open bedroom door.

‘No,’ I say. ‘Ben just left. He’s probably gonna stay at Caleb’s tonight.’

‘So we’re alone?’

Something in her voice makes me pause. There’s a hint of excitement. A touch of nervousness.

‘Just you and me, babe.’

I hear the door open wider, then close. Footsteps in the hallway above me. Then my wife comes into view at the top of the stairs. She wears a pair of brilliant white fishnet stockings on her shapely legs, with deep red high heeled shoes on her feet. But that’s all I can see. The rest of her is covered by a thin overcoat, the collars pulled up around her ears.

I stare as she descends, trying to resist a sudden urge to peek up the coat and see what she’s wearing tonight. Dani grins at me, a wicked curl of her rose-red lips, enjoying my wide-eyed reaction.

‘You think he’ll like?’ she says.

‘I don’t know, I can’t see.’

Her wicked grin widens and her eyes flash. She says, ‘We’d better get going then, otherwise you won’t find out.’

I scramble to grab my keys and my shoes. Dani laughs in delight at my desperation. I want to see my beautiful wife looking sexy, as much as it kills me that I’m not the reason she dressed up tonight. I slip on my shoes and we head outside. The afternoon sun is fairly pleasant, but there’s a chill in the air. Dani might be cold when we come home later.

We get in the car and I start the engine. Dani’s coat slides up her thigh as she buckles herself in. I catch a glimpse of her smooth, freshly-shaved thigh and the top edge of her stocking, pure white against her skin. It reminds me of the stockings she wore on our wedding night, back when it was just the two of us. No child. No third party. Just me and her and all the fiery passion we could muster. My stomach jolts at the memory.

‘Easy tiger,’ Dani says, pulling the coat back down into place. ‘No distractions while you’re driving.’

I swallow hard and ease the car into gear and head for the main road. Dani turns on the radio and sings along to classic pop songs from her childhood. I listen to her carefree, happy, melodic voice, marveling at how much she’s changed these past six months. The first time we ever made this journey, she was tense, fingers clenched in her lap, booze on her breath. I had to convince her just to meet the guy – just for dinner, no pressure for anything else. Now she’s more relaxed about this arrangement than I am. She leans back into her seat, eyes closed, drumming her fingers on the door in time with the beat, singing along to her favorite tunes. The sight of her happiness makes my heart ache.

The drive over to his
 place is brisk and straightforward. No traffic getting in the way, no accidents, no detours. Part of me hopes there will be, just to buy me a little more time with my wife.

‘What did you say to Ben?’ Dani says, as the radio begins playing commercials. She turns it down to hear my response over the low rumble of the engine.

‘Told him we were going that Italian place you like.’

‘Pastrano’s?’ she says, and her eyes glitter like stars. ‘I love that place! We need to there again sometime, it’s been forever.’

‘Why don’t we go now?’ I say, seeing a sudden way out of tonight, sensing a possible new future lying ahead of us. Dani and I, enjoying dinner in a restaurant, like any other couple. Laughing, joking, enjoying each other’s company, drinking wine, then going home and making love in our marital bed. Perfectly ordinary. Perfectly boring.

‘No, not now,’ she says, laughing. ‘Another night.’

‘You sure?’ I say, trying not to sound as desperate as I feel. ‘It’s no problem if you want to go.’

She laughs again.

‘You’re so cute,’ she says. ‘But I’ve already told him we’re on our way. Besides, I don’t think I’m dressed right for a nice restaurant.’ I glance down at her legs again, but the coat covers her stockings. ‘Easy tiger. Eyes on the road.’

I face forward, gripping the wheel with tight fists. The commercials finish and the radio continues playing classic pop anthems. Dani resumes singing along, leaning back against the seat, a blissful smile on her face.

With every mile that passes, the snake in my guts coils tighter and tighter. I’ve never had a stomach ulcer, but this is probably what it feels like – intense, acidic heat in the pit of my stomach. It feels like the snake is sinking its venomous fangs into my belly from within. Why did I do this? Why did I suggest this? Why did I encourage her to stray outside our marriage and find passion with someone else? Why does it turn me on to watch them together? Why do I enjoy being the second-place man in her life?

Questions with no answers.

As we draw nearer and nearer to our destination, Dani’s singing gets more passionate and she sounds more and more pleased with herself. I listen to her in silence, sitting bolt upright and staring through the windshield. It takes all my concentration to get us there safely as we wind through roads, pause at stop signs, and turn through intersections. Then the road before us leads into a gathering of wide suburban houses. A gated community minus the gate. The type of suburban homes where every other dad coaches a kid’s sports team and neighborhood cook-offs are an annual tradition. Every driveway has an SUV or some other kind of family vehicle parked out front. All the lawns are immaculate.

I feel Dani stiffen next to me as I slow the car. She’s not stiffening in nerves, but excitement. I can tell from her body language. I know her so well. She draws her feet closer to her body. Her cheeks tinge with a hint of pink. Her smile curves more at the edges. She unconsciously pushes her chest forward, as though giving herself to him already.

I roll the car to a gentle stop outside a house that has become very familiar to me. A bright red convertible sits in the driveway. A row of elegantly blooming roses runs beneath the ground floor windows. The lawn, like all the others in this part of the world, is perfectly maintained. He once said that he hires a gardener and a maid to keep the place clean and tidy while he works.

Bile rises in my throat. I turn off the engine and sit in silence for a while. Dani looks through the window. She waves. I can’t see him. I assume he’s standing in the doorway, watching us. I close my eyes and focus on my breathing. This was supposed to be my
 fantasy. How the hell did it end up this way?

‘Hey.’ Dani’s voice is soft. Warm. Comforting. I open my eyes and look at her. She smiles, her beautiful face lighting up as she does. God, how did I get so lucky? How did I find this woman, out of all the women in the world? And why the hell did I want to share here with another guy?

‘I love you,’ she says.

I nod.

‘No,’ she says. ‘I love
 you. Only you. No matter what happens. No matter what I say. I love you. Not just because of this and everything we do together. I love you for you. This is a side dish, you’re my main course. You know that, right?’

My chest swells. I swallow. Emotion clouds my eyes. I blink it away.

‘I know,’ I say. ‘I love you too, baby.’

She leans over and kisses me gently on the cheek, still careful not to rub off any lipstick. That privilege is still for him
.

‘Now come on,’ she says, in a low, urgent whisper. ‘Let’s go get me fucked.’

Her eyes gleam with wicked anticipation and she hops out of the car without a second thought. I watch her walk away from me, across his
 driveway, her perfect hips swaying side to side under her coat. She glances back at me and winks, then continues walking toward her lover.

Toward him
.

I take a deep breath and take my shaking hands off the wheel. Do I stay or do I go? What would be worse – watching him
 fuck my wife, or imagining what they’re doing? The latter. Definitely the latter. I unbuckle my belt and get out of the car.

The neighborhood is still and quiet. Maybe the families are out – having dinner together, or heading to the movies, or playing sports. Or maybe they’re watching from behind the drapes, watching my sexy wife parade across his front yard in her white fishnet stockings, watching me hand the love of my life over to a better man. Do they know about our arrangement, I wonder? Do they see our car pull up outside his place once a month? Have they guessed that our monthly visits are more than just a social call? Is he
 known as the neighborhood stud, the guy who fucks other men’s wives?

I lock the car and trail after my wife, following her up his driveway. He
 stands in the doorway, waiting with a polite smile on his irritatingly good-looking face. He’s casually dressed in gym clothes – vest top and shorts – as though we’ve just caught him working out. I know better, though. I know he wears that outfit because my wife gets all tingly at the sight of his strong arms.

He steps back and my wife enters his house. They hug warmly, like old friends who have missed each other. Dani kisses him on the cheek – an affectionate touch, but we’re still surrounded by potential witnesses. None of us wants this secret out in the open. Dani extracts herself from his grip and walks into his house. He turns his attention to me and holds out his hand as I finally reach the door.

‘Good to see you again, Bryce,’ he says, grinning warmly. I hate that he always seems genuinely pleased to see me. I hate that he gives my wife what I can’t. I hate they I enjoy this feeling of powerlessness and shame.

‘Hi, John,’ I say, taking his hand and shaking it. The hand that will soon graze my wife’s body. The fingers that will soon explore her dripping sex. The palm that will cup her firm breasts right in front of me.

John is a good-looking man, a few years older than Dani and myself. He was married once when he was younger, but rarely talks about it. His hair is turning silver in all the right places, giving him a suave, debonair charm. He’s almost permanently tanned – always real, never from a bottle – and keeps himself in excellent shape.

‘How’s tricks?’ John says. He releases my hand and ushers me inside, closing the door. His home is the ultimate bachelor pad – new technology, expensive entertainment systems, rock star memorabilia, and wide, open rooms with comfortable furniture.

‘Tricks are good,’ I say, shrugging off my shoes and leaving them in the hallway. John claps me on the arm and walks me through to his huge, open-plan kitchen, where Dani is already helping herself to a glass of wine. ‘What about you?’

‘Can’t complain,’ he says, grinning at me and gesturing toward my wife. ‘Uh, Dani, what’s with the coat?’

My wife turns to face us both, wear a broad, wicked grin. She grabs the fashionable little belt running around the coat and pulls it open. The coat parts and splits and she shrugs it off in one quick, easy motion. The coat falls to the floor behind her.

Dani’s choice of outfit takes my breath away. I stare at her, mouth open, unable to look away. John’s hand squeezes my shoulder. I feel his body stiffen with excitement. We are both struck dumb, staring at the woman in the kitchen, incapable of thought.

My wife is wearing her deep red heels, white fishnet stockings, the purple panties I glimpsed earlier, and nothing else. I sweep her up and down, over and over again, as though I’ve never seen her naked body before.

She picks up her glass of wine and smiles at us over the rim, clearly delighted by our stunned silence.

‘So, boys,’ she says, ‘do you like my outfit?’

‘Hot damn,’ John says, and claps me on the back again. ‘God, Dani, you look...’

‘Wow,’ I say, unable to take my eyes off her. The sight of my naked wife – no, not complete naked, but dressed to seduce
 – standing in the middle of another man’s kitchen fills me with emotion. First, arousal – she looks beyond incredible. Then jealousy – she did this for him
, and he
 is enjoying it even more than I am. Then shame – that I have never made my wife feel sexy enough to do something like this for me. Then back to arousal as I tell my brain to shut the fuck up and enjoy the view.

‘Yeah,’ John says in breathless agreement. ‘Wow.’

Dani’s cheeks flush and she leans against the counter, acting perfectly casual. As though she always does this in other men’s homes. As though she always dresses in just her underwear and fishnets. She drinks wine from her glass and nods to us.

‘You gonna stand there all night?’ she says.

John immediately steps forward. He grabs a wine glass from his rack – bachelor men always have racks filled with wine glasses – and stands next to her, pouring himself a glass of wine.

‘You got all dressed up for me?’ he says, a hint of amusement in his voice.

‘I’ve been thinking about what would please you most,’ she says.

I stay where I am, rooted to the spot, a voyeur of my own wife’s seduction. I see the way they look at each other; the glee in his eyes, the unrestrained yearning in hers. She pushes her breasts out again as she leans against the counter. Her brown nipples darken and harden with excitement. My manhood – my aching, yearning, emasculated manhood – throbs painfully.

John stands next to my wife with his own glass of wine, facing the counter. They talk in low tones and toast one another. The glasses chime beautifully in the quiet kitchen. Then John slips his hand inside her panties. The effect is instantaneous. Her lips part in a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her body seems to relax, as though she’s experiencing a massage. She parts her legs wider for him. He obliges and delves deeper. His fingers ripple the fabric of the panties. The sight of him so casually exploring my wife’s most intimate regions makes the snake inside my belly twist and bite and hiss in jealousy.

‘Do you wanna grab a beer or something?’ John says to me, calling over his shoulder, still with his fingers on my wife’s pussy.

‘I’m driving,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless.

‘Help yourself,’ he says. ‘I got some soda in the fridge.’

I open my mouth to reply, but Dani moans in passionate pleasure, cutting me off. She opens her eyes and looks at John and says, ‘Nobody touches me like you do.’

I shove my hands in my pockets and stand there like an idiot, both insanely turned on and utterly humiliated. John removes his hand from her underwear and touches her lips with his wet fingers. She opens her mouth and greedily sucks his digits, one at a time, cleaning her juices, tasting herself, always looking at him for approval as she does.

‘Good girl,’ he says.

My wife purrs, trailing her tongue across his glistening fingers, always with a wicked, eager smile.

‘How do you taste today?’ he says.

‘Delicious.’

John puts his wine glass on the counter and stands in front of her. He kneels between my wife’s legs and hooks his finger beneath her purple panties and tugs them to the side. She giggles, watching him with an expression of purest excitement. He kisses her smoothly shaven mound and she sighs. The he gently trails his tongue along her lips and her sigh deepens into a breathless groan. She rolls her hips forward, presenting as much of her sex as possible to him. He responds by delving his tongue through her parted lips and lapping at her sweet juices. My wife moans with pleasure and takes another sip of her wine. She looks over at me and smiles, face flushed with erotic pleasure, eyes clouded by lust.

And I just stand there. Like a statue. Pants bulging, mind reeling, stomach writhing, heart racing. I just stand there and watch this man orally pleasure my wife.

‘That feels so good,’ Dani says, in a gentle, passionate sigh. ‘God, I love the way you do that.’

John responds by running his hands behind my wife and squeezing her ass. She squeals in delight and places one hand on his head, stroking his hair. She takes another drink of wine, purring deep in her throat as she swallows. I’ve never seen her look so relaxed, so happy, so deeply in lust.

My wife loses herself in the moment. She forgets my presence, focusing entirely on the man kneeling between her legs. She closes her eyes and moans his name, over and over, steadily growing louder and more breathless as he laps and teases her. John is a skilled lover. He pulls back far enough for me to see how wet and excited she is. Silvery trails of her nectar cling to his lips and tongue.

Dani lifts herself up and sits on the counter and takes off her panties. She tosses them to me. I catch them, feeling how hot and wet the fabric is in my hand. She opens her legs for him. I can her pink and swollen lips clearly. I can see how wet she is. I can see how much her body loves his touch. The snake in my gut bites down on something soft and chewy, sending sharp pain through my body. God, why can’t I make her feel the way he
 does? Have I ever made her feel this way? Maybe I did, once upon a time, but now that her body knows the touch of a better man, I just don’t do it for her anymore.

John slips two fingers inside my wife’s dripping cave, making her cry out with delight. John’s fingers are thicker than mine. Hell, John’s thicker than me in all the right places. He starts to manipulate her from the inside, touching and stroking her deepest places, making her groan and gasp and moan with the feeling. He licks and sucks and teases her clit with his tongue. Each movement of his fingers makes her moan. Each flick of his tongue makes her gasp. Each noise of delight is like an ice pick to my heart. Why can’t I be this good?

His movements are quick, precise, and nimble. Within a few short minutes, her gasps and moans begin to roll into one sound – a deep, throaty cry of sincere pleasure. A sound I recognize all too well. A sound that, just six short months ago, was meant for my ears only. My wife is building to a climax. We haven’t been intimate in over a week. I haven’t been allowed to touch her for the past few days. I can only imagine how good this feels for the both of them.

‘Oh, God, John!’ My wife’s breathless cry of passion sends a wave of embarrassment through me. She’s never
 this vocal when we’re together. Whenever I lick her sex, she sighs and whimpers and shudders – never do I hear sounds like these. ‘Baby, that’s so fucking good!’

She looks at me, her face a mask of purest bliss. I’ve never made her look so happy. Not even on our wedding night.

‘Bryce,’ she says, breathing hard, fighting to stay in control. ‘Tell him to make me come.’

The snake in my gut ties itself into knot after knot. The snake in my gut chokes itself. I swallow. I try to speak but the words won’t come.

‘Now!’ Dani says. ‘Tell him! Please! I’m so-’

‘Make her come!’ I say, before I’m even aware the words are in my mouth. ‘Do it!’

Dani tosses her head back, mouth open, eyes closed, and lets loose a loud, deep cry of ecstasy. The sound shakes me down to my bones. Her body shakes and rocks and trembles. She grips John’s hair with both hands, her legs in the air, her breasts rising and falling faster with every gasp. Her breath catches in her throat for a long second as she is overwhelmed by the intensity of her climax. Then she cries out again. And again. And again.

‘Oh, my God! John! I love it! I love it!’ she says, her words a breathless wail of delight. A louder wail than any she’s ever made with me.

My wife bucks and rocks and moans over and over, her climax a long, drawn-out, intense explosion. He remains in place, lapping at her juices, tasting her pleasure, delving his fingers in and out of her slick sex. She’s so wet I can hear his fingers entering her.

After a long, long moment, her climax subsides and she starts gasping for breath. She taps him on the head. He doesn’t move. She giggles, then gasps and shrieks with laughter and pushes his head away from her cleft. He grins at her, his lips and chin covered in her juices, and stands up. She grabs him and pulls him close and kisses him passionately, heedless of the sticky liquid covering his mouth. My cock throbs. The snake inside me still writhes in agony, but it’s far less pronounced now. The anticipation is over. The show has begun.

‘God, you’re amazing,’ Dani says, releasing him and leaning back on the counter. She grabs her glass and drinks a mouthful of wine and turns to me. ‘Honestly, baby, you could learn a thing or two from him.’

I chuckle, but it sounds a little forced.

John looks over at me, still standing between my wife’s legs, still with her come clinging to his lips and says, ‘Man, are you sure I can’t offer you a drink? I feel like a bad host.’


A host doesn’t usually fuck his guest’s wife
, I think, but hold off on saying it.

‘I’ll get you a soda, honey,’ Dani says. She hops off the counter and walks further into the spacious kitchen to the refrigerator on the back wall, talking her time, swaying her hips, knowing that both of us are watching her closely. She opens the fridge and bends down in an exaggerated pose, her beautiful butt poised in the air, her ass cheeks winking, wet lips slick, almost smiling at us. ‘Do you boys see anything you like?’

John laughs, a rich, booming sound.

I chuckle again, still sounding forced.

Dani turns beck to us, a cold can of soda in her hand and a smile on her face. She walks across the kitchen, eyes on me. The fridge door swings shut behind her. As she passes John, he gives her ass a playful slap and she giggles. She walks right up to me, naked and unashamed, with a smile on her face and a twinkle in her eyes, and hands me the can. I take it with my free hand.

‘Thank you,’ I say, my voice almost hoarse.

‘You’re welcome,’ she says, her voice a cheeky sing-song.

She turns back to John, wraps her arms around his body, and kisses him passionately again. Their tongues dart into each other’s mouths, writhing together like lovers in a bed, just a few feet in front of me. She moans playfully into his mouth, hamming it up for me, putting on a performance, knowing how much I love and hate it. His hands squeeze and tease her beautiful ass, kneading the soft flesh. The snake inside me rears its head again. I want to scream at him to take his hands off my wife, but what’s the point? He’s touched her so many time already. She’s naked in his kitchen. Her juices are all around his mouth. It’s too late to object. Far too late.

‘How do you want me?’ Dani says, in a low, sensual tone.

‘My couch,’ John says, giving her ass another playful spank. She giggles and takes his hand and leads him through the kitchen, back toward the rest of the house.

‘Honey,’ she says, turning back to me as they walk by, ‘can you hang my coat up for me? Thanks.’

She walks on by me, pulling her lover toward his den with light, eager footsteps. Neither of them look back at me. Their footsteps recede through the house, her heels tapping on the hard floor, his bare feet padding behind. My stomach twists yet again. It feels like someone has grabbed a generous handful of my bulk and tried to turn it upside down.

I stand there in his kitchen like an idiot for a few moments, a cold can of soda in one hand, my wife’s underwear in the other. I swallow hard. From the other room, I hear my wife’s delighted laughter. I raise the warm, balled-up panties to my face and inhale deeply, absorbing my wife’s rich, powerful aroma. God, her lust smells divine.

Then I come to my senses. I don’t want to miss whatever show they’re putting on for me. I pick up her coat from the floor, put her panties in my pocket, and walk back through the house. John has a coat rack by the front door. I hang Dani’s coat on a spare hook and pause.

The house is silent. I can’t hear footsteps or giggles or movement or the dull, wet smack of lovers kissing. I close my eyes, listening intently, but all I can hear is the rushing river of my blood. I walk through the main hallway, past the stairs to the second floor, and peer around the doorway to the den.

What I see what probably break most mortal men. The average husband would be heartbroken by this sight. He would cry or wail or leap into the room and start throwing punches. As for me, what I see in that room hits me like a knee to the gut, but deep down – deep
 down, under the shock and agony and humiliation of it all – it makes my dick pulse with energy and lust.

John is sitting on the couch, still dressed, leaning back, his mouth open, eyes closed. My wife is on her knees between his legs. Her head bobs up and down and now I’m close enough to hear the deep, throaty groans she makes as his manhood plunges in and out of her mouth.

I stand in the doorway and watch my wife give her lover a deep, loving, passionate blowjob, feeling a gut-wrenching burst of humiliation and embarrassment and shame, mixed with incredible arousal and lust. I walk into the room and sit down on the far end of the couch and put my soda on the coffee table to my side, watching her work. She has pulled his gym shorts down far enough to expose his full, thick length and is taking him all the way in her mouth in long, sensual strokes. The sight of his manhood – bigger, thicker, fuller, and harder than mine, goddammit – disappearing between her lips drives me crazy. The lips I kiss every day are wrapped around another man’s cock, stretched out by his thickness. The mouth that says, I love you
 every night is greedily devouring another man’s thick member, her tongue soaking his shaft with every deep, slow plunge. John groans with pleasure as my wife sucks his cock, eyes closed in passion, lost in the kind of bliss I can only imagine. She doesn’t like to give me blowjobs, but she’ll take him in her mouth without complaint. Just one of the many reasons I hate the guy.

As I watch, my wife’s lipstick rubs of, gently coating his shaft with a rose-red ring that encircles his whole cock. Just like he wanted. Just like she wanted to do for him. My manhood shudders in jealous rage.

John brushes my wife’s hair out of her face. She looks up at him and takes his whole length in her mouth, their eyes fixed on each other. John groans and swears under his breath and watches her face with a deep, satisfied smile. My wife doesn’t disappoint. She quickens now, taking him faster and faster, deeper and deeper – the head of his thick length surely touching the back of her throat – still watching his face the whole time.

While I sit to the side, erection tenting my pants, unable to join in.

My wife makes a series of satisfied, throaty groans, clearly enjoying herself and loving the effect she’s having on this man. John looks like the definition of a relaxed, happy man. He sighs and groans an utters my wife’s name as she bobs her head faster and faster, greedily sucking him all the way to the base. She strokes his slippery shaft, steadily working his base, jerking him off in her willing mouth while she teases the top half of his impressive manhood with her lips and tongue. His moans deepen, becoming more guttural, more passionate, more animalistic. He is nearing his own climax now, one that my wife eagerly encourages with her skilled hands and mouth.

Dani flicks her tongue across his head, stroking him with both hands. I hate the sight of her tongue tasting him like that. I hate that he’s big enough for her to need two hands. I hate that I’m loving this. Her eyes are fixed on his face, watching his expression change as his orgasm mounts, his body slowly tensing and clenching.

‘You gonna come for me, John?’ she says in a low, seductive, breathy voice.

‘Uh-huh.’ He can barely speak.

‘You wanna come in my mouth?’

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he leans forward, grabs her hair and pushes her face down. She takes him all the way inside her mouth, pushing her lips against his balls and groin. Her face is a picture of purest concentration. I can only imagine how full her throat feels right now.

John holds my wife’s head in his strong hands and pumps her up and down, jerking himself off with her mouth. He groans and moans and his chest heaves with concentration. Dani lets him abuse her, loving this rough treatment, purring and moaning for him the whole time. I stare at them intently, not daring to blink or look away for even a second. I’m almost leaning forward to see it closer.

Then John lets out one deep final groan and loses control. He releases Dani’s head and she eagerly takes the lead. She jerks him off and sucks his shaft with the kind of intensity I’ve never experienced before. He groans and convulses on the couch and my wife happily takes it all. She swallows him without hesitation. I can see his shaft and balls jerking with the pressure of pumping load after load of hot, thick semen into her eager mouth. John groans deep and loud and low with pleasure. That noise hits me in my bones – as does the sound of my wife’s desperate, eager swallowing. I see her throat clench and pulse with every greed gulp. John’s sticky seed now coats her lips and tongue and mouth and throat and it’s already on the way to her stomach.

Finally, his moment passes. He slumps back into the couch, a huge, filthy grin on his face. Dani continues to suck him for a few moments longer, jerking and squeezing his shaft, taking care to milk him for every last drop. John’s eyes damn near roll into the back of his head before my wife is satisfied. She lets his wet manhood out of her mouth and smiles at him. She opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, apparently proving that she did indeed swallow all of him.

‘Good girl,’ he says, in a breathless, husky voice. ‘Good fucking girl.’

She beams with pride and looks over at me for the first time since I walked in the room. Her eyes sparkle with excitement and arousal and passion.

‘Did I do good, baby?’ she says, feigning innocence.

I nod.

‘You liked watching me suck his big dick?’

I nod again. My throat is too tight to speak right now. The snake in my gut has exploded, releasing dozens more snakes that coil and fight and wriggle desperately, trying to get free.

Dani beams again. She grabs John’s gym shorts and pulls them down the floor. He shrugs off his shirt and sits on the couch naked. My wife climbs up and sits in his lap, her breasts at just the right height for him to lick and suck her full brown nipples. She giggles and groans at the feel of his lips on her hard nipples. He sucks and kisses her, his hands drifting down her body and squeezing her ass.

My wife sighs delightedly and giggles at his touch. She reaches down between them and begins to squeeze and massage his still-firm manhood. This is her favorite part of having sex with John. I come quickly – sometimes far too quickly – and I can’t go for another round. John, on the other hand, is capable of recovering in record time, with very little resting needed. All he requires is a little touching and a few naughty words to get back to full strength, ready for another session. It never ceases to amaze me how skilfully my wife can manipulate him to go for round after round of intense, all-consuming sex. Even after hours of passionate lovemaking, all he needs is a few naughty words and the touch of my wife’s hand.

Dani’s smile widens as he stiffens in her hand. She keeps talking to him in a low, seductive voice, too low for me to hear. Her words aren’t meant for me. Like her body, the words she says are for him and him alone. I squirm on the couch and watch his impressive manhood revive and thicken in her hand. I watch my wife squeeze and caress and stroke her lover’s firm manhood. I watch his beaming face as she brings him back to a full, powerful erection, gently pumping his manhood with her dainty hand.

A few short minutes after emptying his balls into my wife’s mouth, John is ready to go again.

‘I’ll go get a condom,’ I say, thinking of the many open boxes in John’s medicine cabinet. I make ready to stand up, but Dani looks over at me. Something in her expression makes me pause. Her face is caught somewhere between mischievous, naughty, excited and nervous.

‘Actually, baby...’ Dani says, sounding a little hesitant for the first time today, ‘I was wondering something...’

‘What?’ I say, feeling my body drain of blood and emotions, leaving me hollow. Something about her tone makes me feel incredibly wary. I don’t know what to think. I try to prepare myself for what she might say next.

‘We’ve been seeing John for a while now,’ she says. She always says it like that – we
. Never I
. As though we’re both fucking him. ‘We both like John and we trust him, right?’

‘Yes,’ I say, slowly, unsure where this is heading.

‘And John’s clean – we know, he got tested and proved it, right?’

I feel a sickening, crushing weight forming in my gut as the conversation turns in a new, unexpected direction. The snakes converge into one solid mass, driving deep down into my stomach. I nod slowly.

‘And I’m on birth control…’ she says, letting the thought hang in the air.

I nod, feeling the floor sink under me, gravity suddenly increasing a thousand times over.

‘Baby...’ she says, steeling herself to ask the question she’s been wanting to ask since we got here, ‘can John come inside me?’

All the wind gets sucked out of me. The weight tumbles downward, pinning me to the chair, sapping all my strength. As if the very idea of this man making love to my wife wasn’t bad enough, now she wants him to come inside her, too. In the short time we’ve known John, he’s come in her mouth, her ass, coated her breasts and face and stomach. He’s eaten food off her naked body and blindfolded her and even filmed a short video of their lovemaking. In short, he’s done everything to my wife in six months that we did together over fifteen years
. The one last remaining thing he hasn’t done – the only thing I have over him – is that he always wears a condom. I am the only man who has ever gone bareback with Dani. I am the only man who has ever filled her womanhood with his seed.

Until now.

Now she wants her lover to have that unique privilege, too. She wants him to have as much of her as I have over the years. We were married before we even considered removing the condom. Six months into knowing John, she wants to feel his bare cock inside her tight sex.

The idea is as humiliating as it is arousing.

Oh, God, is it humiliating!

‘Baby?’ Dani says, looking at me with wide, innocent eyes. ‘What do you think?’

Bile rises in my throat. I swallow it down and take a long, deep breath.

‘John?’ I say, glancing at the naked man sitting under my horny wife, still enjoying her hand on his stiff member.

‘Hey man,’ he says, with an indifferent, I’m gonna fuck your wife with or without a condom
 shrug. ‘It’s up to you. I’ll never do anything that you’re uncomfortable with, you know that.’

Dani looks at me with that innocent face, begging me with her eyes. It’s a face I can never refuse. She knows that.

‘Okay,’ I say, my voice soft as a whisper. ‘Okay.’

Dani beams with delight.

‘I love you so much, baby,’ she says.

‘I love you too.’

She turns back to John and eases her hips forward without hesitation.

The weight in my stomach doubles in size. It crushes my internal organs to a pulp. My wife lifts her body just enough to slide his manhood into place. Then she sinks back down and her expression changes. Her mouth opens in a wide O of wordless delight. Her eyes bulge. Her breath catches in her throat. She sits down on his lap, grinding into him, her greedy womanhood devouring his hard, thick shaft, receiving inch after inch in one long, slow descent. John’s bare cock enters my wife, the two lovers exhaling together in passionate wonder, while I sit to the side, fully dressed, heart in my throat, stomach heavy as lead.

They gaze at each other as his full length enters her. I am in the same room, but I am not a part of this moment. Wherever it is that they’ve gone, I am not welcome. They are on another plane of existence, some other dimension, only visible to me through a portal. I could burst into flames right here and neither of them would notice.

‘Oh, God, John...’ My wife’s passionate, breathy voice is like a needle to my ears. In all our years together, she has never sounded this way with me. It sounds like she’s overwhelmed with joy, as though his bare manhood has filled some aching need deep inside her, reaching some forbidden place I have never managed to touch.

‘You feel so good,’ John says, running his hands across my wife’s naked body, tracing the curve of her back and shoulders and hips and ass. He pulls Dani in closer, feeling every part of her at once, his thick manhood pushing deep inside her. She gasps, closing her eyes and staying still for a long moment, allowing her sex to get used to him. I know the feeling he’s experiencing right now. Not so long ago, I was the only man who knew what it was like to have Dani’s tight sex grip my bare cock and gently squeeze and caress it with her muscles.

A thought slowly occurs to me, lighting up my mind like a summer dawn. My wife is not the kind of woman to make rash, impulsive decisions. Just getting her to the stage where she would even consider
 sleeping with another man took a long, long time. Hell, she won’t buy groceries if they’re not on the shopping list she wrote out beforehand, sale or no sale. So why did she suddenly ask permission to let John go bareback?

Unless… unless maybe she’s been thinking about this for a while. For how long, I have no idea. Letting him go bareback is almost as big a decision as having sex with him in the first place. She must have been wanting to feel it for a while. Maybe months now. But she never said anything. She quietly weighed up the options, the pros and cons, and finally decided to ask my permission tonight. She must have been so desperate to feel his bare cock inside her.

But that doesn’t make it any easier to watch.

John and Dani kiss now. Slowly and passionately. Two naked lovers, bodies entwined, him inside her, their lips meeting in a warm, soft embrace. The sound of the lips smacking together is as loud as gunshots to my ears. Again, I ask myself the question of why
 I ever wanted to share my beautiful wife. Why I wasn’t satisfied with what we had. Why I’m so goddamn turned on watching them together.

My erection tents my pants so much it almost hurts. Part of me wants to jerk off while I watch, but I know I won’t last long. Besides, the worst thing in the world is watching her fuck another man when you’re no longer excited to see it.

Dani starts to ride her lover now. Her hips roll forward and back in slow, circular movements, driving the tip of his impressive manhood into every part of her vagina, delving deeper than I have ever been, hitting spots no man has touched before. Her face is a picture of bliss – genuine, wonderful, overwhelming happiness. Her back arches and her mouth opens and her eyes are glazed and breathing is soft and passionate. His hands caress her ass and he gently pushes upwards to meet her slow circular movements and he groans with the pleasure of my being inside my wife.

While I, the husband, the chump, the cuckold, sit quietly to the side, watching them together. I hear that chorus again my head, the sound of teenage girls laughing and chanting, Bryce is a cuck! Bryce is a cuck!


But as I watch them together, something strange happens. I stop feeling that heavy, leaden weight in my gut. I stop experiencing that agonizing, tormenting heartache. I stop doubting myself and kicking myself and driving myself mad with nagging worries. My wife and John begin to make slow, passionate love and I start to relax, enjoying my front row seat to the most intimate, erotic show on earth.

I accept my place as a cuckolded husband and all my discomfort and fear and tension vanishes.

Dani moans softly and leans back, intertwining her fingers through John’s. She grinds down into him and keeps rolling her hips in that gentle circular motion. I know what he must be feeling right now. I know my wife’s moves so well. They gaze into each other’s eyes and move as one.

Whenever I’ve asked Dani what makes John such a good lover, she describes his technique as ‘flowing’. He moves with her, rolling at the same speed and the same pace. Other guys – myself included – lack the patience and stamina to move like this. We’re too influenced by the hard, rough, aggressive sex we see in porn. Women don’t enjoy that. They want to feel valued and admired and adored – and then
 they want the hard, rough, aggressive sex.

I watch them in action together, flowing as one. John pushes up to meet her rolling hips, driving himself deeper inside her, making her gasp and groan more and more with every careful thrust. With me, Dani is usually restrained and shy and timid, scarcely raising her voice even when she comes. With John, she is a sultry firebrand, a wanton porn star who bares all and screams with passion. The difference between my abilities and his is painfully obvious.

Dani’s passionate groans steadily get deeper, louder, more intense. She starts off low and slow, gradually building with every roll of her hips and every firm thrust of his manhood. Her movements gradually quicken in pace, her body rolling faster and faster, breasts bouncing, hard nipples jerking in the air. John caresses her in a loving, tender way, first giving her bouncing breasts a firm squeeze, before slipping his hands down and around to her perfect round ass. He uses his strong hands to assist her movements, exaggerating the roll of her hips, pulling her down into his lap harder and harder with each thrust. I can tell by the look on his face that he’s loving this – not just taking her bareback, or the feel of her body, or the way she makes love to him, but the entire experience. She’s giving herself to, completely and utterly, in a way she never has before, even with me.

Her moans get faster and louder. Their movements begin to quicken. I watch, transfixed, wishing I was him, wishing I was that good, wishing we could go back in time and never take that first step together. I should never have shared her. I should never have opened that door.

But – goddammit – they look so good
 together.

Before long, my wife’s gentle circular motions have morphed into harder, jerkier back-and-forth movements, grinding down in his lap with aggressive urgency. He pushes up into her harder now, making her bounce on his cock, each little thrust forcing little gasps out of her mouth. Dani’s face is flushed bright with exertion and energy, her lips parted, high, thin cries of, Oh-oh-oh!
 the only sound she is capable of making right now. John watches her with bright, keen eyes, studying her expression, watching my wife slowly build to orgasm while he fucks her. He loves it. He loves fucking her, bringing her to orgasm, taking her to a place she’s never been with me. I see the lustful smile on his face. The sparkle in his eyes. The color in his cheeks. I wonder if my wife is the best he’s ever had.

‘I’m gonna come!’ Dani’s sudden exclamation startles me. But John seems unsurprised. In fact, he can probably read her body language better than I can. We’ve been together for fifteen years, but he seems to understand her little ticks and nuances in a way I never could.

John wraps his arms around her waist. He pulls her close to him. She grabs the back of the couch to steady herself, allowing him to grab and manipulate her supple body. He pumps her now, hard and fast and deep. Every dull wet smack of their bodies colliding hits me like a fist to the gut, but I hold strong. I can’t look away. I can’t blink. I can’t miss a single second of my wife’s incredible pleasure. This is the part that I love and hate the most – when he makes her feel something she’s never felt with me. Her back arches. Her eyes half-close. Her moans roll into one continuous cry of delight. John pumps her with incredible speed and power and ferocity now, the dull wet smacking sounds morphing into an accelerated bass beat, the steady music of their lovemaking.

My wife’s climax is sudden and powerful and explosive. It seems to expand out from inside her, like a burst of flame, sucking up all the air in the room, engulfing all three of us at once. I am only a witness, but even I feel her pleasure deep down in my gut. It feels like a warm drop of liquor on a cold day, with a deep, acidic aftertaste that burns the throat. John keeps fucking her, his entire body clenched and rocking with the effort of driving himself deep, deep, deep
 inside her, over and over and over, with the kind of intensity I’ve only ever seen in cage fighters.

Dani screams and gasps and rocks and shudders and clenches and convulses and cries out his
 name, begging him
 for more, telling him
 not to stop, never to stop, to keep fucking her…

It’s the most awful, beautiful, soul-destroying, erotic sight of my life.

As Dani’s climax subsides, John releases his strong grip around her body and his hands come to a rest on her hips. She leans back now, rocking her hips forward and back in fast, jerky movements, her face creased with pleasure, concentration, and the intensity of the sensation. She moans over and over, the sounds of her pleasure much deeper and more primal than any she has ever made with me. John is making her feel things I never have – and it probably feels better than ever, now that he’s doing it all bareback.

This is another of those key differences between his prowess and mine. When I make her come, Dani begs me to finish soon after. She tells me that it’s too much, it’s too intense, she can’t handle any more. When John makes her come, she needs more. It probably feels even more intense than it does with me, but she’ll push through it for him. He makes her want more. She wants to give him more. He’s capable of giving her multiple orgasms and she is desperate to have that experience. She’s never had multiples with me. I’m not man enough to provide that for her.

My wife climaxes again, mere minutes after the first orgasm, while still grinding into his lap, riding him hard and fast. This climax is even bigger than the first. It knocks all the air out of her lungs. The entire room gets ten degrees hotter. I realize that I’ve been holding my breath and exhale slowly.

Beads of sweat gather on my wife’s brow from the effort and intensity and passion of their lovemaking. The only time I ever made her sweat during sex was during our honeymoon, when the room’s air conditioning crapped out part way through our stay. But here she is sweating because her lover is so much better than me. She isn’t ashamed or embarrassed about it, like she would be with me. This is more like an intense workout for her.

Dani gasps for air and taps John frantically on the chest – her signal that she can’t go any longer. He’s fucking my wife so good that she can’t even speak. He grins, but doesn’t stop, enjoying her blissful torment, loving what he’s doing to her. She slaps him harder on the chest, shaking her head, still unable to speak, barely breathing with pleasure. He thrusts up one final time, pushing himself so deep inside her that he almost lifts off the couch, and then he relaxes. Dani slumps forward into him, almost collapsing in a heap of exhaustion, still sitting on his lap. I can hear her strained, desperate panting. I can see streaks of sweat tricking down her naked back. Her body trembles and shakes in his arms. He cradles her like a baby now, comforting her in his arms, nuzzling her neck, still with his length buried inside her.

‘You okay?’ he says, in a soft, gentle, soothing tone.

She nods, her head bobbing a little, face buried in his shoulder.

‘You want to stop?’ he says. ‘We can take a break, keep going later if you want.’

She shakes her head. She leans back now, groaning at the feel of him inside her.

‘No,’ she says, her voice weak. ‘I want to keep going… but I can’t be on top. It’s too much.’

‘Too much?’ he says, now sounding playful.

‘You’re too big,’ she says, an exhausted laugh escaping her lips. Both the tinkling chimes of her laughter and her words skewer my gut. Her voice sounds completely alien to me – the voice of an exhausted, satisfied, eager, willing lover. She’s never begged me to keep going, despite having come so hard already.

John wraps his arms around her waist again and turns his body – his cock still inside her – and lays her down on the couch, placing her head on my leg, using me as a cushion. I look down into my wife’s flushed, excited face, into her sparkling, beautiful eyes, and feel my heart burst with jealousy. Why has she never
 looked like this with me? Why do I enjoy seeing it on her, even if I’m not the one doing it? Why don’t I step in and shut this down?

She reaches up and places her hand on the back of my neck. Her skin is warm and damp with sweat. John lifts her legs up, holding her by the ankles, and begins to make love to my wife. She looks up into my eyes the whole time, her face a picture of satisfied lust and erotic bliss. She squeezes her breasts with her free hand, pinching her hard nipples in that way I know she loves. I reach out and squeeze her breasts, too. She gasps and smiles at me, her body rocking back and forth on the couch with John’s every long, hard, deep stroke. I can hear how wet she is, and the sound of his thick manhood piercing her slick sex over and over is the most bittersweet music I’ve ever heard.

I squeeze my wife’s breasts and tease her hard nipples, looking down into her eyes, watching her expression change from open-mouthed delight to intense excitement as John’s pace builds and their lovemaking becomes steadily faster and harder. His grunts and groans get louder and more animalistic with every passing second and I know that John is nearing the point of no return.

Dani, the love of my life, the mother of my child, looks into my eyes and manages to gasp out the words, ‘He’s gonna come in me!’

I nod. My stomach twists once more – the most painful, gut-wrenching agonizing feeling yet. This is it. The moment I’ve been dreading. The moment he becomes as much a lover to my wife as I am. Dani takes her hand from my neck and holds it up to me. I take her hand in mine. Our fingers intertwine. I kiss the back of her hand.

‘I love you,’ I say.

‘Love you too.’

John’s breathing deepens. His body stiffens, muscles clenching as he nears the edge. Dani’s eyes almost roll into the back of her head as he thrusts and pumps into her, driving his thick manhood so deep inside her that it must be touching her womb. Her mouth hangs open, rose-red lips parted as she gasps, spit and drool still coating her chin. I can smell his cock on her breath. Her grip tightens around my fingers as he drives himself closer and closer to the edge of climax, using my wife’s willing, wanton body to make himself come.

Then he pushes himself inside her one final time, driving his thick member deep into her willing womanhood, and groans, ‘Oh, God
, Dani…’

My wife’s eyes open wide, partly in shock, partly in delight. She gasps, her eyes flicking between my face and that of her lover.

‘He’s coming
 in me,’ she says, her tone akin to a child seeing snowflakes in July. ‘Oh, my God, baby, he’s coming inside me
!’

She grips my hand tightly and tosses her head back and moans long and deep and loud, a sound of utter, primal satisfaction. She is being satisfied in a way I could never provide – not just fucked by a better man, but claimed and filled and seeded, too. Her body writhes in pleasure as he fills her, pumping her a few more times just to be sure, driving his seed so goddamn deep inside her that I’ll never be able to match it.

They moan together one final time and John leans back, easing himself out of her dripping sex with a wet sound of disconnection.

‘Holy shit,’ John says. ‘That felt so
 good.’

‘Yeah,’ Dani says, sounding almost dreamlike. ‘I loved it.’ She looks up at me. ‘Did you like it too, baby?’

The truth is almost as devastating as watching them together has been. Despite all my stomach-churning worries and all the doubts and insecurities and the feeling of writhing snakes in my belly and all the pain I experienced in the build-up to this moment, I loved
 every single second of their lovemaking. I’m pitching a tent in my pants right now, the biggest, hardest, thickest erection of my entire life.

‘Yes,’ I say. I bend down and kiss her on the forehead, tasting the salty tang of sweat from her brow.

‘I’m all full up,’ she says, sounding delighted and stunned. ‘He came inside me so much.’

‘I’ve been saving up,’ John says, his voice a little smug to my ears. ‘All week.’

‘It feels so good.’ Dani gives my hand another reassuring squeeze. ‘Now it’s your turn, baby.’

‘My turn?’ I say, a little confused.

‘I need your come, too. I want to feel both my boys inside at the same time.’

I open my mouth to respond but nothing comes out. Dani lets go of my hand and sits up a little.

‘Pants off,’ she says. ‘Now.’

My hands move with lightning speed. I fumble with my zipper for a few seconds, then give up and yank my pants and shorts down to my ankles. My cock – less thick, less large, and less impressive than John’s – springs up immediately, pointing to the ceiling as though crying out to God Almighty for release. The skin at the head of my manhood slowly peels back, revealing a deep red tip glistening with salty dew.

Dani sits up and climbs into my lap, facing me, just like she did with John a few minutes ago. She wraps her arms around my neck and sinks down onto me. We both gasp as one.

It feels completely and utterly new. Usually when Dani and I make love after she’s been with John, her body feels different. Her womanhood flowers open more. She feels hotter and wetter and looser. I love the feeling of being the second man, as much as I loathe the psychological torment of that knowledge.

But this time feels even better. She feels even hotter, even wetter, even looser than usual. I can feel the slick heat of his spend coating the inside of her sex. I can feel his come on my cock, trickling down my wife’s vagina walls. The sensation is every bit as exhilarating as it is emasculating.

‘Can you feel that?’ Dani says, whispering in my ear, her face touching mine. ‘Can you feel him inside me?’

‘Yeah.’

She slowly rocks back and forth now, gentle little movements of her hips, grinding herself down into my lap. Her body moves in a different way now. With John, she was aggressive, animalistic, hungry to please and eager to be fucked. Now, with me, she is more passionate, slower, and more considerate. She wants to enjoy this moment. She wants us both to savor this feeling. She sways her hips in little circular motions, pushing herself down onto me. I groan. I can feel his sticky come mingling with her slick juices, a heady cocktail of passion that trickles down my shaft and balls.

‘I love you,’ she says, her sex giving me a firm squeeze.

‘I love you too,’ I say.

‘No,’ she says, rocking back and forth a little quicker and giving my shaft another delicious squeeze with her vagina muscles, ‘I mean it. I love
 you. Heart and soul. I’d love you even if we didn’t have our naughty nights with John. No matter how good he is, you know nobody else can make me feel the way you do, right?’

I grit my teeth, trying desperately to hold it together. It feels so
 good. Better than ever. And her words are so beautiful and touching.

‘I love you,’ she says again.

‘I love you too.’

‘Now come for me.’

She rocks and grinds in my lap now, back and forth, faster and faster. My manhood shifts inside her, brushing one inner wall, then another, I can feel the space inside her, the cavernous difference between my size and his. How good it must feel for her to be stretched out like this. I glance down and see his pearly spend clinging to my own member. The sight is both emasculating and erotic at once.

Dani leans back, still with her arms around my neck, and looks me in the eyes. I see excitement and love and lust and desire and yearning need in her face. She wants – no, she needs
 – my come. With John, his come was a sign of a good job, that she had pleased him. With me, she craves
 my release. She needs to know that I still love her, that I’m happy with this arrangement. This isn’t just me reclaiming her, this is us reaffirming our commitment as a married couple. This is Dani and I renewing our vows, right here on John’s couch, with his come flooding her pussy and dribbling down over both of us. This isn’t just sex. This is love
.

‘Come for me!’ she says again, her voice desperate, passionate, breathless. ‘Come for me, baby!’

The yearning in her voice and the feel of her loosened, red-hot, pussy and the sensation of hot come clinging to my bare shaft all combine in a crazy cocktail that sends me over the edge. I hear that laughter in my mind again, the sound of teenage girls chanting in unison, Sloppy seconds, sloppy seconds!
 I wrap my arms around my wife’s body and kiss her fiercely, tasting him on her tongue as I erupt inside her.

We gasp as one, still kissing like crazed teenagers, still holding each other tight. Her gasp becomes a moan as I push myself upwards, trying to force myself inside her like he
 did just a few short minutes ago, and I unleash the full force of my orgasm. My balls, chest, stomach, and legs all tighten as one, contracting and tensing and clenching like a closed fist. Then I expand at once and my scaling hot load squirts into her tightening tunnel.

Dani moans into my open mouth. I moan into hers. I feel her red-hot, well-fucked pussy clench and grip and tighten around my shaft. She grinds down into my lap, driving me deeper inside her – not as deep as him
, but as deep as I can reach – and groans as I fill her. She leans back as far as she can go without letting go of my neck or toppling backward, moaning my name up to the heavens and squeezing my pulsing manhood with her tightening sex. She moans for me, showing me how much she loves it, loves my cock, loves my body, loves our marriage. Her eyelids flutter. Her lips part. Her fingers grip my neck tighter.

I might not be able to send her to the same place as John, but wherever it is that she goes when we’re together is still pretty damned good.

‘Oh, God, I love
 that,’ she says, giving my manhood another tight, firm squeeze, milking me for every drop. ‘I feel so full
…’

Two men. Two loads. My wife’s eyes swivel in her head, as though she’s drunk. I guess that, in a way, she is. Cock-drunk. I hold her tight, feeling the last few pulses of my balls steadily fade away, my seed flooding her already-used and well-coated womb. Even though we’re not in any danger of conceiving, the thrill of the risk is intense and exhilarating. Dani groans – a deep, guttural, primal sound of satisfaction – and kisses me again, stroking my tongue with hers, making me sample her spit and saliva and the salty aftertaste of John’s come. Knowing that a better man has seeded two of her holes – while I watched like a good cuckold – and I’m getting the leftovers is the single most emasculating, humiliating part of this long, drawn-out, harrowing day. But the thought also makes my empty balls throb painfully, too.

‘How was that?’ Dani says, almost panting, looking at me with a face filled with love and happiness and pleasure.

‘Perfect,’ I say. And it’s true.

She grins and kisses me on the cheek. She lifts up and my limp manhood slips out, along with a thick, sticky mixture of her come, my come, and John’s. It pools in my lap, trickling down my thighs and my balls.

‘I hope you boys aren’t finished already,’ she says, looking from me to John with a wicked, excited smile. ‘Because we’ve got all night
.’

John chuckles next to me, one hand slowly massaging his deflated member, gently willing himself back to life. How he does that, I’ll never know. I’ve just blown my load and already I feel like curling up for the night.

‘Baby,’ Dani says to me, ‘I left my drink in the kitchen. Would you be a sweetie and go grab it for me?’

‘Sure.’ I stand up, feeling my thighs shudder as strength suddenly floods my lower half, and walk back through John’s house, pulling my pants up as I go. My boxer shorts immediately stick to my groin and genitals. I’ll shower when we get home.

Her glass of wine is still on the kitchen counter, exactly where she left it earlier after John ate her pussy. I grab it, noting the lipstick around the rim. The lipstick she put on just for him. The lipstick that now circles his manhood.

Yeah, it hurts. But at the same time, it turns me on. I love that my wife embraces this new, sexually adventurous side of herself. I love that she gets turned on my pleasing him. I love that he enjoys her pleasure, too. Do I regret opening up our marriage? Yes. And no. It’s a hard question to answer. Ask me in the build-up to meeting John and I’ll say, ‘Yes, it was the worst decision of my life
.’ Ask me now and I’ll say, ‘No, I love to watch them together and be with her after he’s finished
.’ The gut-wrenching agonies I experience before we arrive all melt away into erotic ecstasy once the night begins, like they did tonight. Like they always do. The thrill of sharing your wife with another man is every bit as painful as it is exciting.

Dani’s soft, delighted giggles interrupt my thoughts. She says something in a low, excited voice that I can’t hear from the kitchen. My heart skips a beat. What am I doing, standing around here, missing the show? I turn and stumble back through the house, clutching the wine glass with trembling fingers. As I cross the hallway, passing Dani’s coat on the rack, I hear her soft giggles turn into excited groans.

When I enter the den, my wife is on all four on his couch, facing me, her arms folded on the arm rest, ass in the air. John is behind her, stroking her slick lips, a grin on his face. Dani groans and gasps and giggles at his touch.

‘Thank you, baby,’ she says, taking the glasses from me. ‘I think John’s ready to go again.’ Her eyes flash. She takes the glass and raises it to me. ‘Here’s to us!’ She takes a sip and holds it out to me again.

I reach out and take the glass, but she grabs my hand and holds me tight. She gasps as John moves on the couch, getting into position behind her. Her hand squeezes mine and her eyes flash.

‘Oh, fuck
,’ she says. ‘I think – wow! – baby, I think he wants my ass this time!’

The snakes spring alive in my gut again. That familiar, agonizing pain rattles my bones. A voice in my head screams, You’ve already come inside my wife! Now you want her ass, too?
 My balls clench. My toes curl.

Dani gives my hand a reassuring squeeze. She raises an eyebrow, asking me without words if I am okay. If I want him to stop. If I want to call it quits. John gets in position behind her, waiting for his cue.

I nod. Dani grins and mouths, I love you
. Then she turns her head to look back at the naked man kneeling behind her and says, ‘What are you waiting for?’

John grins. He slaps my wife’s ass and eases forward. I look into my wife’s eyes and watch her expression change as a better man enters her asshole while she holds my hand.

I watch the love of my life, the mother of my child, the woman I swore to love forever, give herself to another man with my blessing.

This was supposed to by my
 fantasy. How the hell did it end up this way?

###


Hotwife Stories:

Date Night


‘Do I look good enough?’

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

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

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

‘Do I look good?’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Hiya, Jen!’

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

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

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

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

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

She laughs again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sally raises her gloved hand in farewell.

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

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

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

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

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

‘I prefer our hobby to hers,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I hear my mom roar with laughter in the background.

‘Goodnight sweetie,’ I say.

‘Night mom,’ Jack says.

The phone is passed from my son to my daughter.

‘I love you mommy,’ she says.

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

‘Okay.’

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

She laughs and my mom comes back on the line.

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

‘Will do, mom,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I love our date nights.

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Is that a promise?’

‘Absolutely.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘One wine, for the lady,’ he says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Clack
.

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

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

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

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

Time to make my move.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Likewise.’

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

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

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

‘I’d like that,’ he says.

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

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

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

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

‘What would you like to know?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Mostly.’

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

‘What about you?’ he says.

‘Me?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Sure. Who do you recommend?’

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

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

I laugh.

‘He’s not my type,’ I say.

‘You don’t like winners?’ he says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What,’ I say, ‘because of this?’

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

I pout at him over my glass.

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

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

‘You’re not married, are you?’ I say.

‘No, no.’

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

‘No,’ he says again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What do you mean?’ he says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘That’s the right answer,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

‘Sure,’ he says.

‘My husband gets to watch.’

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

‘Your husband?’ he says.

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

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

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

‘And he’s okay with this?’ he says.

‘It was his idea.’

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

‘Great!’

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

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

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

‘Ask him?’ Javier says, mystified.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Javi’s in college,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Where?’ Javier leans forward on the table.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘What if we get pulled over?’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I am.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I will, honey,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Up front, Larry chuckles.

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

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

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

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

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

‘God!’ Javier says, breathing hard.

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

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

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

Javier nods, his eyes glazed with desire.

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

He nods again.

‘Then fuck me.’

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

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

‘Yes,’ he says.

‘Tell me to take it off.’

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

‘Order me to take it off,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Take my panties off,’ I say.

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

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

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

‘Yes.’

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

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

‘In front of my husband?’

‘Yeah, while he watches.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Are you okay?’ Javier says.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘I love the way you fuck me,’ I say, moaning quietly as only he can hear me. I know it will drive my husband wild, hearing me whisper but not being able to make out the words. ‘You’re fucking my married pussy so good, Javi.’

He groans in response and pumps me, once, twice, three times, in long, slow, deliberate strokes. It drives me wild.

‘I’m getting close,’ I say, still talking soft and quiet. ‘I want you to make me come. You wanna make me come, Javi?’

He nods, eyes burning with passionate intensity.

‘Make me come, Javi. Make me your married slut.’

He ravages me now, pounding me harder and deeper and faster than ever. The way he slams his pelvis into mine almost hurts, but I love it. Sometimes a woman needs a lover, sometimes she needs a caveman.

‘Oh, fuck!’ I say, loud and breathless. ‘I’m going to come!’

Javier grins wickedly and rocks his hips back and forth, driving his length into me over and over, his thick head touching my inner walls, filling my tight sex in ways I’ve never felt before. It feels like heaven.

I come. Loud. Hard. Passionately. My fingernails dig into the soft flesh of his ass. my toes curl. The wind is knocked right out of me. My sex contracts around his thick shaft, gripping him tight. I cry out his name, begging him to keep fucking me, telling him what a dirty married slut I am, screaming to my husband how good Javier feels inside me. I am a raging ball of fire right now. I am not a woman. I am not married. I am pure energy and light and heat and power.

The moment lasts a few long, powerful seconds. Then I come back to reality, in the backseat of the SUV, with my Latino lover pounding my white-hot sex with his wonderfully thick manhood while my husband drives.

I grab Javier’s head and pull him down, pressing his lips against mine in a breathless kiss for a second.

‘Are you close?’ I say.’

He glances away.

‘Still nervous?’ I say.

He nods.

‘Sit up,’ I say. ‘I wanna ride that beautiful cock.’

He eases back and his thick length glides out of my dripping slit. My entrance is inflamed and swollen and wide open right now. It feels incredible.

I shift in the seat and move over so Javier can sit down in the middle. His cock is slick and wet with my lust. I almost take him in my mouth again, but my pussy is in control of my body right now. I need that beautiful cock inside me.

I straddle Javier’s lap, facing him. I know Larry wants to watch, but he’ll be able to watch my ass bounce from his position. From here, I can see out the back window. I can see into other cars and watch people driving about, completely oblivious to the pounding I’m receiving right in front of them.

Javier grabs my hips and pulls me down. I cry out, a deep, primal growl of passion as I sink into his lap and his thick length pushes up to meet me. I grind my hips down into his, desperate to feel every inch of his thickness, yearning to be stretched open by his manhood. Then I start to rock back and forth, feeling his length move and grind inside me. Javier’s lips find my hard nipples and he sucks on my tits as I fuck him in the backseat of my car.

I hear my husband exhale loudly in the front seat and I know that he’s enjoying the show as much as I am. I can’t wait for him to take me home tonight and reclaim my dripping sex for his own.

I moan loudly and grab the headrest behind Javier and grind down into him and push my breasts in his face. His hands snake around to my ass and he spanks my right cheek firmly as his lips and tongue tease and caress my hard nipples, one after the other. I clench my pussy muscles around his shaft and groan passionately at the feeling of his thick cock stretching and filling me at the same time. I love it.

His hot breath touches my bare breasts faster and faster now and he starts to groan softly with every exhale. Some guys love having my husband around to watch, they see it as a challenge, a competition, and it drives them wild. Some guys, like Javier, get nervous about being watched. Maybe they feel pressured, or judged, or uneasy about having an audience. In these situations, I find it best to make my lover feel as though they’re the only man in the world. My breasts are right in his eyeline now. His hands are one my hips and ass. His entire world is me and me alone. There is nothing quite as sexy as feeling like you’re the only person alive who truly matters.

Javier’s wonderful manhood fills me completely, stretching my entrance, pushing deep inside me. I pump him hard and fast, feeling myself getting closer and closer to losing control. I glance out the back window and see a young man on a motorbike, a few short feet behind us. It drives me wild to know how close we are to other people while we’re fucking.

‘Fuck,’ Javier says in a low, soft voice. ‘Fuck…’

‘Are you getting close, Javi?’ I say, whispering in his ear.

‘Yeah. Real close.’

‘You gonna come for, baby?’

‘Oh, God, yes…’

I ride him harder and clench my pussy muscles on his shaft and thrust my hard nipples into his mouth.

‘I want you to come for me,’ I say. ‘I want you to fill my married pussy with come. You gonna do that for me, Javi?’

He doesn’t respond. His lips and tongue are occupied with my breasts, but I see the sparkle in his eyes, the thrill and the delight. His cock feels so good inside me. My sex burns with white-hot fire, my juices flowing down his shaft, over his thighs, onto the back seat of the car. I know my husband is watching closely, watching my ass bounce up and down as I fuck this Latino college boy right behind him, hearing my moans of pleasure grow steadily louder again as I approach another climax.

I grip the backseat tight in one hand and grab Javier’s head with the other, moaning louder and louder, feeling his hot breath hit my nipples faster and faster. I can feel his body tensing beneath me, his own climax building to a crescendo. I really wish we could lay down together so I could ride him properly, but there’s no way in hell we’re bringing strange men back to our place with all those neighbors watching.

‘Fuck me, Javi,’ I whisper in his ear. ‘Fuck my married pussy. Make me your whore, baby. Come in me. I want to feel it!’

His hands grip my ass tighter and he pulls me down into his lap and thrusts his hips up, pushing his length deeper inside me. I groan wildly, like a whore, knowing that my husband must be going crazy up there in the front seat right now. It’s okay. He’ll get his turn later. I love it when he takes out his frustration on me. It’s all part of date night.

The car slows to a halt at a red light on a crossroad. I glance out the window and see a young couple on the sidewalk, waiting patiently to cross. They’re holding hands and looking right at me. They have no idea what’s happening inside this car right now. They have no idea how close they’re standing to a married woman getting her dirty pussy fucked with a big, thick Latino cock in the backseat.

That’s when I come for the second time. Right there, with the couple standing on the sidewalk a few feet away, with Javier’s thick cock pushing deep inside me. I come hard and loud, burying my face into Javier’s neck to try and stifle my cries of pleasure. My entire body shakes with delight, trembling with the power of my climax. At some point, the car starts moving again, but the world outside is a meaningless blur.

‘Come for me,’ I say, moaning into Javier’s neck. ‘Come for me, come for me, come for me!’

He pumps me a few more times, hard and fast, filling me, stretching me, pounding me. I cry out with every stroke, my pussy gripping him tighter each time he fills me. Then, finally, he gasps and I feel his hard length throb and pulse and twitch deep inside me. I force my body down into his lap, pushing his member as deep inside my tight, stretched sex as possible as he erupts. Scalding hot come crashes against the inside of my pussy, cascading through me, filling me completely. I grip his length as tight as I can, trying to keep his come inside me, even as I feel it trickle down his shaft.

He makes a few deep groans as his cock twitches, squirting more hot semen inside me with every spasm. I take it all, like a good slut, feeling it splash around inside me. It feels incredible. There is nothing as wonderful as feeling a lover empty his balls inside you. I squeeze my breasts and pinch my hard nipples, sending little electric tingles throughout my sensitive body.

Then the moment is over. Javier sinks back into the seat, spent, his hard length locked inside me by the strength of my pussy contractions. I stay where I am for a few long, overwhelmingly powerful seconds, my tight sex filled with Javier’s manhood, feeling his hot semen rushing through my body. My lips quiver. My toes curl. I am one with my lover.

I hear Larry let out a long, slow breath from the front seat. I wonder how hard he is right now. I said before that there was almost nothing firmer than a younger man’s stiff member. There’s only one thing I know that gets harder than a young man, and that’s my husband after he watches me fuck someone else. Later tonight, my husband will throw me down in our bed and ravage me. He’ll fuck me harder and faster and deeper than ever before. He’ll make me scream and beg and come over and over. Right now, I feel dirty and wild and naughty. This is nothing compared to what my husband will make me feel later.

I slowly lift my hips and release Javier from my aching, dripping sex. I clench my pussy muscles tight to keep all his delicious come inside me and climb off him. He sits there, looking stunned and happy and completely overcome. I kiss him on the cheek and pick up my panties from the floor and pull them back into place to avoid making a mess on the backseats. I can feel Javier’s hot come inside me, trickling down through me, filling me up. It feels incredible. His come will stay inside me while I have dinner with my husband. Later tonight, my husband will come inside me too, and reclaim my body for himself.

Javier and I sit together on the backseat, feeling the car gently rock and vibrate. I don’t know where we are right now and I don’t care. Javier looks at me, a satisfied smile on his handsome Latino face. My breasts heave in the half-moon bra as I slowly get my breathing back under control. I feel like I just ran a half-marathon.

‘That was awesome,’ he says.

‘Yes, it was,’ I say. ‘Glad you enjoyed it.’

‘What happens now?’ Javier says, glancing toward the front seat.

‘Now?’ I say. ‘Now we’re going to dinner.’

The car rolls to a stop. I glance out the window. We’re back in the parking lot outside the bar. The bouncer is still by the door, still leaning on the wall, looking bored. There are a couple of people having a smoke near the front entrance. I recognize them. It’s Javier’s friends, the guys playing pool. One of them is that hipster guy. He’s smoking a Vape, because of course
 he would smoke a Vape. Probably smoking a flavor that’s suitable for vegans, too.

‘Will I see you again?’ Javier says, a note of hope in his voice.

‘Probably not. It’s no fun if it’s predictable.’

He nods and leans down and pulls his shorts and pants back on, tucking away his soft, wet cock. I pull him close and kiss him one last time. My cleft tingles at the sensation of his hot lips and hands on my body.

Then we break apart. He opens the door and climbs out into the parking lot, walking back around the car. His friends notice and look over. The hipster guy’s mouth hangs open. Javier waves to them. I hope he enjoys telling this story for years to come. I know I will.

Larry gently eases the car forward, back out of the parking lot and onto the main street again.

‘Twenty minutes until our reservation,’ he says, looking at me in the rear-view mirror. ‘Plenty of time.’

I smile and sit in the middle of the back seat in my underwear, legs wide open so Larry can see the wet stain on my panties. I look out the windows and watch the world go by in bright, neon flashes, feeling filled and well-fucked and deeply in love. Larry slowly drives us to the next destination, to continue our date night. My stomach rumbles. I’m really looking forward to this restaurant.

###


Slut Wives:

A Wife’s Confession


I do still love you. That much is true. But it doesn’t come as easily or as naturally anymore. I have to turn my affections on, I have to make an effort to feel warmth towards you. It feels like turning on an old light bulb that slowly brightens over a few long seconds until it illuminates the entire space. I have to consciously choose to feel affection for you. I’m not sure when this happened, when I went from being a devoted wife to this woman who needs to remind herself to love her husband. It’s not something I ever intended or planned, it just happened. I’m not going to point fingers, or give intricate details of specific events and say there, that’s the moment when everything changed
. It’s not your fault. It just happened. Like I say, I do still love you, but now it takes effort.

I don’t blame you. Being married takes a lot of effort. When we were young and passionate and full of energy, everything came easy to us. We didn’t have jobs to go to, or a home to look after, or bills to pay. We were able to focus all our time and energy and money on each other. Every time we kissed was like the first time. Every time you touched me, my whole body shivered with excitement. Every time you said my name, my heart skipped a beat. I wish I could go back in time and experience it all over again. I wish you made me feel the same way as you once did. I wish I still shivered with excitement at your touch.

I’m sitting in Logan’s apartment in his favorite chair and I’m writing this because I have some things to confess. I’m not asking for forgiveness or sympathy or understanding and I’m sure as hell not going to fall on my knees and break down in tears. I’m not even going to show you this letter. Once I’ve written everything I want to say and there’s nothing left and my soul has been purged of these thoughts, I’m going to burn this confession and scatter the ashes to the wind. I’m writing this because I want to record my story. I want to create a chronicle of the events that brought me to this moment, when I sit in another man’s home and confess all my wrongdoings to you. I want to organize my thoughts and catalogue my feelings, if only for a short moment, before I destroy it forever.

You and I have been married for eighteen years now. Longer than some of our friends. Longer than your parents. Longer than some people get the chance to walk on this earth. We wake next to each other and we fall asleep next to each other. Does it feel like there’s something missing in your life? I know I feel that way. I have a companion, but no companionship. I feel loved, but I have no lover. I have a partner, but I don’t feel united. While we have indeed been married for eighteen years, I have taken many, many lovers in that time. Yes, my husband. I do love you. But I haven’t been faithful to you for many years now.

Do I regret it? No. Not one bit.

Maybe we rushed into it. We were so young when we got married. So inexperienced. We thought we knew best, like all teenagers do. It’s crazy, now I think about it. We were adults, sure, but we were still teenagers. Old enough to want to be married, but too young to understand what that really meant. Old enough to believe we were in love, but too young to know what to do when the spark had faded. Old enough to have sex, but too young to know what it really meant to make love.

I still remember the first time we met. I was seventeen, a child playing at being an adult. Pretending to be as grown-up and wise as I felt on the inside. I thought I knew everything there was to know. All seventeen-year-olds do, I guess. It was a warm day in August, or maybe July, I can’t remember exactly. I was in the diner. There was only one diner in the whole town. One bowling alley. One movie theatre with one screen that only played one film per month. It was that kind of a place. Just enough connecting roads to make the place feel important, yet still disconnected enough that cable TV and satellite dishes were pretty rare. The sort of small, rural community town that still had town leaders who ran on platforms of anti-communism. I was sat in the town’s one diner reading a book from the town’s one library, slowly drinking my milkshake. You bumped into me. Maybe it was intentional. Maybe it wasn’t. I dropped my book on the floor. A flash of anger ran through me – I remember thinking something like, I can’t read in peace at home, now I can’t read here, either?
 – and I bent to pick up the book, but you were already there. You took my breath away. You were nineteen. Young. Handsome. Mid-length dark, floppy bangs swept to the side. Leather jacket. Blue eyes. You were the epitome of everything my teenage body desired. And there you were. Crouching down next to me. Your hand on my book. Your eyes on mine. Your handsome face in an expression of mild embarrassment for bumping into me. You said your first word to me.


Sorry
.

If they made a movie about our lives, the actress playing me would probably blush at that point and sweep a lock of hair behind her ears and say something cute. The actor playing you would respond with something equally cute and all the girls in the audience would sigh in unison. Truth is, I don’t remember what I said to you. Probably something sarcastic. I always got bitchy when people disturbed my reading time. I still do.

You handed me the book and asked me about it. I was taken by surprise. It was the kind of small town where people who read books in public were seen as suspicious. I was always left alone with I read my books because nobody wanted to get near me. People feared catching whatever book-reading disease I had.

I told you about my book. I don’t remember what it was – it’s been almost two decades since we met, I can’t be blamed for letting the small details slip through the cracks – but you got me talking. Nobody had asked me about my books before, but there you were, the handsome nineteen-year-old in the leather jacket with the dark, floppy bangs, and you were talking to me like you cared about my fictional worlds. I had never felt so much attention before.

I’m the middle child. One older brother, one younger brother. Mom spent most of my childhood getting my older brother out of trouble and cleaning my younger brother’s cuts and scrapes. Dad was always out, working in the lumber mill, or drinking in the town’s one bar. I don’t know if he and my mom were going through a rough time, or if he simply preferred to stay away from us as much as possible. I never really saw him when I was a kid. For most of my life, I was left to my own devices. My brothers played football and ran around outside. I stayed quiet and read my books and spent most of my time feeling ignored.

Until you came along.

****

Maybe a psychologist would be able to examine my actions as an adult and trace it back to the way I was raised as a child. Maybe I’ve had these affairs because of some underlying need for attention and affection. I disagree. Plenty of men have given me these things since we’ve been married, and I haven’t slept with all of them. I have slept with dozens of men – mostly short, passionate flings, a notable couple for longer, more subdued affairs – but I can’t define exactly what it was that made me go through with it. Affection and attention are a part of the reason, but not the main reason.

****

But things were different when I was seventeen. When I was a young girl, reading alone in a diner, face-to-face with a handsome nineteen-year-old with dark, floppy bangs and a leather jacket, I had never experienced this much attention from anyone before, certainly not from a stranger.

I don’t remember most of what we talked about that day. I do remember your eyes and the way you looked at me. You were fascinated and I loved it. We drank fresh milkshakes and talked for hours. I only realized how long we’d been sitting in that booth when the sun started to sink behind the trees in the park opposite the diner and the waitress asked if we were going to order dinner. I remember being so disappointed when we left the diner, scared to lose you and the way you made me feel. You sighed and said you had to be getting home. You lived in the next town over and needed to catch the bus. I asked if I would see you again. I probably sounded like a scared little girl, almost the total opposite of the woman I’ve become now. You said you would love to hang out again. I walked you to your bus stop and when you hugged me goodbye, my heart skipped a beat. My whole world changed in that moment. How many hugs had I received as a child? Probably less than a dozen. The way you made me feel was exhilarating. I walked home that night as though I was floating on a cloud. It was wonderful.

****

It took us six weeks to make the journey from acquaintances to lovers. I don’t remember much of that time, save a few fragments here and there – reading together in the park, our first kiss by the fountain, holding hands while we walked along the wide, sunny streets. I don’t remember feeling rushed or pressured to sleep with you for the first time. I recall being excited and nervous and eager to take that step with you, to lose our virginities together. We were at your house for the weekend. Your mom was out of town and you invited me over. Even though we didn’t explicitly plan to do anything, we both kind of knew what was going to happen. Two teenagers alone in a house for the weekend. It was inevitable, really.

We were nervous and awkward and broke out in fits of giggles as we slowly undressed and explored each other. Looking back, it was probably the best first time a girl could have asked for and I’m so grateful to you for allowing me to experience it like that, at my own speed, in my own way. I vividly recall small details of that moment. The way your bottom lip trembled as you entered me for the first time. The sharp feeling of discomfort – soon over – as my body opened up to you. The heat of your naked skin against mine as our hips gently bucked and rocked together.

I felt so different afterwards, like I had aged ten years in ten minutes. I loved the way you held me, your arm draped around my shoulders, our naked bodies pressing against each other. My vagina hurt a little – tender, sore, inflamed – but it was a good kind of hurt. I’d heard that phrase before, but never understood it until that moment. It felt wonderful. We spent that entire weekend exploring one another. There were no instruction manuals, no ‘how-to’ video guides, no educational books. We had one another, the house to ourselves, and the childlike curiosity to learn about sex and what we liked. After the second time, my body no longer hurt. I felt awake, as though I’d been half-asleep my whole life. My body craved more and you were happy to give it to me. We spent the entire weekend learning how to please one another. You touched me in places I hadn’t even touched myself. You tasted me. You made me feel things I had never experienced before. I explored you with the kind of fascination people have when the roam through the wilderness. I wanted to know how your body worked. How to make you react. How to touch you. We were both keen students and hungry to learn all we could about one another. I learned a lot in the space of forty-eight hours. I’ve learned even more in the past few years, but you’re no longer willing to take lessons. You reached a point and you stopped. I wanted to keep going.

****

A few months after I turned eighteen, we had our first serious talk about the future. We were adults – barely, but that was enough – and we lived in a tiny rural town that offered no prospects for the future. The people who lived in that town never left. It was the kind of place where you were born and raised and schooled and worked and grew old and died. I wanted to get out. I wanted to see the world I had glimpsed in my books.

You didn’t want to lose me. You said we would leave together, move into a place outside our little town. Somewhere busier. You said we would marry and we would move away. It all sounded so simple. So easy. Marry and move.

Our parents thought we were crazy. How could they not? I was eighteen. You were almost twenty. We were talking about the rest of our lives. Looking back, I still can’t believe we went through with it. I was sure that one of us would back out, or our parents would stop it, or some unpredictable event would happen and we would have to call it off. But it all went off without a hitch. My father walked me down the aisle and gave me to you. I was eighteen and had only known the touch of one man. I was young and in love and I had no way of knowing what the future held. I only knew that I wanted to spend my life with you.

I don’t regret it.

I truly don’t.

****

Sometimes I wonder how my life would have turned out if we hadn’t made that rash, crazy decision to marry. Would I still be living in that little town? Would I have married someone else? Would I have ever been happy?

Am I happy now? I think so. Happier than I was. That much I know for sure.

****

We left our hometowns together for an apartment we found in the back of a personal ad section of the newspaper.

Moving into our first place together was one of the most surreal, exhilarating experiences of my life. We moved into a crappy one-bedroom apartment we couldn’t afford, in a town we didn’t know, following a plan we didn’t have. Looking back, it was beyond crazy. I would never do it these days, now I know more about the world. Back then, however, it all made perfect sense. We had each other and nothing else mattered. Who cared if we didn’t know where next month’s rent was coming from? Who cared how we were going to pay for groceries? What did it matter that the floors were bare and the cupboards were empty? We had each other and nothing else mattered.

You got a job in construction and after a week of walking my resume around town, I managed to get employed in a store. We worked long – long
 – hours and barely saw each other, but we both knew it was worth it. We had to work hard for our new life. We had to earn the right to be happy together. It took a whole year before we could finally stop working our fingers to the bone and relax a little more. But it was all worth it in the end. We had each other and nothing else mattered.

Things slowly began to change after a while.

I grew bored and restless and frustrated working in the store. I wanted to better myself and do more with my life. My grades were excellent and my education was good, so why shouldn’t I aim a little higher than some crappy store? Of course, you supported me, like you always did. You encouraged me. Made me feel as though I could do anything. I worked my ass off and managed to get an entry-level job at a financial company a few miles west. It didn’t pay much better than the store and the hours were longer and the work was tedious and mind-numbing – mostly data entry, filing, and making coffee – but I was determined to stick it out. I wanted to make something of myself, to become something better than I could ever have been if I’d stayed in that small town.

****

I was hungry for opportunities and experiences that my small home town could never have offered. I didn’t want to make something of myself – I had no dreams of becoming a movie star, or anything like that – but I wanted to feel alive. Living with you in that crappy apartment, working my ass off in an office every day and falling asleep on the bus home every night, I felt more alive that I had in years. Maybe it was this feeling that drove me to have my first affair.

As the years drifted by, I grew up, but you stayed the same. Even now, you’re the same man I met that day in the diner. You might have ditched the leather jacket and you cut your bangs off one your hair started to thin, but you still work in construction. You still go the ball game every weekend. You don’t aspire for anything higher. I feel as though marrying me was the apex of your life, and you’ve been sliding downhill ever since. Sometimes I’m embarrassed by you. While I spent the years slowly climbing the ranks within my company, you continued laying foundations and knocking down buildings. While I spent hours in the gym every night, you went to the bar with your friends. While I worked hard to maintain my figure and be the best wife I could, you got fat and lazy.

****

As the years went by, a strange kind of melancholy set it. I began to feel more and more restless every day. The house started to feel like a prison. I craved the kind of excitement I felt when we first ran away together. I needed the passion I felt when you first took me on our new marital bed. I yearned for the feeling that life was fast and free and unpredictable again.

We fell into a rut together, a boring, rhythmic routine. We woke up. Ate breakfast. Went to work. Came home. Ate dinner. Went to sleep again. You loved Sunday mornings, when we would lounge in bed for most of the morning and make soft, gentle love. I enjoyed those hours, too, but I always wanted more. I felt like we weren’t using that time effectively.

It was like you didn’t have the urge or the desire to do more than was completely necessary. A bit of perfunctory foreplay, some gentle fingering, then you would climb on top and thrust until you were. Note that I say you
 were done. Your simplistic, clumsy pounding might have satisfied me when we were teenagers, but as I grew older, I yearned for more. The best way to describe it is like this; I am a glass, and you are water. You filled me once, completely and wholly, but as I grew bigger, so did the glass. The same amount of water wasn’t enough to satisfy me any longer.

What happened to that wonderful young man who invited me over to his mother’ house and spent the entire weekend slowly, lovingly, luxuriously exploring my body? You used to love caressing me and hearing the noises I made. Once we got married, that came to a quick end. Nowadays, our lovemaking consists of me lying on my back while you mount me and thrust and I close my eyes and try to conjure up enough images and memories to convince my body to climax before you do. I rarely succeed.

I’m not making excuses or pointing fingers or trying to assign blame. My only goal here is to try and explain why
 I ended up this way, why I ended up married to you – still loving you, but not in love
 with you. As flimsy and pathetic an excuse as that may be. I’m not attempting to weasel out of my faults. I know what kind of woman I am. What kind of wife I am.

****

My first affair took place six years after we were married. That was twelve years ago now, but I still remember it as though it was this morning. I was twenty-four. Still working at the company, but now a few rungs higher on the ladder. Nowhere near where I am now, of course, but high enough to have responsibilities and pressures and stresses that kept me at my desk long after five o’clock came and went. Strange as it might seem, I enjoyed those late hours, working hard as the office slowly emptied and the night slowly darkened the sky through the windows. Working overtime was the only sensation of unpredictability I felt in my life, so I did it as much as possible. Sometimes I deliberately stayed later, putting off work throughout that day, just so I had an excuse not to go home yet. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to spend time with you, it was because I knew that if I went home on time, we would go through the same old motions once again. Dinner. TV. Shower. Bed. Staying at work a little longer – even one more hour – disrupted that monotony enough to make me feel like my life wasn’t some boring, predictable, tedious series of events.

I wasn’t the only one working that night. There were a couple of others on my floor, also staying late. We were all on the same rung of the ladder – just enough power and responsibility to stay late, without draining the company’s overtime coffers. One of them was a guy from London. He was a little older than me, maybe twenty-seven. Even though he was in our office, he wasn’t technically part of our workforce. He was from London, working over here as part of a loaner agreement from one of the company’s European clients. I’m not what the specifics were of his working arrangements and I never asked. All I knew was that his name was Michael and he would only be working with us for a few short months. His British accent was both charming and sexy. He was a good-looking man, from what I had seen across the office floor. We’d never really spent much time together or interacted in any meaningful way beyond initial handshakes. But that was all about to change.

I finished the remains of my day’s work – yes, dragging it out to spend a few more minutes enjoying the unpredictability of life after five – and gathered my things. As I made my way toward the stairwell, I felt a presence behind me. It was Michael, looking tired and worn, but offering me a friendly smile.

‘You’re Alex, right?’ he said.

His first words to me. We walked together down the brightly-lit stairwell, passing windows that looked out over a dark city scape. We got to talking. He was funny and engaging and friendly. I liked him. When we reached the bottom of the stairs, he turned to me and said, ‘Do you know any good places to grab a drink? I’m gasping for a decent pint.’

I thought nothing about going to my favorite bar with him. There was no guilty thought process, no awkward decision making as I weighed up the pros and cons of having a drink with this man. He offered me something I had been longing for: a break in my routine. We walked to the bar together. I sent you a text and said that I would be back late and not to worry about me.

You responded with one letter: K
.

That was the extent of your worries and concern for me. One single letter. That is how much you missed me and wanted me to come home. That was the moment I knew how this night was going to play out, the exact second I realized that I would sleep with Michael if he asked. We went to Rafi’s on ninth and sat at a table together and talked. The more time I spent with him, the surer I became that I wanted to sleep with him. It was a strange feeling. I didn’t feel bad. I didn’t feel guilty. I didn’t feel anything. Maybe I should have felt one of those sensations, but I didn’t. Michael was charming and flirtatious and good-looking. I could tell the man was attracted to me from the appreciative glances he made when he thought I wasn’t looking. He asked about my marriage, motioning to my wedding ring. He asked if I was happy.

‘That’s a strange question,’ I said.

‘I only ask because you’re out at a bar with me, instead of being home with him,’ he said.

I told him that I was married, but not as happy as I could be. Michael nodded and said that he understood. He had a girlfriend back home, he said, and he felt terribly lonely being so far away from her for so long. He was three months into his temporary arrangement, and still had another four to go.

I asked him where he was staying while on loan to the company. He said it was a hotel about three blocks south. He asked if I would like to see the room.

We sat in silence for a moment, studying one another’s reactions. I had a husband. He had a girlfriend. We would be working together for the next four months. This would be a mistake. A rash, ridiculous, impulsive, regrettable mistake.

We left our half-empty glasses on the table and left the bar without saying another word.

****

I want to say that I tried to resist. I want to say that I thought about you the whole time. I want to say that it was meaningless. But I would be lying.

As Michael and I walked to his hotel room, all I could feel was excitement. The same kind of excitement I felt on our wedding day, or when we moved away, or when we walked through the door of our new home for the first time. I felt alive and free. My body tingled.

We didn’t hold hands or even look at each other. We spoke in brief, fractured snatches of conversation, as though afraid we might frighten each other away. It was a strange few minutes. If you had seen us walking together, you would never have known where we were heading, or what we were going to do.

We walked like that the whole way, along the three short blocks, across the hotel lobby, and up in the elevator. My heart pounded so loudly I thought it was echoing around the elevator, audible to Michael. As the elevator doors opened onto his floor, he glanced at me, as though making sure I was really there, really coming along with him for this. No power on earth could have turned me away, not even if you had been standing outside the elevator.

We walked along the luxurious hallway, our footsteps muffled by the thick carpet, still displaying no outward signs of intimacy. My heart raced and my head spun. In the movie of our lives, the woman playing me would have an angel on one shoulder, and a devil on the other at this moment. The angel would tell her to leave and go home and forget about this, while the devil whispered seductively into her other ear. In reality, there was no angel and there was no devil. It was just me and Michael and the door to his hotel room.

We paused outside for a moment, while he retrieved the swipe card from his pocket.

‘Still sure?’ he said. His only question since asking if I was happy.

‘Yes,’ I said.

He opened the door without a second thought. I walked past him, into his hotel room, trying to make my heart to slow down, trying to make myself feel as confident and calm as I appeared. He followed close behind and pulled the door shut. I dropped my bag on the floor and faced him. We stood there in silence for a moment. I’m not sure how long. It could have been ten minutes. It could have been the space of a single heartbeat. But the moment passed. We flew into a sudden flurry of motion, our bodies colliding in a passionate frenzy, hands grasping at each other, ragged, gasping breaths escaping our lips. We kissed. Hard. Hungry. Desperate. All our frustrations and worries and loneliness seemed to boil over like a pan on an open flame as we pawed at each other. I wasn’t aware of my clothes being taken off, but his hands soon found my bare skin and we fell onto the bed, naked, our lips locked together, hands caressing one another, legs intertwined. He touched me and I groaned. He kissed me and I moaned. He sucked my nipples and I gasped. We lay there naked, gasping, panting, determined to experience as much of each other as we could. I was seventeen again, back in your mom’s house, learning everything for the first time once more.

I was surprised by how different his body was to yours. His touch. His taste. His scent. He handled me differently to you. He wasn’t shy or nervous about touching my body. Quite the opposite, he was tender and firm and excited. He reminded me of a child with a new toy, keen to find out everything it can do. What happens if I press here? What does this do? I was receptive and responsive and willing to allow him to touch me for as long as he wanted.

We didn’t waste time on foreplay. We had a job to do. He broke off from his excited, frenetic handling of my body and rolled me onto my back. I opened my legs for him. No resistance. No guilt. There was nothing in my mind other than the overwhelming desire to be with Michael in that very moment. I felt my body yielding to him, my womanhood opening, lips parting, sex readying to receive him. He paused just long enough to put on a condom.

He did not disappoint.

I remember thinking how wonderfully different it felt as his engorged shaft pierced me. Different from you. Different from anything I’d felt before. It was like my first time, all over again. I felt my body stretch, yawning lazily open, accepting him inside. I felt that delicious, wonderful pain in my vagina as he entered and stretched and pushed deep inside me, the pain I had not felt since my very first time. He pushed deep inside me, slow and steady, watching my face closely. I moaned and closed my eyes and ran my hands through my hair. My ankles locked together behind his back. My body moved on its own, through some wild, animalistic impulse. I ceased to be a woman and became an extension of him. We moved as one. I felt every delicious sensation for the first time again. Every thrust. Every twitch. Every muscular contraction. He made love to me for five minutes or five hours, before he finally erupted inside me. I remember feeling his semen thrash and explode against the condom and a momentary hint of disappointment ran through me. I wanted to feel it for real. I wanted to have him fully, completely, and utterly claim me for his own. I wanted him to come inside me.

But he didn’t. He never did. Other lovers – later lovers – would give me that pleasure. You would, too, some years later. But not Michael.

Afterward, he laid beside me, the two of us gazing at the ceiling. We held hands. He told me how good I felt. He said my pussy was wonderfully tight
. I thanked him. I told him how big he felt. I said that it hurt a little, but I liked it.

We lay like that for a long time, talking about everything and nothing. I didn’t ask about his girlfriend. He didn’t ask about you. In fact, neither one of us ever mentioned our respective partners again, for the duration of our affair.

Talking turned to kissing. Hand-holding turned to passionate caressing. I kissed his body and watched with curious fascination as his penis filled and lengthened and hardened and stood tall and proud and unashamed.

He must have seen something in my face. He asked me how many men I had been with. I blushed and told him the truth, that he was only the second lover I had ever taken.

This seemed to please him. He was delighted by the opportunity to give me a wealth of new experiences. I stroked his full, fat shaft and marvelled at the feel of it beneath my fingers. Smoother than you. Harder than you. Hotter than you. He was maybe a little longer than you, but noticeably thicker. That must have been why it hurt a little when he entered me.

We made love for the second time. I climbed on top, taking his thickness deep inside, enjoying the feeling as I sank all the way down and he stretched me open again. I stayed that way for a long time, not moving, doing nothing but feeling his cock steadily, rhythmically, pulse inside me. He was patient and gentle. He let me take the lead, in my own time, at my own pace. He watched me, a curious smile on his face, as my body became accustomed to his.

Our first time had been gentle and tender. Our second time was passionate and intense. I slowly rode him, gradually building my speed, until I climaxed a few delicious minutes later. I saw stars. It was the biggest, most powerful orgasm of my life – until that moment, at least.

After that, Michael took control. He showed me how love making was really supposed to be. It wasn’t supposed to be stiff and jerky, like it was with you. It was supposed to be fluid and energetic, like a dance. Michael was the perfect partner and the perfect teacher. He bent me over. He opened me up. He pushed me and pulled me and made me feel sensations I had never experienced before.

He lasted far longer the second time. By the time he finished, we were breathless and exhausted and our bodies ached. I felt like I had run a marathon. It was wonderful. You had never made me feel that way.

We bathed in our afterglow for the longest time. His sweat dried on my skin. His scent clung to my body. My inner thighs were slick and warm with passion. My entire body tingled. I felt numb and weightless. I felt alive
.

Michael told me how good I was. I told him how much I’d enjoyed it. We kissed again, tenderly. He asked me if I wanted to stay the night. A tempting offer, but I declined. I had to get going. I had to go home. It was almost midnight. The ‘working late’ excuse only had so much credibility.

I cleaned off in his shower, cleansing my body, keeping my hair dry while removing all traces of evidence. It was a shame to wash my lover away so soon. I liked how he felt on my skin.

I dressed quickly. Michael watched me from the, still naked. He asked if he would see me again. I thought about him. I thought about you. I weighed up the pros and cons – the pleasure and satisfaction versus the risk of being caught. It took less than a second to make up my mind.

‘Yes,’ I said.

We didn’t agree on a date or make a plan. I left his hotel room with nothing more than a promise of a future meeting and came home to you.

****

Returning home that night was the scariest thing I had ever done. I took a cab and got out at the end of our block. I stood on that corner for a long, long time, not daring to walk any closer to home. I kept smelling myself, convinced that I wasn’t clean enough, that some tiny odour of my indiscretion still lingered on my body. I checked my phone, but there was nothing. No missed calls, no urgent text messages, no voicemails asking where the hell I was and when the hell was I coming home. Nothing.


K
.

I steeled myself and walked down the quiet streets. I remember so much about that night, but I don’t remember that walk. I only remember the sound of my heartbeat, thundering in my ears, growing louder with every step toward home. The street was deserted. No cars. No pedestrians. Nobody around to witness my walk of shame. My knees ached. My slit tingled and throbbed. It felt incredible - both because the sex had been so good, but also because it had been so wrong
. Every time I thought about his hands on my body, I got a guilty shiver through my body and my aching sex trembled with delight.

I walked into our apartment building. Crossed the empty lobby. Rode the elevator up. Walked to our front door. Steadied myself. Took a last long at myself. Did I look like I had just made love to another man? Did I look rosy-cheeked and freshly fucked?

I opened the door and walked inside. The lights were on. You were awake. I heard muffled noises from the TV. My heart was racing so fast, I worried I would go into cardiac arrest. My feet were heavy, my footsteps slow. I walked to the living room and opened the door.

You were sat on the couch. Playing your Xbox. Headset on. A smile on your face. The room echoed with virtual gunshots and explosions. You sensed movement and turned your head and looked right at me. My stomach clenched. Body tightened. Head spun. I was about to faint.

‘Hey,’ you said. ‘Good day at work?’

And that was it. That was how easy it was to cheat on you.

‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘Just tired. Have you eaten?’

‘Huh?’ you said, half-turning your head, eyes still glued to the screen. ‘Yeah, yeah. Pizza.’

I stood there. Dumbfounded. Watching you. My husband. My sweet, wonderful, clueless, aggravating, oblivious husband. My pussy throbbed and tingled, the entrance stretched and swollen and tender, still gently trembling from the man who had filled and fucked me less than an hour previously. Three feet away, you sat on our couch, unable to turn your fucking head away from the screen to notice that something might be wrong. I loved you and I hated you. Part of me wanted you to look at me and realize something was wrong and get angry and throw me around and scream at me and show some fucking passion for once in your life. Another part of me wanted to strip naked and show you what Michael had down to my body and taunt you with how good a lover he was and laugh in your face.

Neither of those things happened.

I said, ‘Are you coming to bed?’

‘Why?’

‘Because it’s after midnight.’

You blinked in surprise. You had no idea what time it was. You had no idea how late your precious wife was out.

‘Sure, after this game,’ you said.

I went to our bedroom and threw my wrinkled, pawed clothes in the laundry. I dressed in pajamas. Usually I slept in shorts, but on that night, I wanted my body covered, just in case there were marks or scratches on my skin that hadn’t washed away. I climbed in our bed, body aching, pussy throbbing, lips tingling. My heart started to slow as grim reality set in. I had cheated on my husband. I had gotten away with it. And I didn’t feel guilty about it.

I was asleep before you got into bed with me.

****

I wonder how people would react if I told them about my affairs. Sometimes I wonder how you would react if you found out the truth about your apparently loyal, loving wife. Would you shun me and throw me out of the house and ban me from attending your mother’s oh-so-thrilling pre-Christmas neighborhood mixer? I’m sure plenty of people out there would hate me for having one affair, let alone the dozens I’ve enjoyed. They would want to slap me and scream in my face and ask me how the fuck I can claim to love my husband while I screw around with other men behind his back. The truth is complicated. We’ve been married for just as long as I was a child. I literally cannot imagine my life without you. Yet, when I’m lying awake at night, or leaning against you on the couch, or listening to you sing in the shower at absurdly early hours of the morning before you start work, I can’t help but feel like something’s missing. I feel like a puzzle that’s missing several small, but important pieces – you can see the full image, but the finer details are absent.

Sometimes I think you stopped trying. Once we got married, the romance began to whither. There’s still affection, sure – you still kiss me on the cheek before you go to work and you still make love to me on the weekends – but the romance is long gone. It’s like you stopped trying to woo me once we shared your surname. Gone were the cute little surprises you used to spring on me while we were dating. No more unexpected bouquets of flowers. Goodbye to those sudden, impulsive road trips. Hell, we barely even go out on dates anymore. The last time you took me somewhere was three months ago. To a pizza joint. And even then, it was only because you had coupons. I think I’ve been wined and dined more by other men in this past year than by you for most of our marriage. Hell, just last week, Logan took me to a five-star Italian restaurant and spent four long, beautiful hours seducing me from across the table. He didn’t need to do any of that. Most of the reason I spend time with Logan is to have sex with him. Anything else is a bonus. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

I guess what I’m trying to say is that you take me for granted. We got married and that was that. No wonder that I would want to be seduced by other men. I still respect you, as crazy as that might sound, after all this rambling. I have rules. I have three lives – my professional life, my private life, and my extra-marital life. I am very strict about not letting any of these lives overlap. Michael was the first, and only, co-worker I’ve ever slept with. I would never do anything to humiliate you, like calling you on the phone while my lover pleasures me, or bringing another man into our bed. I’m a bad wife, not a horrible wife.

Not that this absolves me in any way.

****

I thought there was something wrong with me, at first. I woke up the next morning before our alarms started blaring and I looked at you, sleeping beside me, and I didn’t feel any guilt. None at all. It was strange and confusing and irritating. Why didn’t I feel something? I should have felt ashamed or guilty or upset, but instead I lay there and watched you sleep for a few short minutes and didn’t feel any different to any other morning. Sure, my body still had a few small, delicious aches, and my pussy was wonderfully sore, but overall, there was no dramatic breakdown, no sudden explosion of tears, no staring at myself in the mirror, wondering who I had become.

I got up and showered, like any other morning. We ate breakfast, like any other morning. You kissed me on the cheek, like any other morning. You had no idea. I was almost upset about that. Almost.

I went to work. Spent the whole day at my desk. Working on the same wide office floor as the man who had fucked me less than twelve hours before. We passed each other twice in the hallway. Made eye contact. Smiled politely. Nobody would ever have known there was anything between us. We kept our heads down. Worked hard. Life returned to something like normality.

For two weeks, at least. That was the next time Michael and I found ourselves working late again. He asked me if I wanted a drink. I said I would love one.

We left work together, but we didn’t go to the bar. Instead, we headed for his hotel, without a word passing between us about our intentions.

Our second night was even better than the first. This time there was no timid touching, no shyness in our bodies. We went to his room and fucked. Hard and fast. We tried every position we could think to try. I bent over the furniture and displayed myself to him. He leaned back in the reading chair and cupped me while I rode him. He came four times that night. Twice inside me. Once on my breasts. The last went in my mouth. I swallowed him without hesitation.

Does that make you mad? Does it upset you, to picture your wife on her knees before another man, gleefully receiving his semen, sucking his pulsing shaft, tasting his delicious load, swallowing him with a smile? Would you be upset because I did it with Michael, despite never doing it with you? Would you even care? Would you be able to tear your eyes away from the TV screen long enough to picture what I’m describing?

Michael was the first man to ever come in my mouth. His delicious spend was the first I ever tasted. He would not be the last. I’ve swallowed the bittersweet juices of many of my lovers. But I’ve never done it with you. I wonder why that is? Maybe they taste better, or bring out another side of me. Maybe I like to show off for them. Maybe I just don’t want to do it for you. Maybe you’ve never asked me to swallow for you.

****

After this second illicit rendezvous, Michael and I began meeting more and more often. Once a week, mostly, though sometimes more if we had stressful days and needed to take out some pent-up energy on each other. One time he got chewed out by his line manager over the phone from London. That night, he spanked my ass so hard I couldn’t sit down right in the cab home. We were careful and discreet. Neither of us wanted word to get around the office. We both had our professional reputations to consider. Sometimes he would go to hotel and wait for me. Sometimes I would leave work first and have a drink by myself in the hotel bar, sending you a text to say I’d be home late. In spite of how flippant I may sound looking back now, I was terrified each and every time that you would discover the truth. I was almost paranoid at times. I even kept a supply of fresh clothes and perfume in Michael’s hotel room, just in case the outfit I wore got soiled I some way. You would never notice if I changed during the day.

My little indiscretion soon became a lengthy affair. Michael and I continued to see each other once or twice a week for the remainder of his time as part of the exchange program. I soon began to look forward to our time together. It brought a little excitement, a little naughtiness, into my life. He made me feel desirable and needed and there was a passionate urgency to our lovemaking that was wonderful. Maybe the knowledge that our time together was limited was what spurred us on and made us want to do as much as we could on each occasion. I felt my horizons expand each and every time. We even tried anal. I didn’t enjoy it, but he seemed grateful.

At home, you continued along the exact same lines as always, ever more blissfully unaware than I would have imagined possible. We ate dinners together and watched TV on the couch and held each other in bed. You fulfilled me emotionally. Michael fulfilled me physically.

We made gentle love on Sunday mornings and I became aware of the vast shortcomings in your abilities as a lover. Where Michael was like water, you were like wood. You were stiff and ungainly and you rubbed against me like you were trying to start a fire. You didn’t adapt to my body or respond to my pleasures. You wouldn’t even let me take the lead. I could have taught you so many things, if only you had let me.

Your moves are always the same. You begin by placing your hand on my thigh and gently squeezing. You kiss my cheek. Then my neck. Then my shoulder. Your hand moves inwards a fraction, then pauses, waiting for permission. You always try to start a fire in me, then you wait to see if it catches. You keep kissing my neck and shoulder until I part my thighs for you. Then your hand grazes my sex. You keep kissing me and whispering into my ear about how horny you are and how good we are together and how right it feels and all the same shit you said that first night we were intimate together. Then your rough fingers delve into my sensitive sex and you attempt to manipulate me into a state of orgasm as though my pussy and clitoris is your Xbox controller and you can hammer the button to win. Once you’ve decided that I’m wet enough, you mount me and penetrate me and begin thrusting, in the same clumsy, directionless, friction-burn way you always have. Sometimes it amazes me that you could age twenty years and still perform this task in the exact same way you did when we were children. When I was seventeen, I didn’t know any better. You rocked my world. Made the earth move. I’m older now. Wiser. Far more experienced than you could ever comprehend. You haven’t made me climax in over five years. The last time I came for you was when we were both drunk following my company’s Christmas party. The alcohol gave you the stamina and courage of a stallion. We rolled on our couch and across the floor and you were open to experimentation and receptive to my ideas and you made me come for you – and only you.

I tried to expand your horizons once, as I’m sure you remember. I bought a naughty book for us to look at. It was hardback, pocket-sized and filled with over one hundred pages of high-quality photographs. I gave it to you one Sunday morning as we lay in bed. A little surprise for you, before you inevitably placed your hand on my thigh to begin the proceedings.

Every page of the book displayed a man and a woman enjoying a different position, with a small description of what a couple could expect to feel if they attempted to copy the images. Some positions were gentle, friendly, even coy. Others required more flexibility and good core strength. I had looked through the book in private and found it deeply erotic and highly stimulating. I wanted you to see that there were other ways to make love. Other positions to try. Other pleasures to experience. I thought you would enjoy the explicit pictures, the borderline-pornographic visuals, the images of an attractive man and woman passionately fucking in ways you had never attempted before. I hoped it would excite you and make you want to try the positions out with me. I also wanted you to see me as a sexual being, not just your wife. I hoped you would realize that I wanted to try these positions out with you.

I was sorely mistaken.

You didn’t find it sexy, or erotic, or arousing. You thought it was funny. You sat in our bed and flicked through the book, chest heaving in laughter, tears in your eyes. You thought the positions were hilarious, not sexy. You had no idea why anybody would want to recreate these experiences at home. You pulled me in close and put your arm around me and turned the pages, laughing as though it was the funniest joke you’d ever seen. I lay in your chest and listened to your wild laughter and felt my eyes burn with tears of embarrassment and shame.

When you were finally done, you tossed the book on the floor. I asked if there was anything you wanted to try.

‘Why?’ you said. ‘Our way is the best. I hope you didn’t waste money on that book.’

You placed your hand on my thigh and thumbed my clit like it was your Xbox joystick. I made all the right noises and tried not to look as hurt as I felt.

You’ll be glad to know that I didn’t waste money on that book. I actually got my money’s worth from it. You’ve long since forgotten all about it, but I’ve gone through that book several times now. Most of the pages have little check marks and crosses and directional arrows scrawled over them by my black office pen. I’ve gotten my money’s worth out of it... but not with you.

****

That four months with Michael was wonderful. At home, I had you, my husband. You took care of me and made me happy. One night a week, I had Michael, my lover. He made love to me and I felt like a real woman – satisfied and fulfilled. I had it all.

Then Michael’s visa expired. His workplace program came to an end. Part of me hoped that he would choose to stay and we could keep this charade going a little longer. Another part hoped that he would ask me to come to London with him.

Neither of those things happened. Real life was waiting. He had a job and a home and girlfriend. I had you and our home and our marriage.

The last time Michael and I ever fucked was the night of his farewell party. The entire office turned out to drink and dance and say goodbye. It was a great night. I had a lot of fun, despite the melancholy I fought to keep concealed within my heart. Around midnight, Michael said his farewells. I slipped away from the party, unnoticed. We met at his hotel. His suitcases were packed, ready for his flight the next morning. We made love one last time. Intense, passionate, endless, frantic, desperate love. Neither of us wanted it to end. It was perfect. It still is perfect, a top five all-time session. We didn’t stop until the gray light of dawn seeped through the drapes and the room phone bleeped for his morning alarm call. He kissed me one final time and we parted forever.

I’ve never cried so hard as I did in the cab home.

****

Sometimes I look at you and wonder how you see the world. You’re pushing forty now. Your temples are streaked with gray hair. Your midsection is growing softer and larger. Yet you still dress and act and talk like a twenty-year-old. While I’ve aged and grown and flowered, you remain stuck in the past. It’s like you willingly chose not to grow up any further. You still work in construction – In the management side now, rather than the labor side, so that’s one small step forward, I guess – but you’ve never aspired to do anything else or work in a different field. You could have worked the same damned job back home in our home town and never left.

Sometimes I wonder if you only left because I wanted to. Did you follow me so far away from home because you were a lovesick puppy? Did you make the choices you made for us, or me, or you? Do you have any dreams or goals or aspirations of your own?

I remember one time you and I lay together on the grass in the park near the diner where we met. We watched planes leave white streaks through the blue sky, so many miles above us. I told you my hopes and dreams – to get of that town, to get a high-paying job, and to be loved a little more every day. You told me you wanted to be a rock star. To a seventeen-year-old girl, that was the most fantastic, incredible, glamorous dream I had ever heard. You forgot to mention at the time that you couldn’t sing or play any instruments.

Sometimes I feel embarrassed for you. Not by you. For
 you. The way you blunder through life without a second thought. The way you don’t notice the looks and glances and snide comments that ripple out around you.

Do you remember my office Christmas party, a few years back? It was pretty soon after we moved, around the time of my promotion, when we went through what a marriage counsellor would describe as a rough patch
. It was the only time you ever came to one of my work parties, thank God. Everyone was dressed to impress. I wore a dress that cost somewhere between two and three hundred dollars. The men wore designer suits, tailored perfectly to their frames. The other women were dressed like it was the Emmys. Everyone looked immaculate. And then there was you. I had to persuade you to dress appropriately. Had to argue that this was a black-tie event. Had to convince you not to go in jeans and a t-shirt.

So, there we were, you and me, husband and wife. I looked like a billion dollars. And you looked like a relatively handsome man approaching middle age wearing a shirt two sizes too small and black pants that didn’t quite fit you. Men flirted with me, oblivious to your presence. You didn’t even seem to realize they were doing it. Did you even notice the looks on their faces when I introduced you as my husband? Did you see the way their eyes flicked from me to you? The way their expressions changed from surprise to bemusement? As if they were looking at us and thinking, Why the hell is she with this guy?
 I know you didn’t notice. You were in your own little world, totally oblivious to the way they reacted to you. These men wore suits that cost more than your cheap, shitty, second-hand car and their bonuses were more than you made in a year and they were eye-fucking your wife right in front of you. And what did you do? You started telling them about your job as a construction company manager. You tried to engage them in a conversation about the cost-effective method of laying foundations for the building we were standing in. I almost died of embarrassment on the spot.

Sometimes I wonder if you even notice the things I do around you. I wonder if you realize why I wear certain outfits. I favor tight blouses and pencil skirts. I want men to notice my slim waist and slender figure. I’ve worked hard to get this body and keep it after all these years. Some of the women at work have ballooned over the years – too many cakes, too many children – but I am almost the same size I was at seventeen. I like the way men look at me – lustfully, respectfully, trying not to be obvious about it. I like having the power to pick and choose my lovers. I like feeling attractive and sexy. Most of all, I like to feel desired. God knows you don’t make me feel that way.

****

After Michael left, I was faced with a choice. I could either go back to being your loyal, meek, obedient and ultimately depressed wife, or I could find another way to spice up my life.

I chose option two.

I worked my ass off. Long hours. Hard tasks. I climbed the ladder one rung at a time, becoming more important, more indispensable, earning more money with each promotion. I took several lovers during these year. None important enough to recall now. I don’t remember their names, either. I remember the things we did, the hotels we selected for our trysts. Some men I met a few times. Some only once. Each of them gave me pleasure, and took it for their own. Some knew I was married. Others pretended not to notice. Most of them were married, too. We all had an unspoken rule that what happened in bed would not impact what happened on the outside. I had a reputation to consider.

I chose my lovers carefully. They were discreet. Charming. We connected mentally as well as physically. I didn’t directly work with any of them. I connected with most of my lovers through clients and business associates. I usually chose men who didn’t work in the same town, or men who would be flying away the next day. We never exchanged phone numbers or contact information. I only made arrangements face-to-face. Nothing was ever written down. If I liked a lover enough to want to see him again, we made plans before leaving the hotel room. I was careful and I was discreet. The fact that everyone I met worked in the same industry was helpful. Everyone had the same stresses, the same long hours. Everyone had the same wants and needs. It helped us to connect.

Naturally, you remained as charmingly oblivious as ever. One lover grabbed my throat and squeezed, choking me as he came, sending me over the edge and turning my own climax into something new and unexpected and intensely powerful. You saw the bruise on my neck and believed me when I said I caught my scarf in a door. You were so sweet to me for days – tender and gentle and soothing. I preferred the raw, animalistic aggression of the man who choked me. Another time you saw a hotel-branded napkin in my handbag and assumed I’d been there for a meeting. You asked me what it was like inside. All I knew was what the ceiling in the bedroom looked like. You were almost embarrassingly blind to what was happening around you. But I meant what I said earlier – despite how terrible of a wife I am to you, I still respected you. I never laughed at you. I never introduced you to a man who I had fucked. I might have become a little sloppy and casual with my indiscretions over the years, but I have never been so obviously cruel about it.

****

My career was blossoming. Yours was the same as always. You weren’t yet a manager – that came later. My delicate balance of extra-marital indiscretions continued at a steady pace. I was careful and selective and always made sure to cover my tracks with you. The lies became easier, the fears of being caught lessened. It’s almost shameful to admit now, but those months and years were wonderful. I had you at home, satisfying me emotionally. I had one or two lovers a week during work hours, satisfying me physically. Still, I felt no guilt at all. One time you called me as I lay on the bed, exhausted, heart pounding, pussy trembling, my lover tenderly kissing my stomach. I didn’t feel guilty, per se. I felt awkward. There I was, naked and adored, listening to your voice while another man tenderly prepared my body for the next round. I can’t remember why you called – something about going to the bar after work and not coming home – and I made all the right noises, trying not to sigh with delight as my lover gently teased my hard nipples and sensitive stomach. I said that would be fine and I hung up and turned my attention back to him. Ten seconds after talking to you, my lips were wrapped around his rapidly-hardening manhood. Five minutes later, I swallowed his come as his fist gripped my hair and he forced his length down my throat. For the first time, I thought of you. Was it guilt? Was it shame? Was it because you were on my mind at the time? I felt bad for thinking of you while I was trying to swallow my lover’s thick, delicious spend. I put you out of my mind and focused on the man who shared a bed with me. You weren’t going to be at home that night, so it didn’t matter how long I spent with him. In the end, we fucked twice more before we showered and went our separate ways. He loved spanking me. I could feel the dull sting of his hand on my ass when I curled up on our couch that night, alone.

****

Do you remember our tenth anniversary? I do, though probably not for the reasons you might think. I felt so conflicted in the months leading up to the date. Was it worth celebrating something that was – to me at least – a sham? How could I pretend to be a happily married wife of a decade, when I had been throwing myself at other men for the last four years? I was working harder than ever by that point – probably the hardest I ever worked. I barely came home, except for weekends. Maybe a part of me really did feel guilty after all. I couldn’t stand the sad puppy-dog eyes you kept giving me in the few shorts hours we were together. I felt bad for not being as home as much as I should have been – a mad, crazy thought, given that I was genuinely being kept busy by my work. I barely had time for lunch breaks, let alone passionate affairs with other men.

You saw how stressed I became. How exhausted I was. You were so sweet to me, so kind. You tried your best. Sometimes you made dinner for the two of us. Of course, I was never home on time, so you had to reheat it for later. You never made it right – overcooked meat, undercooked vegetables, watery soup, burned rice – but you tried and I appreciated that. I started to think that maybe I should try again. Really try. Focus on us. Focus on you. I could learn to be happy with what we had. I could learn to be happy with the small, sheltered life we had made together.

You were so excited about our anniversary. Your infectious enthusiasm and excitement eventually convinced me that a tenth anniversary was worth caring about. I did, too. I cared about it. For you. I listened with excited curiosity as you hinted at the wonderful and exciting plans you had made. I really did get excited when I thought of all the things we could do together. You hinted that I would need to take a couple days off work. You hinted that I would need a suitcase.

For a brief moment, I entertained the idea that you were planning something special. Something romantic. Something above and beyond to make me feel like the most special woman in the world. To make me feel like your wife – loved and treasured and desired.

The day of our anniversary finally arrived. You were beaming the whole day. I had taken two whole days off work – not an easy feat, considering that I was now a team supervisor and responsible for overseeing six employees and meeting our targets – but I did it for you and I did it with a smile.

We loaded our suitcases into the car and hit the open road. You were beaming with happiness and giggling to yourself. We listened to our old car playlist, the same CD we had the first time we left our old town. We sang along to the old songs and laughed. I allowed myself to slip back in time, to feel the same way I did when I was younger. The same way I did when we first moved away, ten years before, newly married and full of joy and possibilities. What a difference a decade makes, huh?

About an hour into our journey, I realized we weren’t heading for the airport.

‘Where are we going?’ I asked.

You didn’t answer. You just smiled your sweet-but-infuriating I’ve-got-a-secret
 smile and kept driving. You were always terrible at keeping secrets. I can always tell when you’ve bought my birthday present from the shit-eating grin you fail to suppress. I always know when you’re planning something in secret because you always look guilty. You’ve never been able to lie to me. Sometimes I wish you would find a woman and fuck her on the side, but you’d never be able to keep it hidden from me. Only one of us is an accomplished liar.

By the second hour, I began to suspect what you had planned for us, the ‘special surprise’ you had arranged to celebrate our tenth wedding anniversary. I kept quiet, but I felt a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach, like I was being submerged deep beneath the sea. By the third hour, I was sitting in silence, staring at the road ahead, listening to you sing along to the old playlist for the fifth time, totally oblivious to me. By the fourth hour, I knew for certain where we were going, but it was far too late to turn around. My heart sank. We passed signs pointing the way forward, pointing to the one place I hoped we would never go. The one place you thought it would be cute to spend our tenth wedding anniversary.

Our old home town.

We pulled up outside the diner, the place we first met, four and a half hours after leaving home. It was exactly the same as I remembered it. Gaudy and bright and packed full of shiny chrome surfaces. You were beaming with happiness. So proud of yourself. So delighted with your idea. Did you forget how much I hated this town? Did you forget all the long, emotional conversations we shared in the park, talking about the future and how much we wanted to leave this place? Did you really think this was the best thing we could do together? Part of me thought – hoped, even – that you had booked a hotel somewhere for us to get wild and naughty and naked together. Silly me. Once again, I forgot that your sexual desires ended with our marriage.

I got out of the car and looked around. It was like time had frozen. Everything I saw was exactly the same as I remembered it. The trees. The roads. Even the faces seemed the same. It was still the same place it always had been. The air smelled the same as I remembered.

I’ll never forget the look on your face as we stood in the diner parking lot for the first time in ten years. You smiled in triumph, as though proud of yourself for having come back here. As though taking this lengthy trip back in time was worth the effort. As though our lives had always meant to come back here.

Once again, the vast difference in our worldview was laid bare before me. You thought this was cute. You thought this was something I would enjoy. You thought this was romantic. Maybe it was, in a way – returning to the place we first met. But we could have gone to any diner in the world and it would have felt the same to me. Revisiting the past like this just left a bad taste in my mouth.

That was how we spent our tenth anniversary together. Sitting in the diner where we first met. Drinking milkshakes. You, grinning like an idiot. Me, trying to force myself to feel positive about this experience, despite how exhausted and disappointed and angry I was. I tried to look on the bright side – most guys wouldn’t even remember their anniversary. Most guys wouldn’t think about doing something like this. You were trying to be sweet. You really thought I would like this trip down memory lane.

We sat in the diner and drank milkshakes and ate a greasy meal on cheap, well-used plates. You were talking excitedly the whole time, telling me all the things we should do while we were in town. I just wanted to leave and go home. I never wanted to go back to that place.

****

I never told you this, but I visited my family while we were in town. You wanted to visit your old high school buddies, so I let you go. Made some excuse about being tired. Said I would stay in the hotel room. I made it ten minutes after you left before I became too restless and walked out. My feet carried me along roads that belonged far in the past. I walked down leafy streets and familiar sidewalks and past old landmarks I used to know so very well. Before I realized where I was going, it was too late. I was outside my old home. The place where I grew up. Good memories. Bad times. All long since put behind me. I gritted my teeth and knocked on the door.

They were all still there. Still exactly as I had left them ten years before, when we moved out and ran away. My mom, dad, and my brothers. We hadn’t seen each other since my wedding day. My dad hugged me and said he was sorry for not being around much when I was a kid. My brothers made the same old jokes about me. Mom… she forced a thin-lipped smile and asked how I was doing. By that time, I was earning more money than any of them. My clothes probably cost more than my brothers made in a week. I didn’t feel a connection with any of them. I had always been the odd one out as a kid. Now I was an adult, it was even more obvious that I didn’t belong.

I left soon after. I didn’t leave my number.

****

Our anniversary should have been some wonderful, magical milestone for us. I know other married couples who saw the moment as one of the best of their lives, a treasure to be celebrated and fondly remembered forever. Our ten-year milestone was more like a cruel joke. I was trapped in the last place I ever wanted to see again and my husband was totally oblivious to my feelings and I hadn’t been faithful to you in over four years. That’s how I remember us. The clueless husband and his whore of a wife.

****

You had a great time. We went to see the old haunts again. The high school. The bars. You met your old friends and shook their hands and swapped stories and smiled. I sat next to you, wondering how the hell anybody could spend their entire lives in such a small town. Nobody had changed. They were the same people we left behind, with the same narrows minds and attitudes to life. They worked the same jobs they had when they were teenagers. I wore shoes that cost more than they earned in a month.

There was nothing for me in that place. Not even good memories to revisit. All I wanted to do was get the hell out of there and go home. You thought that our little vacation back in time was sweet and thoughtful. You really thought that I would love the experience. It was painfully obvious to me that you and I were very different people at that stage in our lives and I started to wonder if there was any point in us being married for another ten years.

Less than a week after we came back home, I fucked a total stranger without a condom for the first time.

****

I knew I shouldn’t have done it. I knew it was stupid and reckless but I didn’t care. After spending our tenth anniversary trapped in a time warp, I thought it was over between us. I was in a bad place and I wanted to destroy myself. No, I’m not making any excuses and I’m not going to point the finger of blame at you. I’m responsible for my own actions.

I met him at the gym. I’d seen the guy around a few times, maybe our workout routines lined up, maybe he was a total gym bunny. I don’t know. I never really spoke to him. never even found out his name. Didn’t want to know his name, either. I only wanted him to fuck me.

It was a Saturday. You kissed me on the cheek and left the house to go and watch whatever ball game was happening that day. I knew you wouldn’t be home until late – or later, if you stopped at a bar on the way home. I had the entire day to myself and nothing to do with it. I chose to go to the gym. I was still angry about our anniversary – a dull, throbbing, impotent rage that I could never express to you or anyone else – and I decided to use that energy to work up a good sweat.

I felt him notice me when I walked in. I wore a loose shirt over my sports bra and black yoga pants and running shoes. His eyes followed me across the floor. I could feel him watching me. I ignored him and threw myself into a hard, intense workout, trying to burn up all that anger and energy. I pumped and kicked and squatted and ran and pressed until I couldn’t move. My arms and legs and stomach screamed in pain. I lay on my back on the mat, chest heaving, sweat pouring over my skin, feeling almost as though I had been fucked. Almost. That was when my admirer made his move.

‘Doing good,’ he said, standing over me. ‘You want a spotter?’

Did I know right then that I would be fucking this guy just a few short hours later? Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t. His eyes had lingered on my body for the duration of my workout, but I’d ignored him in order to burn off my anger. Up close, I could see him a little better, and he was a good-looking guy. Short fair hair. Blue eyes. A helluva body. About half a head taller than me. He was the total opposite of you in almost every possible way. He was an alpha male. Aggressive. Dominant. Knew what he wanted.

I said, sure, I would love for him to spot me. I was pretty much finished and beyond exhausted, but I didn’t mind spending a little while in the company of this man. I liked the way he looked and I like the way he looked at me. He had far more on his mind than just spotting me, and we both knew it.

We worked out together. He wasn’t much of a teacher, if I’m honest. He insisted on placing his hands on my body to help me bend and stretch. I didn’t stop him. I encouraged him, played dumb, acted like I had no idea where this was leading.

After the workout, he asked if I wanted to grab a drink. I asked if he wanted to skip the drink and take me back to his place.

So, less than two hours after he first spoke to me, I was naked in his bed. Moaning in ecstasy. Clawing at his body. Feeling his thick, red-hot cock plunge deep inside my stretched, swollen pussy. He wasn’t wearing a condom and I wasn’t about to tell him to stop and put one on. He pounded me hard and relentlessly. I felt like he was trying to drive me into the bed. I’ve had sex and I’ve made love
 and I’ve fooled around
, but this was different. This was pure animalistic fucking
. I came over and over, my body helpless and defenceless and completely submitted to him. I’ve had better, more skilful, more gentle lovers before and since, but that was the best sex of my life. He fucked me hard and fast, his body slamming into me, his hard cock filling me up, my cries filling the air. He bent me over, he spread my legs, he flipped me on my stomach, he grabbed my air, he slapped my ass. He did everything he wanted to me and I let him.

I knew that I shouldn’t let him come inside me, but when the moment came, I didn’t have the energy, the breath, or the willpower to refuse him. He had already made up his mind that he was going to come in my unprotected pussy. All I could do was grab hold of him and make sure he came as deep inside me as possible. There is no way for me to tell you how fucking good
 it felt to feel his semen coat the inside of my yearning pussy. I loved it. I felt whole and alive and fulfilled all over again, like I did after we had sex for the first time. It was a wonderful feeling and I didn’t regret it.

After I finally recovered my breath, he made me clean his cock with my tongue until he got hard again. He grabbed me by the hair and forced my head down on his glistening, slippery shaft and pushed his length deep into my throat. I moaned like a wild animal. I could feel his hot come slowly leaking out of me and the feeling of having my mouth and my pussy used like that drove me wild. If he told me he wanted to fuck my ass, I’d have let him. He was that kind of a man. He knew what he wanted from me and he knew how to get it.

That’s the difference between you and him. On those rare occasions when you want me to pleasure you with my mouth, you beg and plead and look at me with big puppy-dog eyes and whimper. This man was a beast. He demanded and took and overpowered me. I don’t deny you things because I don’t want to do them. I like giving blowjobs and acting like a whore. I deny you because I like the power of denying you. Anytime you beg me to pleasure you with my mouth, you give me the power to deny you. That power is more intensely arousing to me than the act of oral sex. Likewise, the act of losing
 that power is even more exciting than gaining it. So, while you beg and plead, he demands and takes and I love
 it. I crave it. If you were a real man, you wouldn’t beg me for anything. You’d overpower me and hold me down and force yourself on me and I would love every dirty second of it.

We fucked once more before I left, with just as much urgency and passion and intensity, but this time I took the lead. Or maybe he let me take the lead, I don’t know. I rode him hard and fast as his lips and tongue caressed my breasts and nipples. My tight pussy gripped his bare cock and I moaned for him and told him how much I loved his cock and how good he felt inside me. He just grinned and slapped my ass and thrust up into me. God, I fucking loved it. I’m getting excited now, just remembering it, all these years later. Like I said, this was the best sex of my life, despite what I may have told you… and several others.

When he finally climaxed again, he rolled me over and pinned me down and emptied his load inside me for the second time. It felt just as incredible as before. This time, however, I begged him to come inside me. He grabbed my wrists and held me in place – as though there was a chance in hell that I would try to escape.

I showered at his place, trying to clean his come out and dressed in my sweaty gym clothes and came back home and showered again. I could still feel his semen inside me. it felt fantastic. I went to the pharmacist and got some pills to make sure nothing unexpected
 would happen. You came back drunk from the ball game and put your hand on my thigh and smiled at me. I told you that I was feeling tired. You didn’t resist. You went to sleep beside me without complaint. I lay there for a while, watching you. I felt much better about us. My anger and aggression and frustration had gone, fucked out of me by a muscular jock from the gym. I never saw him again. I cancelled my membership and started using the company-exclusive gym instead.

****

After this, we had a talk about protection. I wanted to stop using condoms with you. We agreed that we didn’t want children – not at that point, anyway. I started taking birth control. You were unsure at first, but you came around soon enough. The first time you came inside me was nice. Pleasant. You didn’t make the earth move and you didn’t blow my mind, but I enjoyed it. We stopped using condoms entirely. I still made my one-time lovers wear them, but you had the privilege of coming inside me. It made me feel a little closer to you and brought us back together.

****

The closest we ever came to splitting up was after my big promotion. I’m sure you remember it. My years of hard work finally paid off and I was promoted to become the head of a new department. It came with several benefits, including a higher salary, a company car... and a move to a new state. I couldn’t believe it. I was so delighted. After years and years in our crappy little apartment – the apartment you swore
 was totally right for us, no matter how small and shabby it was – we could finally move somewhere new and fresh and exciting! I was breathless with excitement the whole time I told you the good news. It was everything I wanted – a new adventure, a great salary, a fresh start, and my dream job. I was almost crying in happiness as I sat opposite you and held your hand and told you my news.

And, of course, you managed to crap all over it. You didn’t mean to. You thought you were being practical when you spoke about the difficulties of moving and the trouble and stress it would cause. My heart almost broke. I had finally achieved everything I wanted from the moment I started working at the company and all you could do was bitch and moan about packing your shit up in boxes. I could have slapped you.

We had our first real fight that night. I told you that I was going to take the job. It was what I wanted. You argued and said that you couldn’t move – you had a job, commitments, friends. You couldn’t possibly move away from it all at short notice. We went back and forth, over and over again. You dug your heels in and refused to move. You couldn’t see it my way. You weren’t happy for me. I couldn’t believe what a fucking asshole you were being about the whole thing. You didn’t even congratulate me.

Things were bad for a while. My company wanted me to move within three months. They offered to pay for a hotel until I found a place to live. You kept insisting it was impossible for us to move. You were far too attached to our crappy little apartment, while I was looking forward to leaving it behind. Once again, the differences between us were laid bare. I wanted to move on, you wanted to stay still. We argued. We stayed silent. We found excuses not to be in the same room as one another. I really believed it was the end for our marriage and entered a bad phase. I fucked at least three different men a week during that time. I almost wanted you to find out about my infidelities. At least that way I could move on and start fresh.

In the end, you relented. It took several weeks, but finally you came around. You realized that I was serious. You came to me with tears in your eyes and told me how much you loved me. You talked about making it work. You told me that you could find another job. We both shed tears and hugged and lay in bed together, fully dressed, for hours. I felt something like guilt pierce my heart for the first time. Not because I felt bad about fucking so many strange men behind your back, but because I’d felt relieved
 at the idea of leaving you.

Somehow, someway, we made it work. We packed up our life into cardboard boxes and sent everything into storage. Together, we moved to a whole new state. Together, we found a place to live. Together, we built a new home. A much larger, nicer, more modern home, with freshly painted walls and new furniture. I have never been so proud of our marriage as I was on the day we stood in the front yard and looked at our new home, ready to create new memories. The oblivious husband and his whore of a wife. We could make it work. We could do anything.

It was a fresh start for both of us. You got a job as the manager of a construction firm, exceeding my wildest dreams. I was certain you would settle back into the same old routine, but you didn’t. You surprised me. You aimed higher and you tried to make something of yourself. I was proud of you.

I threw myself into my new role. I was important and I was respected. I lead a team and worked long hours. It was hard work, but I loved it. I had earned it. I started to believe that maybe I could change. Maybe I could become a better wife. Maybe I could be faithful to you.

Then I met Logan.

****

That was four years ago now. We had been married fourteen years. I had been faithful for the first six. We had been living in our new home for two years. In that time, I had not slept with anyone other than you. Yes, it was difficult. Yes, I’d had plenty of offers. Yes, I had turned them all down, out of respect for you. If you could change, then I could change, too. The years wore on and we fell back into our routine. Work. Eat. Sleep. Saturday sports. Sunday morning sex. Same shit, different state. Heaven forfend we do anything different – heaven forfend that you decide to fuck me on a different day of the week.

I was on a long lunch break – one of my perks in being a manager – and sitting outside my favorite café, an overpriced little family-run place known as ‘the Joint’. I sat outside on the little fenced-in terrace section, slowly eating my lunch and wondering how the fuck my life turned out this way and if I could ever really be happy. The Joint was pretty busy that day, with all the other tables occupied and a constant stream of people passing through the front doors. I ignored everyone and concentrated on eating, but my thoughts were interrupted by a man’s voice.

‘Mind if I sit here?’

I looked up and saw a tall man standing over me. He looked to be a few years older than me – his fair hair was turning gray from the temples and he had several deep lines and wrinkles on his face. He wore plain, dark clothes. He was a fairly good-looking man. No, I didn’t mind if he shared the table with me.

I gestured at the spare seat and carried on eating. He sat opposite me and ate some pasta. We didn’t say a word to each other. I made eyes at him. He was tall and good-looking, with a certain worldliness I found both intriguing and appealing.

He looked at me and smiled. I knew he was picking up on the vibes I was giving out. He didn’t say anything. We ate together in silence, and when we were finished, we sat together in silence. He held up a cigarette, one eyebrow raised. I shrugged. He put the cigarette to his lips and flicked his lighter and puffed a couple if plumes of white smoke into the air. He leaned back and smoked and studied me. He didn’t leer at me, or make me feel uncomfortable. His eyes swept across me, like an art enthusiast studying a classical painting. I felt admired and valued, rather than ogled and objectified. Besides, I was studying him just as intently.

He smoked his cigarette in silence, watching me watch him, until finally he jabbed the butt down into the tray.

‘Same time tomorrow?’ he said.

I nodded.

He got up from the table and left suddenly as he had arrived, leaving he with a lingering scent of his cigarette and a strange feeling of mild disappointment that he didn’t try to take my flirtatious eyes any further.

We met the next day, and the day after, too. By the fourth day, we were talking like regular people, instead of trying to seduce each other in silence. I found out that his name was Logan. He was – and still is – a professor of literature at the college nearby. He was pushing fifty, but he possessed more life and energy and spark than you did when you were twenty. He was single following a divorce a few years back, no children. He was smart and interesting and articulate and passionate about literature. You know how much I’ve always loved books. We spoke at length about our favorite novels and the beauty of the written word. I found myself growing more and more attracted to this man with every passing day. I even began to look forward to our lunchtime rendezvous.

On the fifth day, we skipped lunch and went to a cheap hotel nearby to fuck. It was a mutual agreement. I stopped him before he went inside the café and took his hand and we started walking down the street.

‘Where are we going?’ he asked.

I leaned in close and whispered just loud enough for him to hear.

‘I want you to fuck me, I said.

He nodded and tightened his grip on my hand. I took him to a hotel in the area I knew fairly well – the kind of place where the staff don’t get a bad attitude if you check in for an hour at a time and can be trusted to be discreet. I paid for the room and took the key and we half-ran up the stairs. My heart raced and my pussy tingled and I could see the bulge of his excitement in his pants. We barely made it through the door before his hands were on my body. We kissed. I held him tight against me. His hands slid down my body. He lifted up my dress and his fingers deftly slipped under my panties. I moaned into his mouth as his nimble fingers teased my wet sex. He pinned me against the wall and I opened my legs for him and let him touch me and tease me and finger my yearning pussy. By the time he decided I was ready, his fingers were coated and glistening with my slick, silvery juices of excitement. We moved toward the bed, still kissing passionately, trying to remove each other’s clothes as we went. By the time we reached the bed, we’d kicked our shoes off and I had opened his shirt. He pulled a condom out of his wallet and I opened his zipper and gently unrolled the rubber sheathe into place. We were still fully dressed when I straddled him and eased his length inside me. He was gentle and tender and considerate and lasted far, far longer than I was expecting. I lost count of the number of orgasms he gave me that first time. After my third, I had to get off. I couldn’t stay on top any longer. He took the lead and rolled on top, effortlessly taking over and driving me wild. I watched us fucking in the mirror opposite the bed, watching his shaft pound my dripping sex over and over. Finally, he made me get on my hands and knees and he fucked me from behind until he came at long last. We lay on the bed, bodies entwined, his hard cock still inside me, until we recovered enough to move again. We had been having sex for so long that we were going to be late getting back to work.

‘Same time tomorrow?’ Logan said, a cheeky glint in his eye.

I said, ‘Yes.’

****

That was the beginning of my affair with Logan, an affair that has lasted for the past four years. We never exchanged phone numbers, but I gave him my email address so that we could stay in touch and plan our meetings. In time, we learned to develop a pretty good routine, meeting a couple of times a week and spending our lunch breaks in bed together. Sometimes we met on the weekends, too. After you left the house to go to your ball game for whatever, I would send him an email and ask if he was free. He usually was, and if he wasn’t, he cleared a gap in his schedule for me. After a few weeks, we stopped meeting in hotels and started heading back to Logan’s apartment. I like his home. He has these beautiful oak bookcases stuffed with literature that occupy most of the walls, and deep, comfortable leather chairs, and a few small plants sprouting here and there. His home feels like a professor’s office. Sometimes I feel more comfortable in Logan’s place than I do in ours. I enjoyed going to his home. It added an extra naughtiness to our illicit meetings, an extra frisson of wickedness that I loved. I also enjoyed the lack of pretence in our relationship. We could walk through his door in deepest conversation and head straight to the bedroom and continue talking until our mouths were otherwise occupied.

Both of us know why we’re doing this, and neither he nor I want anything else. It’s a curious relationship we have, one that I can’t really describe. We’ve been seeing one another for four years now and I’ve not slept with anyone other than Logan... besides you, of course. I don’t consider Logan to be my boyfriend, nor do I feel any kind of emotional attachment or loyalty towards him. We arrange a meeting, we have sex, we part ways. Sometimes we have lunch together on those Saturdays when you’re away for the entire day. I like the time that we spend together. It’s unhurried, casual, and always charged with eroticism.

He asked about you one time. He gestured to my ring and said, ‘Is that going to be a problem?’

I said, ‘Do you want me to take it off when we meet?’

He thought for a minute and shook his head. He never brought up my marriage again.

After a few months, I convinced Logan to stop using condoms. I prefer the intimacy and intensity of skin-to-skin contact and the power of my orgasms when a man climaxes deep inside me. There have been a number of occasions when you have come home from the ball game semi-drunk and you fucked me just a few hours after Logan did the same. I made you keep the lights off so you wouldn’t notice the few slick streaks of Logan’s come leaving trails along your shaft. You never realized the differences in my body. You never realized that my pussy was a little too
 stretched, a little too
 inflamed, a little too
 wet. You never noticed the bored look on my face when you placed your hand on my thigh and went through the motions again.

****

The closest you ever came to catching me was about nine or ten months ago. I was enjoying an extended lunch break with Logan at the Joint. We weren’t up to anything naughty – not at that moment, anyway. We were sitting out front on the tables along the sidewalk, facing each other. Logan was smoking a cigarette. I was pushing food around my plate, not wanting to go back to work.

That was when you appeared, out from nowhere. You had the day off and you were heading out to meet some friends and happened to see me there. I can’t imagine what my face looked like when I realized you were standing there. Right next to us. Looking down at the two of us together. Had you heard anything? What had we been talking about? I remember thinking to myself, It’s over. Thank fuck
. Finally, everything would be out in the open.

But you didn’t find anything strange about it. I couldn’t believe it. There you were, catching me at lunch with the man I had been regularly fucking behind your back for the past few years, and you still
 had no idea. You assumed he was a client and kissed me on the cheek and shook his hand. You introduced yourself to my lover, and then you left us to eat.

‘Don’t want to interrupt,’ you said.

You walked away and Logan and I stared at each other for a long moment, completely stunned. I felt like I did the first night I came home from seeing Michael – on the verge of a heart attack. Logan looked bemused by the exchange, by shaking the hand of the man whose wife he regularly fucked. We sat in silence for a long, long time, until you were far away and out of earshot. Then we laughed. In guilt. In relief. In shock.

Logan and I fucked later that day. Usually he was careful and gentle and considerate, but meeting you seemed to change something in his mind. He was rough and hard and controlling on that occasion, like he had something to prove to me. He pinned me down and drove himself deep into me and I begged for more. He groped me with the hand that shook yours. He tormented me with the fingers that had brushed yours. He pleasured me with the mouth that had spoken to you.

I came several times before he was satisfied. I lay there afterward, worn out and glowing, thinking that you should stumble across us at lunch more often.

****

I’ve been asking myself why I do this. Why do I have affairs with other men when I have a husband at home? Why do I risk everything I hold dear for the sake of a few meaningless flings? Now that I’ve reflected on my life and the path I took, I can name a couple reasons for my infidelities.

The first is boredom. I loathe being bored. I grew up being bored and restless and craving excitement. I spent most of my childhood feeling bored and isolated and trapped, and that’s exactly how our marriage makes me feel. You don’t want to do anything. The most adventurous thing you’ve ever done was marry me. Since then, nothing. You don’t suggest vacations – I do. You don’t want to go out for dinner – I do. You don’t offer to get in the car and get away for the weekend – I do. Logan is a little break from the routine, a step away from the monotony. He wants to plan vacations for the two of us. He wants to take me to dinner. He wants to get away for the weekend. Why don’t you?

The second reason is because I crave sexual intimacy more than the same established pattern once a week. I like it when a lover tries something new and unexpected with me. I love to have my hair pulled, my throat squeezed, my ass slapped, my mouth forced around a shaft. I love to be thrown around the bedroom and bent over and have my legs lifted up in the air. I love being dirty and being made to feel dirty. In short, sometimes I want to feel like a woman and less like a wife. And none of my lovers begin their advances by placing their hands on my thigh. Some of them don’t even wait for me to take my clothes off.

The third reason is because I can. You’ve made it easy for me. I swear, I could come home smelling of sex, with another’s man come on my face and my clothing torn, and you still wouldn’t notice. I used to be so paranoid and so careful. Fresh pairs of clothes. Perfume in any bag I might take. Showers before I came home. Now I come home filled with Logan’s love, sometimes in more than one hole. I taste him on my tongue when we have dinner together. I feel him inside me when we lay in bed. I smell him on my skin when I take my clothes off. I have these affairs because I can. Sometimes I wish you would cheat on me, if only so that you could get a little excitement in your life. But you won’t. You lack the imagination necessary to have an affair and conceal it successfully. You lack the imagination to do anything else with your life.

So, this is us. The faithful husband and his whore of a wife. Stumbling through life and pretending that everything is fine and nothing is wrong.

I don’t blame you for any of this. I know what kind of a woman I am. What kind of a wife I’ve been. My indiscretions are my own fault. But – goddammit! – I wish you would show some passion or some impulsiveness or something just once in your life. I’m trying not to blame you for the way I feel, but you’re a big part of the reason I turned out this way.

This is my final confession to you. My heart is clouded and my body is corrupted. I haven’t been truly yours for over half our marriage. I keep loving you mostly out of habit. I know that, one day, it will be too much effort for me to love you. What feelings I have will wither and die like an old light bulb. Flick, flick, bzzt
. Just like that. I wanted to love you forever. Hell, I stood in front of everyone we knew and promised to do just that. But forever
 is a much longer time than I realized.

My tale doesn’t have an ending. I am married to you. I love you, in my own tired, thoughtless way. But I cannot be faithful to you. We’re two different people, on two different paths, bound by a marriage we have long since moved away from. We had very little in common when we were young and we have even less now. We’re both pushing forty and far too comfortable to make any real change. I don’t think I’ll ever leave you, but I can’t imagine we’ll stay like this forever. You, so trusting and loyal and stuck in the past. Me, so brazen and uncaring and throwing myself at other men. Maybe one day you’ll find out the truth about your sweet, charming wife. Maybe one day you’ll kick open the door and find me on my knees in front of another man. Maybe I’ll make one tiny, fatal slip and you’ll finally put all the clues together and realize you married a heartless whore.

That’s my confession, in full, as honest as I can make it. I promised you my heart, and I’ve kept that promise, to some extent. But I never said anything about my body.

Now that this is complete, I’m going to do as I promised. I’m going to throw this letter in Logan’s fireplace and get back into bed with him. I will carry on with my life. I will continue to love you for as long as I can. I will continue to have sex with Logan behind your back, until the day my fragile house of cards finally collapses around me and you learn what kind of wife I really am.

I love you, my sweet, oblivious, charming, embarrassing, unadventurous, unmotivated, loving husband.

But it takes effort now.

###


Hotwife Stories:

Have Fun


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 realize 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 symbolized, 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 colonize 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 realize,’ 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 realized.

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?’

###


Slut Wives:

In Too Deep


The paradox of being a woman in the twenty-first century is driven by two opposing, yet unavoidable truths. These truths are in constant conflict with one another, a battle waging deep down in the hearts of every woman. Your mother feels this way. Your neighbor, too. Your wife, for sure. Two opposing, conflicting truths, clashing constantly, threatening to upend the careful balance and calm outer appearance that all women struggle so hard to maintain. No matter the woman, no matter the life that she has built, she cannot deny these two statements:

Firstly, all women crave safety and security.

And, secondly, women are attracted to danger.

Both of these statements directly contradict the other, yet both hold true. How can this be? How can a woman crave security, yet be attracted to danger? And why would a woman risk leaving her safe, comfortable life for a dark, dangerous thrill if she claims to need that safety in the first place? Both statements are true, simultaneously, and yet they stand in contrast to one another. This is the reason why women get bored in their marriages. Safety and security are attractive qualities, sure, but after a year – or five, or six – those same features become stale and dull and repetitive. This is why affairs happen. The safe, secure, apparently satisfied woman meets a man who offers her the one thing her husband cannot – a hint of danger. A walk on the wild side. A chance to feel adrenaline surging through their veins once more.

****

That’s my theory, anyway. My hypothesis. I call it Lydia’s Theorem
. It’s something I’ve been thinking about for a long time. I know it for a fact because I’ve seen it first-hand. Several of my married friends have thrown their perfect marriages away for one night, one fling, one chance encounter and the promise of sweet, unadulterated danger. It happens to men, too, but for different reasons. Men are genetically programmed to fuck as many women as often as they can. Men don’t seek safety or danger, they provide
 those very things. The only thing men seek is the warm, wet embrace of a woman’s velvet slit, gripping their hard cocks, squeezing and caressing until the deed is done.

Yeah, sure, maybe I’m cynical. That’s what most people tell me, and, to be honest, I agree with them. I’ve seen a lot of bad shit go down in my life. My parents got divorced because they were both fucking other people (what a fun conversation that
 was for a twelve-year-old to have with her parents). I’ve watched as my friends gambled their apparently perfect, happy marriages for a chance to jump into bed with the bad boy at the end of the bar with the leather jacket and the dark eyes. I’ve heard so many women tell me – with a straight face – that they are happy and they love their husbands so very much, but they don’t feel any excitement anymore.

It’s hard to keep a straight face when people tell me that. Of course you don’t feel excitement anymore. You’ve been married for twelve years. You know everything there is to know about each other. You’re afraid to let your hair down and admit all those nasty little desires to your husband or wife. After all, who knows how Johnny Straight-Laces will react when his perfect, demure wife says to him, please could you stick your thumb in my ass while you fuck me, and call me a filthy cum slut at the same time, okay?
 That’s why you chose safety and security. You gave up the thrill of danger when you said yes
 to him and settled down together. You could have lived a wild, dangerous – but ultimately unsatisfying – life, or you could choose a safe, secure – but almost equally unsatisfying – marriage.

Yeah, I’m a cynic. Bite me.

****

I was a wild child when I was young, for sure. I went through a bad phase. My parents were my role models, and they couldn’t keep it in their pants, so how was I to know better? I had a lot of short-term boyfriends when I was younger. I’ve been the cheater and I’ve been cheated on. I’ve enjoyed the company of many men. My life seemed to be a constant search for the next fix, the next thrill. I didn’t understand the appeal of relationships. Why would I stay with someone for a year or more when I already knew what he was like in bed after a week? Why would I keep having sex with the same guy again and again when I could fuck his roommate? Or his brother? Or his dad?

Yeah, I was one of those girls. The kind your mother warns you about. I wrecked relationships. I sabotaged families. I broke up engagements. Even ruined a couple of marriages along the way.

****

You wouldn’t know it now, though. When most people look at me, they see a smart, beautiful thirty-something woman. They see my slender figure and my hips and my firm B-cup breasts. They see the ring on my finger. Nobody who looked at me would ever know the kind of life I once had. If you had dinner with myself and my husband, you would see a safe, secure, loving partnership. You would never suspect that I had been around the block, the next block over, and the one after that, too. If you had met me just ten short years ago, you would never believe that I would be able to settle down and find a husband. I wouldn’t have believed it, either.

After a few years of sleeping around, I ended up getting into some bad shit. Not drugs or prostitution or anything like that. My vice – assuming that sleeping around doesn’t count as a vice – was gambling. I was smart and good at math and I got hooked on the thrill of winning money through a guy I was seeing at the time. He liked to play poker, or blackjack, or roulette, on occasion. He wasn’t very good at it. I was, however, and that was probably my downfall. The thing about gambling is that only good players get hooked. Bad gamblers won’t come back. Good gamblers learn real damn fast how exciting it is to win. Good players learn to feel the rush of adrenaline as the chips slowly gather on the table. Good players learn how amazing it feels to take how a pocket filled with hard-won cash.

Looking back, all I did was trade one stupid vice for another. Sleeping around and fucking guys I hardly knew might have been dangerous to my health, but at least it didn’t cost me my job. Or my house. Or my life savings.

****

When people ask my husband and I how we met, we always smile wistfully and say, ‘through a mutual friend.’ We don’t tell them that this mutual friend was a sponsor we met as part of our twelve steps programme. When we tell the story of our lives, we don’t talk about the bad shit – he doesn’t mention how his gambling addition caused his marriage to end. I don’t tell enquiring minds how many dicks I sucked before I met him in that cold, bare town hall, where we took turns standing up and sharing our crappy life stories. We only focus on the good stuff – we were down and out, then we found each other. We chose to turn our backs on danger and excitement, opting for the safety and security of a life together.

Tim and I have been married for eight years now. I can honestly say, hand on heart, that these have been the best eight years of my life. I knew I liked him from the moment we met, but I never would have guessed how things would turn out. You know how people say they changed because of their partners? I never believed in that. Not until I met Tim.

We hit it off straight away. We had a mutual understanding. We’d both been through the ringer and lost everything and started from scratch again. Before long, he and I would go to the local bar after the meetings and hang out together. He was a good guy. Charming, funny, a good smile – all that stuff that girls are supposed to look for in a guy. For me, it was a brand-new journey. I had never searched for safety. I had never searched for security. I had only ever searched for danger.

After a few weeks of flirtation and friendship, I asked Tim why he hadn’t made a move on me yet. He looked embarrassed and said that he’d been married for five years and didn’t know how to make moves on women anymore.

I leaned in and kissed him.

Our first time together was better than anything I had ever experienced before. I had never been with a man who cared about me. I had never been with a man who was tender and gentle and kind. I had never made love
 before. I had fucked
 and I had slept around
, but never experienced a man hold me in his arms and gently enter me and look me in the eye and match his breathing with my own. I had never felt a connection with anyone before. I had never become one with my lover before.

It was wonderful.

In that moment, I felt myself change. I didn’t want danger. I didn’t want bad boys or meaningless one-night-stands or brief, intense flings. I wanted Tim and the safety and security he – and only he – could give me.

Eight years later, and this is where we are. Tim has a good, steady job. He works in advertising. It’s long hours and frequent short-notice trips across the country, but he brings home good money and he’s passionate about his job. I’m a middle manager at a local accounting firm. Not the most interesting job in the world, but I’m good with numbers and statistics and the hours are regular. We have a decent home together. We make love at least twice a week. We are safe and secure and we’ve kept each other strong and clear from our previous addictions from the day we met.

But…

But now, as I sit here on our cream-colored leather couch, waiting for Tim to come home and have dinner and take me to our bedroom, I can feel my soul yearning for danger. I’ve become bland and boring and I need to feel excitement again.

****

‘I’m really sorry about this,’ Tim says, his voice muffled and distorted through my cellphone’s tiny speaker.

‘Sorry about what?’ I say, folding a pair of freshly ironed pants and moving on to the next item in the basket.

‘It’s work,’ he says, a touch of resentment in his voice.

‘You’re not coming home yet,’ I say, dropping a shirt onto the couch, my body deflating.

‘I’m really sorry,’ he says again.

I let out a long sigh.

‘It’s okay,’ I say. ‘I was just… looking forward to you coming home, that’s all.’

‘I know, I know,’ he says. ‘Date night. Believe me, I’ve been thinking about you all day. Something stupid came up last minute and now I have to be in Boston first thing tomorrow morning.’

‘You’ll be gone all night
?’ I said, more hurt than anything else. ‘But, Tim, it’s Friday!’ I don’t know what I’m more upset about – that he’s going to miss our weekly married couple
 night, or that I have to spend part of the weekend by myself.

‘It’s work,’ he says. ‘But I’ll be back tomorrow, as soon as I’m done. And I’ll make it up to you, I promise.’

‘You better do,’ I say, pouting.

‘Aw, Lydia,’ he says, hearing the pout in my voice. ‘I promise, you won’t regret it.’

I lean back into the couch, eyes toward the ceiling.

‘I better not,’ I say. ‘I mean, I had this whole night planned, and you’ve kinda thrown a curveball through everything.’

‘Well,’ he said, ‘tell me what you had planned for tonight.’

I smile to myself, and begin to detail my plan.

‘First of all, I wanted to get dressed up. I wanted to look good for you – that tight black dress you like so much. Maybe I would tease you before we left the house, but we wouldn’t go all the way.’

He sighs through gritted teeth on the other end of the line. I smile again.

‘Then we’d get a cab to that place out in the city. You know, the one with the pasta I loved so much?’

‘I remember,’ he says, his voice distant, picturing the scene I create with my words.

‘We’d have dinner together,’ I say. ‘Nice and slow and romantic. I’d flirt with the waiter. Make you all jealous.’

‘How jealous?’ he says. ‘On a scale of, say, one to ten?’

‘One being completely unfazed and ten being rip-my-dress-off-and-take-me-on-the-table… I’d say you’d be a nine.’

‘Mmm,’ he says, a soft, breathy groan. I can hear him moving. The sound of a door closing. The creak of a leather chair as he sits down in his office, closed off from everyone else. ‘Keep going.’

‘Maybe I would keep teasing you,’ I say. ‘Nobody else would know, of course. We’d look like a respectable married couple having dinner together…’

‘But…?’

‘Maybe I would tease you under the table,’ I say, smiling, feeling my body getting warmer. ‘With my foot… at first. Then I’d make my excuses and go to the bathroom between courses.’

‘What for?’

‘You’d get a picture message on your phone,’ I say. ‘A little… sneak preview
 for later.’

‘What…’ His voice is dry. He clears his throat and tries again. ‘What underwear would you be wearing?’

‘Did I say I was wearing any?’

I hear him exhale, the air whistling between his lips.

‘And… and then?’ he says.

‘Maybe we would skip dessert.’ I’m grinning from ear to ear right now, loving the tease. ‘Maybe your hands would get a little carried away on the cab ride home. Maybe we would get through the front door and you would throw me down on the couch…’

I pause for a long, long moment, leaving the thoughts hanging in the air.

‘And then?’ he says, an edge of desperation to his voice.

‘I guess you’ll never know,’ I say. ‘After all, you need to go to Boston.’

‘Shit,’ he says, the word one long, breezy exhale of frustration.

‘Are you really sure you can’t come home tonight?’ I say.

I hear shuffling papers, tapping computer keys.

‘Fuck,’ he says. ‘No, no I can’t. Shit.’

‘I guess you’ll just have to make it up to me,’ I say, still smiling, but not feeling as happy.

‘Okay,’ he says. ‘We’ll get a rain check on this. But we will
 come back to this, okay?’

‘We better do.’

‘And tomorrow, when I get home, I’m going to make it up to you.’

I let out a naughty laugh.

‘I’ll leave the massage oils out,’ I say.

‘And the lube,’ he says.

‘Promises, promises.’

I hear his office door opening again, from far away. Somebody walking into the room. His tone becomes more serious and business-like.

‘I’ll call you when I land,’ he says. ‘I love you.’

‘I love you too.’

The phone clicks off.

I stay like that for a while, leaning back into the couch, the phone against my ear, the laundry forgotten to my side. I stare at the ceiling, feeling horny, feeling alone, feeling frustrated.

A bad combination for a girl who grew up living dangerously.

I glance at my watch. It’s barely seven o’clock in the evening and already I’m bored, with nothing to do tonight. I don’t want to waste the night watching TV, or sitting in bed with a book. I’m not even thirty yet, I’m still young, I still have energy and enthusiasm and a lust for life. I don’t want to waste my night doing something stupid. I want to have fun.

The room feels a little smaller, a little colder. Pictures of Tim and I smile down at me from around the room, all the memories we’ve created together, all the happy times we’ve shared. They feel so distant now, so empty. I look at the photo on the fireplace, the largest picture in the room, the one in the beautiful silver frame. Tim and I on our wedding day. Wide smiles. Sparkling eyes. My elegant white dress and his blue suit. The world at our feet, all our problems in the past.

It’s easy to fall in love. Staying in love is harder. It takes work. You keep reminding yourself why you love someone. You keep the relationship fresh. It’s much harder on nights like this. Nights when my husband is away. Nights when I feel bored and frustrated and empty and alone.

This was how I felt once before, long ago. I felt an emptiness inside me, a void, a hollowness. Like something was missing deep down. That was one of the reasons I had slept around so much. I felt better when a guy was fucking me, like the void was getting filled. I thought I needed to make men come to feel good about myself. I even got a small tattoo on my left hip, the silhouette of a horse, running free. It meant to symbolize power and control and femininity and freedom. Now it feels like a reminder of the bad, wild times. Maybe I should get it removed. Some of the men I used to know thought that it was a tattoo of the nickname they gave me. The thought of it makes me shudder.

I stand up and put the house phone back into the cradle. It beeps, the sound loud in the quiet of the house. I turn my attention back to the laundry and slowly work my way through the pile of clothes, folding and re-folding and neatly stacking it all. If my younger self could see me now, she would laugh. What a strange world this is.

I take the stack of laundry upstairs and place it on our bed. The house is quiet and empty, even though I’m home and most of the lights are on. Eight years of marriage, and I still have difficulty accepting that I own a home. I have difficulty accepting that anyone would want me after the life I’ve lead. Sometimes I wake up before Tim, and I watch him sleep for a while, my heart swelling with happiness. To feel like I belong somewhere, sharing a bed with someone, after all the years, all the men, all the money I wasted… the sensation is indescribable. Back in that church hall, in the addiction meetings, confessing my gambling problems, I felt like damaged goods. Tim makes me feel healed again.

Putting the laundry away takes less than five minutes. I sit down on the bed, restless, filled with pent-up energy. I look at myself in the mirror. I look like a demure, boring housewife. Brown haired tied back in a ponytail. Simple black pants. Old, faded red t-shirt. No makeup.


Fuck it
.

I need to do something tonight, before I go crazy. I need to get out of this house before it feels like a prison. I need to go to a bar and have a drink. That’s what I need to do. I want to get dressed up and look hot. Just for one drink. That’s all. Nothing wild, nothing crazy, but if I sit around the house, I’m gonna start having bad thoughts, I know it.

I turn on the shower. The sudden sound of rushing water is almost deafening in the quiet house. I take my clothes off and stand naked by the shower, waiting for the water to warm up. I catch a glimpse of my body in the bathroom mirror and see that little galloping horse tattoo on my hip. I remember the nickname they gave me and shudder again.

The water is perfectly warm. I rinse my body, trying to cleanse myself, hoping to wash my restlessness away. I know the sensation I’m experiencing. I’m well versed in it. This feeling, this sensation of loneliness and boredom, is what tempts people to fall into bad habits again. They talked about this a lot during the programme, in that old church hall. They said that this feeling would never really, truly go away. The only way to deal with this feeling – the pull, they called it – was to find some other way to occupy yourself. Take up a new hobby. Do something that takes your mind off the feeling. Off the pull
. Some people in our little group of dysfunctional fuckups became avid painters – a couple of them were pretty good. Others took up exercise to keep their minds occupied. They didn’t get buff or ripped, but they said it helped them, so who am I to judge?

I soap my body and grab my razor. I perch my leg on a low shelf and quickly give my legs a once-over. I shaved them recently, but it can’t hurt to be double sure. I know Tim will appreciate how smooth they are when he gets back and starts kissing my body tomorrow.

Before I put the razor back, I pause and carefully examine my cleft. There’s a little patch of hair there, a neat triangle on my mound. Nothing too wild, nothing too short. I smile to myself and gently shave the outer edges of the triangle, turning the little patch of hair into something more like a thin rectangle, leading down to my intimate lips. I know for sure Tim will appreciate that
, too.

I get out of the shower and towel myself off. I wrap a robe around my body and carefully select an outfit for tonight. I want to look good and I want to feel good. But not too good. I don’t want to look like a hooker, or have a dozen guys trying to throw numbers at me. I want to attract attention, maybe a sneaky glance or two, but that’s all.

I close the drapes to shut out the deepening sky and turn on the light. I find the remote for the battered old sound system and fire it up, listening to the old box wire and click and it begins to play an old CD. Nothing special, just some old ballads. Background music, really. Music to occupy my mind while I dress.

The robe falls to the floor. I sway my hips to the music, catching a glimpse of the galloping horse on my hip in the mirror. When I sway, the horse seems to gallop. I used to love seeing that. It made me feel like I could be free, instead of trapped by my own crushing issues and problems. I turn away from the mirror and focus on find my clothes.

In my experience, the most important part of looking sexy is feeling
 sexy. A girl can dress like a grade-A whore and make a man’s eyeballs explode on sight, but it’s all for nothing if she doesn’t feel good in it. A grade-A whore is a grade-A whore, but a grade-A whore who feels
 sexy becomes something else entirely.

For me, feeling sexy starts with the right underwear. I need to have something on my skin that feels sexy. I need to walk around and know that what lurks underneath my outfit is utterly sensational. I pick out my favorite set, a white and black lace patterned bra with matching panties that hug my ass just
 right. I also select Tim’s favorite set, a simple red bra with a red thong. My husband likes thongs. Most guys do. I think it’s because they reveal everything and nothing, all at the same time. The absolute minimum is left to the imagination. Personally, I’ve always found thongs a little uncomfortable. Sure, I might look sexy, but not if I have to keep picking the G-string out of my butt.

I weigh up the two options and decide on the former set. Tim isn’t going to get any enjoyment out of the thong, so why bother wearing it? Sexiness and comfort go hand in hand.

The music continues in low, melodic tones as I open the closet and choose the outfit I want to wear tonight. Sexy, but not slutty. Attractive, but not revealing. Eye-catching, but not show-stopping.

After several long minutes of trying on and taking off various dresses, I settle on a lovely outfit I haven’t worn for years. Maybe not since my bachelorette party. I’m surprised – and delighted – that it still fits. It’s a dark dress covered in glittery stones, so it shimmers and catches the light. My cleavage is mostly covered, but there’s enough of a glimpse at the swell of my breast to please me, with a slit running up the left side of my knee-length hem. This dress ticks all the boxes for me. Plus, I know what I’m wearing underneath. I look damned good and I know it. I complete the outfit with a pair of stockings, the thick black lace riding high on my thighs beneath the dress.

I call for a cab and book it with enough time to apply my makeup and fix my hair. I decide to straighten my brown locks and twist it up into a tight bun, with two strands loose from my forehead, framing my face elegantly. That done, I start applying a little makeup. Not too much, I don’t want to go overboard, but a little blush on my cheeks, a little lotion on my forehead, some lipstick and a deep shade of eyeshadow to make my eyes look dark and sensuous. Yeah, I look good. Sexy. Glamorous. Even fuckable. Maybe I should send Tim a selfie, show him what he’s missing?

But, if I did that, he would ask why I’m going out. I can’t lie to him and say I’m hitting the town with my friends – most of my friends have kids and the ones who don’t
 need at least three months’ notice and four text reminders. So, I decide not to show off to him. Besides, he’ll see me tomorrow. I figure I can allow myself a night to feel sexy and beautiful and desirable and unleash it all on him when he gets home.

By the time the cab arrives, I’m ready and waiting. I look good. I look damn
 good, if I do say so myself. I’m very happy with the vision in the mirror, the smouldering, sexy, pouting woman who looks back at me, a smile on her perfect, full, ruby-red lips.

I grab my bag and check my purse, making sure I have enough money. There’s about forty dollars and change in there. Pretty good. I don’t plan to drink forty dollars’ worth of liquor tonight, but it’s good to know what the limit is.

I slide into the backseat of the cab, pretending I don’t notice the driver’s eyes checking out my legs in the mirror. I make a show of adjusting myself and putting the seatbelt on to give him a little more time to enjoy the view.

He asks me where I want to go, his accent tinged with a vague eastern European dialect.

‘Do you know any good bars?’ I say.

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘I know plenty bars. What kind of place you wanting? I know good singles bar. Woman like you get in free. Guarantee to get good time.’

‘I was thinking somewhere a little more… off the beaten track,’ I say. ‘Somewhere I’ve never been before.’

‘You want somewhere maybe less good?’ he says.

‘Less reputable,’ I say.

He nods slowly. His eyes again flick down in the mirror, checking out my legs.

‘I know a place,’ he says. ‘But it might be… intimidating. Not for a beautiful lady like yourself.’

‘I can handle it,’ I say, with a smile. I used to occupy those kinds of bars all the time in my wild days. How different can this one be?

The driver eases out of park and sets off down the road. My heart flutters in my chest. My home shrinks away behind me. Safety and security shrink away behind me. We drive on, into the night, toward danger.

****

‘Are you sure?’ the driver says, turning back around in his seat.

‘It’s perfect,’ I say.

We’ve driven for around twenty minutes, straight across town, over the railroad tracks, toward the area some would refer to as ‘the bad neighborhood.’ In the far distance is the sound of sirens. There always seem to be sirens in this area.

The bar itself is a large, rectangular one-storey construction, made of concrete. It looks both cheap and capable of surviving a nuclear war. Outside is a faded, battered meta sign bearing the words, Shots! Shots! Shots!
 The parking lot is wide and uneven, filled with potholes. In one corner is a collection of garbage cans and dumpsters. There’s a small mob of men with thick necks and broad shoulders, standing in a cluster to the side of the main entrance, smoking cigarettes and talking. The bar itself looks like it was formerly a community centre, built to try and keep some vague sentiment of societal spirit alive in the local area. It’s been a long, long time since this neighborhood felt any kid of community spirit.

I pay the driver and get out, adjusting my dress as I go. My heart is fluttering harder now, like a bird beating its wings in my chest. I feel adrenaline coursing through my veins. I feel awake and alive and excited and terrified all at once. A little voice in the back of my head tells me to turn around and get back in the cab. That’s enough. Go home. We’ve had enough excitement for one night
. But I know that if I turn back now, I’ll go back home and sit on the couch and do nothing more thrilling than open a bottle of wine. I want this
. I need this
.

The cab waits for a moment, engine idling, making sure that I don’t want to change my mind. I take a deep breath and brush the strands of hair that frame my face. Then I smile and take a step forward, my heels clicking on the rough concrete of the parking lot. Satisfied, the driver pulls away, into the night. The sound of the engine fades, until the only noise around me is that of my heels. And the distant, ever-present shrill of sirens somewhere far away.

As I near the bar, the guys smoking cigarettes notice me. One of them pauses, mid-conversation, and looks right at me. His lips purse, almost in a whistle, and I hear a soft hiss of breath escape. A sigh of desire. The others in the group turn to see me approaching the bar. I hear low murmurs and sounds of sharp exhales. I smile to myself. I’ve made the right choice tonight. Their eyes follow me as I cross the final few feet and mount the step and slowly push the door open. I force a sly smile on my face to mask my nerves and step inside the bar.

Inside, the place still looks like a community centre. The walls are still the same faded, dull yellow color they were probably painted about fifty years ago. The floor is cheap, lazy wood, the kind with a print pattern on it to resemble small, neatly placed wooden bricks. Hell, most of the furniture still looks like it was bought from the same long-defunct carpenter’s. The only noticeable changes are the large bar against the far wall and various tacky neon signs and beer posters along the walls. I see a dark, dusty jukebox in one corner, with a battered, faded ‘Out of Order’ sign stuck to the display that’s almost as old as the machine itself. The bar feels like the kind of place a safe, secure, boring, middle-class wife would never dare
 set foot inside. It feels like my kind of place. The only thing that feels a little strange is that the inside of the bar doesn’t look as big as the outside. It feels like the back wall cuts off about half of the available space.

A few patrons sit around on tables, talking, drinking, sitting in sullen silence. A couple look up as I enter, look at me with interest, then turn their attention away. There’s a roughly even mixture of men and women. Some of the women look twice as tough as the men – broads
, Tim would call them, meaning it as a term of respect. As in, that old broad kicked my ass so hard I couldn’t sit down for a week
. I stride across the room, feeling confident, feeling sexy. A couple of guys are leaning against the bar, drinks in hand. They check me out as I walk nearer. I see a thick-looking guy in a black jacket leaning against a door set in the back wall next to the bar, the only visible presence of security around.

I feel heads turn in my direction as I walk across the room. I’m way overdressed for this kind of place, but I don’t care. I used to come to worse bars than this, wearing a lot less. I know it’s a dangerous place, but that’s what I wanted, right? What I needed?

I lean over the bar, on my elbows, the wooden surface sticky on my skin. The bartender’s eyes roam me lazily as he leans back against shelves lined with bottles, in no hurry to serve me. Finally, he pushes himself up and asks, ‘What’ll it be?’

I order a vodka and coke and lean turn to face the room as he makes the drink. There are two guys playing a card game together on a table against a wall. I avert my eyes on instinct, as though I’ve accidentally glimpsed a close friend naked.


No
, I tell myself. I’m not a kid. I’m not some stupid addict anymore. I can watch two people playing cards without losing control
.

The bartender places a glass on the sticky wooden counter, mumbles the price under his breath. I hand him ten bucks and wait for my change, watching the two guys play a casual, friendly game of cards. I’m not sure what game they’re playing from here, but one guy looks to losing. Badly. Getting his ass handed to him. His opponent is all smiles.

I take my change and my glass and slowly walk over to the table. There’s no money in play. Nothing up for grabs. Just two guys playing a friendly game. Nothing wrong with it. Nothing wrong with me watching. The addicts who met up in the old church hall would be shaking their heads at me right now, but fuck ‘em. I came out to have a little excitement. It can’t hurt to watch a hand or two, can it?

‘Mind if I watch, boys?’ I say, standing near the table.

The smiling guy looks up at me. He has gray hair and a thick layer of stubble a chunky gold watch on his wrist. His eyebrows raise in surprise as he appraises me, then he nods. His friend, the guy getting his butt whooped, turns in his chair to see me.

‘Uh… yeah,’ he says.

I stand behind the guy who seems to be losing and watch the game quietly for a hand or two. They look to be playing a version of baccarat. I didn’t know people played it outside of Bond movies. It takes me a couple of hands to figure out the rules. I follow the game intently, watching closely. The two players seem to be trying to get a hand as close to nine as possible, while also betting on which hand will be the one to achieve the goal. No money is changing hands, so they’re keeping score on notepads.

After a few minutes, the smiling guy slams his palm down on the table and yelps in victory. His opponent sighs and shakes his head. The two men stand and shake hands and the loser departs.

‘Do you play?’ say the smiling man.

‘No,’ I say, ‘but I’m a quick study.’

I sit down in the spare seat. He shuffles the cards and deals. Two cards each. I check them and we begin to play.

I’m good at math. It’s one of the reasons I’m working in accountancy right now. I understand numbers and formulas and odds and statistics. All card games – regardless of what your parents might have told you – are based on logic and formulas. Luck is a factor, but you can influence this factor if you understand the odds. The more cards on the table, the more statistics you have to calculate the possible end results. Baccarat is no different. Two cards, one goal. An option to draw more cards.

I start slowly, losing the first few hands. My opponent shakes his head, gray hair catching the dull neon light from the beer sign on the wall above him, as though apologising for playing aggressively against a woman. After the initial hands have passed, I start to relax. I start to feel something awaken inside myself. I start to play aggressively. I start to win.

Our game is short, but tense. We play to the best of three. Our game goes right down to the wire, to the final hand. His smile has faded over the course of the game, replaced by a frown of furious concentration.

Then, finally, he wins the last hand with a four and a five. A perfect nine. He exhales, a sigh of relief.

‘Good game,’ he says, ‘you sure this was your first time?’

‘Yeah,’ I say. I’m smiling with delight. Not just because the game was so enjoyable. I’m smiling because I feel awake and alive and in control of my life. The total opposite to how I felt a couple hours ago.

‘Coulda fooled me,’ he says, gathering up the cards. ‘What’s your secret?’

‘I’m just good with numbers,’ I say, shrugging my shoulders. ‘Always have been.’

‘You play many other games?’ he says.

‘Used to.’ I clutch my hands together under the table, fingers wriggling nervously.

‘I’m about to go and few hands with some friends of mine. Would you be interested in joining me?’

I hesitate.

‘You’d really brighten up the table,’ he says. ‘Beautiful woman like yourself.’

His flattery is just charming enough to stop me from rejecting the offer outright. I take a long, deep drink of my vodka and coke and consider it. Couldn’t hurt, right? Just one friendly game?

‘Or you could be my good luck charm,’ he says. ‘Distract the other fellas while I play?’

I laugh, almost spilling my drink.

‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Sure. I’ll play with you. Are they coming to play, or…?’

‘They’re right over here,’ he says, motioning toward the bar.

I turn, but I don’t see what he’s talking about. All I see is the bartender and a couple of big guys ordering fresh drinks and the security guy leaning against the door on the back wall.

‘Come on,’ he says, standing up, leaving the cards on the table. ‘I’ll vouch for you.’

I stand and take my drink and follow him, not understanding. He walks past the bar and stands in front of the security guy, like a boy scout ready for troop inspection, minus the salute.

The security guy nods slowly, bored.

‘You remember the rules, Frank?’ says the security guy.

‘Sure do!’ Frank says, his voice a little too chipper. ‘And this is my friend. Can she come with me?’

The security guy’s swing toward me like searchlights in a guard tower.

‘I don’t know you,’ he says.

‘No,’ I say. ‘First time here. I’m Lydia.’

‘Gonna have to search you,’ he says.

I look toward Frank. He nods.

‘It’s policy,’ Frank says.

I nod and raise my arms to the side. I still don’t know where we’re supposed to be going what we’re supposed to be doing.

The security guy steps forward and pats me down. His hands are rough, his movements jerky. He pays a little too much attention to my hips and legs for my liking. His hands touch and pat and stroke my body. He’s just professional enough to avoid being accused of touching me inappropriately… even though he’s taking a little too
 long to finish.

Finally, he stands back and nods, apparently happy I’m clean. I don’t know what he expected to find on me.

‘We got one rule here,’ the security guy says holding up a finger in case I can’t count that high.

‘What’s that?’ I say.

‘This never happened,’ he says.

The security guy returns to his post, leaning against the wall. He raps on the door with the back of his hand – three short knocks, two slow taps. A signal. The door clicks open from the other side and opens. Frank offers me a thumbs-up and steps through the door, into the hidden room beyond. I pause for a second, gripped by last-minute indecision. Do I want to go through there? Do I know what’s on the other side of the door?

I glance toward the main entrance. I could leave. I could go back home. I could get back into my pajamas and sit on the couch and watch a movie. I could be safe and secure.

Or…

Or I could live a little.

I step forward. Grab the door. Open it. Walk through. Stop dead in my tracks.

The room hidden behind the bar is a gambling den. Not one of those places you see in TV shows with dim lights and guys in dark suits and cigarette smoke in the air. No, this room is well-lit by soft lamps scattered around the room. The players are all dressed casually. Nobody smokes. There are four tables back here, three in use, one empty. The mean-faced dealers wear white shirts and black waistcoats. There are piles of cash money on each table in play. This is an illegal backstreet casino. My heart thumps once, loudly, in my chest and almost stops dead.

I shouldn’t be here! I shouldn’t be here!

I can almost hear my former sponsor telling me to get the hell out. Telling me to drop everything and leave. This is exactly the kind of place I’ve been avoiding for the past ten years. I turn to leave.

The door snaps shut behind me. Another heavy-looking guy in a dark jacket locks the door and leans against the wall, watching me with an impassive face. Our eyes meet and for a second, I see his face cloud over. He frowns, as though trying to place me somewhere. He nods his head toward the tables. I grimace.

‘C’mon, darlin, what you waitin for?’ Frank says behind me. I slowly turn toward him. He sits down at table with two other guys and an empty seat. A blackjack game in progress.

‘Evenin fellas,’ Frank says, nodding to the men near him. The others nod cordially, eyes fixed on the table.

Still, I hesitate. This is a bad place to be. I should get the hell out of here.

The security goon steps up behind me.

‘Is there a problem?’ he says, his voice low and menacing.

‘No,’ I say. I sit down at the table in the empty chair. My heart races. I clutch my drink tight and fold my other arm over my chest, sitting defensively, eyes down.

‘It’s twenty dollars,’ the dealer says.

I look at him. He’s a man in his early forties. The edge of a thick black tattoo creeps up over the collar of his shirt, tracing his bulging neck. His large, stubby fingers He looks like he’s been to prison and punched his way out again.

The other players stare at me, waiting.

‘Can’t I just watch?’ I say.

‘No,’ he says.

‘Can I leave?’ I say.

‘You have to play first,’ he says, eyes glaring down at me. ‘House rules.’

‘What if I don’t want to play?’ I say.

‘You play,’ the dealer says, eyes flashing, ‘so that we know you’re not a cop.’

I feel the atmosphere at the table change. The other players watch me without looking at me, tense and alert. Ready to get out if shit goes south.

‘Fine,’ I say. I reach into my bag and open my purse and pull out a twenty-dollar bill. I slap it on the table. ‘Deal me in.’

Maybe I can just throw the hand and get out of here. Get out of here and go home. But do I really want to go back to my boring, safe life? I mean, it couldn’t hurt to play one hand, right? Maybe if I win a little money, I could pick up a bottle of something nice on the way home? Besides, is it really worth wasting twenty dollars just to get out of here?

The dealer shuffles the deck and plays the cards, dealing two to each of us at the table. The others look at their cards, faces calm. My hand hovers over my cards for a brief second – a voice at the back of my head screaming, fold! Fold and run
! – but then I carefully lift them up and check the faces. A three of diamonds and the seven of clubs. Ten in total. Not a good start.

The dealer works his way around the table, starting with Frank on the far side. Frank taps the table with his knuckles. The dealer slides him a card, face up. The eight of hearts. Frank gestures with his hand to stay. The next guy stays as well. The guy to my left taps the table. The dealer hands him a card. The king of diamonds. The guys curses under his breath and slides his three cards back, busted and out of the round.

Now it’s my turn. I tap the table once for another card. The dealer slides one over to me. The two of hearts. Twelve in total. Great. This puts me in a crappy position. If I get anything higher than a nine on the next card, I’m out.

I tap the table again. The dealer slides me a new card. The eight of spades. I let out a sigh of relief and gesture to stop.

Frank, the other guy, and myself turn over our cards. Frank has nineteen. The other guy has twenty.

‘Dealer plays,’ says the dealer. He turns over his cards. Four of clubs and nine of spades. Thirteen. He turns over another card. Ten of diamonds. ‘Dealer busts.’

I’m tied for the victory with the other guy.

The dealer splits the cash between us. I get my twenty, another twenty, and a ten. Fifty bucks.

My heart is racing. Adrenaline courses through my veins. I just won thirty dollars. Holy shit. It feels good. Really
 good. I haven’t felt like this…

Haven’t felt like this…

In years
.

‘Again?’ the dealer says.

Frank and the two other guys nod. After a beat, I nod as well. We all throw down another twenty each and the dealer shuffles a fresh deck. I start to loosen up, to enjoy myself. I feel the old, familiar feelings again. The rush, the drive, the excitement. I haven’t felt so alive in years.

I finish my drink. The glass is taken away and refilled with a fresh vodka and coke without a word. I know why they’re doing it. They want to keep me at the table. I don’t mind. One less thing to worry about. Helps me focus on the game.

One hand turns into another. I lose a hand. Win another. Finish a drink. Receive another. Time passes. I don’t know how long – there are no windows and no clocks and I left my watch at home.

The dealer keeps shuffling and playing, his face impassive. One of the guys I don’t know busts a final time and leaves the table. After a few hands, I’m up almost eighty dollars. I feel better than I have in years. I’m smiling and my heart is beating in a fast rhythm and I can hear music in my head. It feels fucking fantastic.

Finally, Frank busts out and tosses his cards on the table.

‘Well,’ he says, ‘I guess that’s me done for tonight. You played well, darlin. Remind me not to try to beat you again.’

I laugh. Frank stands up and leaves the table. I hear his footsteps retreat across the room and the door opens and closes. I’m now in a strange place, surrounded by strange men. I should feel uncomfortable. I should feel uneasy. But I don’t. Maybe it’s because of the alcohol, or the good vibes, or the excitement I’m feeling.

I play a few more hands with the other guy. He wins a few, I win a few, the dealer wins a few. We play well. Then, finally, the other guy takes his winnings and leaves the table. Now it’s just me and the dealer. I have a small pile of bills to my right, some crisp and fresh, others folded and wrinkled and well-handled. I’ve never played with real money before. I guess this place doesn’t want to use chips.

‘Do you want to keep playing?’ the dealer says.

‘Maybe,’ I say. I glance around the room. A couple of people have left from the other tables. It’s a little quieter in here now. I see a door set into the back wall. It hasn’t opened all night. ‘What’s back there?’

‘There?’ The dealer turns and looks in the direction of my gaze. ‘Oh, that’s the manager’s office.’

‘What happens back there?’ I say.

The dealer looks at me for a long moment, at first suspicious of my questions, then finally relenting.

‘You really don’t want to end up in the manager’s office,’ he says. ‘He ain’t so nice and friendly as I am. So, you playing?’

‘Can we up the limit?’ I say. ‘Seeing as it’s just us?’

The dealer looks at me like I’ve grown a second head. He looks past me and gestures for someone behind me to come closer. The security goon walks past me, around the table, and stands next to the dealer. The two men exchange short, hushed words, glancing at me as they do.

‘Please wait here,’ the security goon says.

He turns and walks to the door at the back. He knocks twice and opens it, passing beyond into a room I can’t see from here.

‘You sure about this?’ the dealer says. ‘Lots of people come through here and play. They get big heads after a few lucky hands, think they can win the big one.’

‘I’ve got the money,’ I say.

The dealer holds up his hands in a don’t shoot the messenger
 gesture.

A minute or so passes in silence. I watch a couple of the other tables. People win, people lose. Some leave, some stay. If it weren’t for the fact this place is definitely illegal, it could be any casino in the world.

The door at the back of the room opens again and the security goon returns. He walks over to my dealer and whispers in the man’s ear. The dealer nods.

‘Thanks, Joey,’ he says.

The security goon walks behind me again, returning to his post by the door.

‘Fifty dollars,’ the dealer says.

‘All right!’ I say, rubbing my hands together. ‘Let’s win me some money!

He deals the cards. I turn mine over. King of clubs and ten of spades. Twenty. I tap the table. I reveal my hand. He turns his cards over. Three of hearts and four of hearts. Seven. He deals a card. Nine of spades. Sixteen. He deals another card. Seven of diamonds. Busted.

And just like that, I’m fifty dollars richer. I take my winnings from the dealer and slap down another fifty for the next hand. He shuffles the cards and starts to deal. I win the second hand. Then the third as well.

I have more money in front of me than I know what to do with. Two hundred dollars, tax-free, all mine. I should take it and walk away. I should go home and celebrate a successful night.

But I can’t.

‘Can we raise the limit again?’ I say. ‘I’m feeling real lucky tonight.’

The dealer glances at the security guy – Joey – behind me.

‘Are you sure?’ he says. ‘You’re doing well, but do you really want…’

‘Yes,’ I say, filled with confidence. I take a long drink on a freshly refilled vodka and coke.

The dealer gestures to Joey. They go through the motions again, quietly whispering and glancing at me. Joey heads through the door at the back of the room again. The dealer shuffles the cards again in silence. The door opens and Joey returns, but this time he’s followed by another man. This second guy is taller and broad, wearing a suit that looks to be a couple sizes too small for him. The edge of a black tattoo is visible on his neck, poking out from under the collar of his shirt. He has a rough-looking face, the kind of face that has seen – and survived – a lot of shit. Before he even introduces himself to me, I know exactly who he is. A man who looks like tough could only be the manager here.

‘I’m Evan,’ he says, in a deep voice, doing his best to sound non-threatening. ‘I’m the manager.’

‘I’m Lydia,’ I say.

‘Nice to meet you, Lydia,’ he says. He places his large hands on the table and smiles. It looks unnatural on him, wrong somehow, like his face is not designed to smile. ‘Joey says you’d like to raise the limit again, is that right?’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I’m on a lucky streak.’

‘I just want to make sure, Lydia, that you know what you’re doing,’ Evan says. ‘Luck can change. It can run out.’

‘I know what I’m doing,’ I say. ‘It’s not my first time.’

Evan nods. He looks me up and down, a gleam in his eye.

‘Sure,’ he says. ‘I’ll make you a deal. You got, what, a couple hundred dollars there? I’ll say that’s the buy-in for these games, but I’m not going to go any higher, okay?’

‘Sure,’ I say, smiling sweetly.

Evan turns to the dealer and grins.

‘Make sure you give her the chance to win her money back as well, okay?’

The dealer nods.

‘Good luck,’ Evan says. He winks at me and heads back to his office.

The dealer waits until the door closes before he stops shuffling the cards.

‘Okay,’ he says, a nervous pinch in his voice. ‘Two hundred.’

I pat the collection of bills in front of me. He deals the cards and we begin to play.

I win the first hand. He wins the second. I win the third.

‘It’s getting late,’ the dealer says in a quiet voice. ‘Maybe we should stop for now?’

‘No way!’ I say. ‘I’m gonna clean you out. Tonight’s my lucky night.’

He deals the cards. I have the three of hearts and the ten of spades. I tap the table. He deals a third card. The king of hearts. I’m busted.

I’ve still got two hundred. We play again. I have the seven of hearts and the ace of clubs. Eighteen… or eight. I stay. He turns his cards over. Two tens. Twenty. He wins.

‘Shit,’ I say.

The dealer scoops the money across the table, an apologetic expression on his face. Just like that, most of my money is gone.

‘Luck of the cards,’ he says. ‘You win some, you lose some.’

‘Dammit,’ I say. I’d forgotten this feeling, the sensation of losing. I got so caught up in winning that I forgot how it felt to crash and burn.

‘I guess that’s it,’ the dealer says. He neatly stacks up the money – my
 money – in a careful pile.

‘Didn’t the manager say I had a chance to win it all back?’ I say.

The dealer pauses. His eyes search my face.

‘He did,’ he says slowly. ‘If that’s what you’d like to do…’

‘Fuck yeah,’ I say. ‘Gimme a shot. I gotta try to win something back, right?’

The dealer reaches under the table. He plucks a plain white chip from a hidden compartment and slides it across to me.

‘That’s good for two hundred,’ he says. ‘It’s a loan from the casino, okay?’

‘Great!’ I say.

He deals the cards and we play. I have twenty. He turns over his cards. A king and an ace. A perfect twenty-one.

‘Dammit!’ I say again. ‘Do I get another shot?’

He slides a second white chip across the table.

‘That’s four hundred,’ he says.

‘Yeah,’ I say, ‘I can count.’

He purses his lips and deals the cards. I lose. And again. And again. Five white chips sit before me now. One thousand dollars.

‘Come on,’ I say. ‘I can do this. Come on!’

‘I can’t,’ he says. ‘That’s the limit.’

I stare down at the chips, lightheaded, my vision blurry.

‘So… what does that mean?’ I say.

‘It means,’ he says, as though speaking to a child, ‘you can’t pay anymore until you’ve paid off your debts.’

Cold realization suddenly seizes me in its tight fist. I’ve just blown a thousand fucking dollars. I don’t have the kind of money on me.

‘Oh,’ I say, staring at the five white chips on the velvet table top. ‘Oh.’

‘Are you able to pay?’ the dealer says, his brow creased in concern.

I shake my head.

‘Then I guess we got a problem.’

I look up at him, pleading with my eyes.

‘I can get the money,’ I say, trying to keep my voice calm and quiet. ‘Please, I can get the money…’

The dealer nods to the security guy behind me. I feel the sudden presence of a large man standing right behind me.

‘Everything okay?’ Joey says.

‘We got a bit of a problem,’ the dealer says.

Joey leans down over me, examining the table.

‘Huh,’ he says. ‘Looks like we do.’

‘I can pay,’ I say. ‘Okay? I can pay!’

‘Maybe we should have a talk with the boss, huh?’ Joey says, placing his hands on my shoulders.

‘No, it’s okay!’ I say, panic rising inside me like steam in a kettle. ‘I can pay, it’s fine, I can sort this out.’

‘Sure,’ Joey says. ‘Go ahead.’

Time pauses for a long, long moment. Nothing happens. I open and close my mouth. The dealer looks at me, arms folded across his chest. Joey’s hands squeeze my shoulders.

‘I don’t… have it on me,’ I say.

‘Oh dear,’ Joey says in mock sympathy. ‘I guess we need to have a chat with the boss.’

Joey’s strong hands grip me tight and haul my off my chair. The dealer looks down at the table and continues to adjust the neat stack of cash in front of him, ignoring me. I look around the casino for someone, anyone, to come to my aid, but the few people left focus on the cards in front of them. My feet feel heavy, but Joey’s firm grip forces me forward, through the room, towards the closed door at the back. The door to the manager’s office. Joey knocks on the door and opens it and pushes me inside.

I freeze. The room is a decent-sized office in a rough square shape that occupies the final part of the building. There’s a rug on the floor and a small collection of monitors displaying CCTV images from around the bar. There don’t look to be any cameras recording the casino. The other side of the space is mostly taken up by a desk, with a chair behind it. The big man from earlier is sitting in the chair. Evan. He glances up as Joey shuts the door behind us, but doesn’t say anything.

Joey pushes me further into the room. He walks over to the desk and places the five white chips down. Evan studies them in silence for a moment, then looks up at me.

‘You know what these chips mean?’ he says.

I swallow and nod and clasp my hands together in front of my waist. My heart races. I don’t know what’s going to happen here. I don’t know if Evan is going to reach for a baseball bat or a gun. Every fibre in my being screams that I need to get out of here. These guys are bad news and I’m trapped in this room with them.

I glance towards the door. Joey moves to block my exit. I’m now trapped in the middle of these two guys.

Evan stands up from behind the desk, tutting under his breath. He slowly walks around the table and stands right in front of me. He looks over to Joey.

‘Why are you looking at her like that?’ Evan says.

I look over to Joey. He’s staring hard at me, frowning, like he did before, after I walked into the casino for the first time.

‘I think I know her,’ he says. ‘But I don’t know why.’

I turn back to Evan. I don’t recognize Joey and I don’t want to recognize him, either.

‘Listen,’ Evan says, ‘Lydia, was it?’ I nod. ‘I’m going to be honest with you. I hate it when people come in here with white chips. It means they’ve fucked up. And because they’ve fucked up, I’m getting fucked out of my money. I really want this to be as painless as possible. Those chips tell me that you owe me a thousand dollars. Do you have thousand dollars on you right now?’

I shake my head. Hot tears prick my eyes. I look down at the floor. Look at the walls. Look at his shirt. Look everywhere but into his eyes.

‘How are we going to work this problem out?’ he says.

I shake my head again. A tear rolls down my cheek.

‘Hand me your bag,’ Evan says, firmly but calmly. I look up at him with wide, frightened eyes, clutching my bag closer to my chest. He holds out his hand and waits patiently. Finally, I slowly open my hands and pass him the bag.

‘Nice ring,’ he says, nodding at the golden band on my ring finger. ‘Shame it’s not worth a thousand dollars. This could be very straightforward.’

Evan sits on the edge of his desk and starts rummaging through my handbag. I step forward, ready to snatch it back, but Joey puts a hand on my shoulder and shoots me a look. I freeze on the spot and watch as Evan looks through my personal possessions. He lifts out my purse and opens it. He looks through the flaps and compartments before deciding there’s nothing hidden inside. He tosses the purse back and dumps my bag on his desk.

‘I guess we got a problem,’ he says. ‘You owe me a lot of money… and you have no way to pay it back.’

‘I can pay,’ I say, my voice desperate.

‘Now?’

‘No. Tomorrow.’

Evan sucks in breath through his teeth and puts his palms together in front of his chin.

‘Are you hiding money on your person?’ he says.

‘What?’

‘Do you have money stashed away in secret places on your body?’ he says. ‘It sounds crazy, I know, but I had a guy in here one time who had about three grand taped in little packets around his body!’

Evan laughs at the memory for a moment, then silence falls in the small office. He watches me closely, as though waiting for something to happen. Joey stands behind me, still with one hand on my shoulder.

‘What happens now?’ I say, wanting to break the silence.

‘I’m gonna need you to prove that you’re not hiding money on your body,’ Evan says.

My blood runs cold.

‘You don’t need to do that,’ I say.

‘Don’t I?’ Evan says, his voice hard as steel.

‘Please,’ I say, ‘I can get you the money. I will, I promise.’

‘If promises were dollars, I’d be a millionaire,’ Evan says, his lips turning in a cruel smile. He stands up again and clasps his hands together, looking like a businessman conducting a difficult negotiation. ‘Take the dress off.’

Another tear rolls down my cheek. A tear of frustration, embarrassment, and fear.

‘Please don’t,’ I say. ‘Don’t make me…’

‘I’m not making you do anything,’ Evan says. ‘You’re going to take off your dress to prove to me that you’re not lying to me. I want you to prove that I can trust you. Take. It. Off. Now.’

His voice cracks like a whip through the air and his eyes blaze and I know that I’m not getting out of here easily. I take a deep breath and shrug Joey’s hand off my shoulder. I reach around the back of my dress and my fingers seize the zipper. I close my eyes and gently ease the zipper open, feeling the dress loosen and slacken on my body as my hands move down my back.

The zipper reaches the bottom. I carefully slip my shoulders free and the dress falls to the floor in a heap at my feet. I cover myself with my hands as best I can and try not to look at Evan’s face, but I can’t help it. His grin widens as his eyes sweep up and down my body, taking me in. Why did I choose my sexy underwear tonight? Why did I need to feel sexy tonight?

‘Don’t be shy,’ Evan says. ‘You look incredible.’

‘Are you done?’ I say, my cheeks burning. ‘Can I cover myself up now?’

‘No.’ Evan’s voice is firm.

‘What do you want from me?’ I say. ‘I can’t pay you right now!’

‘That’s the problem I’m having,’ Evan says. ‘Joey, restrain her.’

Before I can even react, Joey grabs my wrists from behind, wrenching my hands away, exposing my underwear to Evan, who watches calmly. Joey pulls my hands behind my back. I try to fight, but he’s too strong. I lean forward and he brings my wrists together at the small of my back.

‘What are you doing?’ I say. But, a second later, I understand all too clearly.

Cold metal snaps over one wrist, tightening, gripping my tender skin. There is a moment’s pause before I feel a second metal restraint snap into place around my other wrist. I know instinctively what’s happened. Joey has handcuffed my wrists together behind my back.

‘What are you doing?’ I say again, my voice rising in fear. I sink to my knees, trying to protect myself, to cover my body.

I look up and see Joey kneeling down over me. He gently pushes me. I fall on my side. He takes my dress and throws it away, out of reach. I’m curled up on the floor of the office, hands cuffed behind me, with two powerful men standing over me.

Joey places his hand on my thigh.

‘Don’t worry,’ he says. ‘We ain’t gonna hurt you.’

He sees the tattoo on my left hip, the galloping horse. His eyes widen in shock and he steps back like he’s been burned.

‘Holy shit!’ Joey says. ‘I fucking knew I recognized her! It’s fucking Rodeo!’

I look up at them both, the two powerful men, shaking my head desperately. No, don’t call me that. I’m not that woman anymore…


‘Who?’ Evan says.

‘That’s what we called her,’ Joey says, looking down at me, face lighting up with excitement. ‘I used to know this chick way back when. She’s a total slut, banged at least five guys I knew. She was down for anything, like, all the fucking time. We were supposed to hook up once, but she ended up fucking some other guy instead.’

‘Fascinating,’ Evan says, sounding anything but. ‘Why the fuck is she called rodeo?’

‘Two reasons,’ Joey says. He kneels down and puts his hand on my hip, cupping the tattoo on my leg. I squirm under him, eyes burning with tears. ‘Firstly, she’s got this tattoo of the horse, right? And secondly…’ he looks down at me, a dirty grin on his face, ‘when she gets on top, you’re only gonna last about eight seconds.’

‘Is this gonna be a problem?’ Evan says, gesturing down at me. ‘Because we have business to attend to.’

‘Oh, it ain’t gonna be a problem,’ Joey says, still grinning, his hand sliding over my hip, to the curve of my ass. ‘It means that this little slut is gonna enjoy it.’ He pats my ass and I thrash my body again, trying to get him off me.

‘Please!’ I say. ‘Please don’t do this! I’m married. I have a husband! I’m not her, I’m not Rodeo… please!’

Evan squats down in front of me and interlaces his thick fingers together.

‘Listen, uh, Lydia, Rodeo, whoever the fuck you are,’ he says. ‘Here’s how the world works, okay? I run a business. I got a reputation. I got a lot of people who look up to me. And now you’ve wandered in here and you’ve made my life a little harder than it had to be. So, I need to make an example of you, and I need to get my business back on track. You understand that, right?’

‘Please!’ I say again, looking into his weathered, worn face with desperate eyes. ‘Please don’t hurt me! I have a husband!’

‘No,’ Evan says, ‘we ain’t gonna hurt you, okay? Not so long as you do what you’re told. But here’s how this is gonna go. You owe us a lot of money, and we need to take that money from you.’

‘I’ll get it!’ I say. ‘I’ll go to the bank in the morning! I’ll get it, all of it!’

‘See, that’s where my problem is,’ Evans says. He places his hand on my cheek, rough skin brushing my smooth flesh. ‘Lots of people tell me they’re gonna come back with the money, and I’m a trusting soul. Ain’t I a trusting soul, Joey?’

‘So trusting,’ Joey says, crouching down behind me. I am now trapped between the two men, on the floor of the office, hands cuffed together behind my back. My heart is racing. My body trembles.

‘I’ll do it,’ I say. ‘I’ll do it. I will, I promise!’

‘I wanna believe you,’ Evan says, rubbing his thumb across my cheek, ‘I really – really – want to. But I’ve been hurt before. I’ve had lots of people like you in here. Scared, confused, owing me money. They all made promises, and they never delivered. I hope you can see what my problem is. I can’t let you go, because you owe me a lot of money.’

‘Please!’ I say, again, my voice breaking with desperation. ‘Please! I have a husband!’

‘Yeah, you’ve said,’ Evans says. He cups his hand under my chin and forces me to look at his face. ‘Here’s what you can do. You can call your husband and he can bring the money you owe us.’

I screw my eyes shut. A fat, wet tear squeezes out and trickles down my cheek.

‘He’s in Boston,’ I say, my voice thick and heavy.

‘That’s not a lot of good,’ Joey says, behind me.

‘Does your husband even know you’re here?’ Evan says.

I shake my head, fear in my eyes.

‘We won’t tell him if you don’t.’ Evan smiles at me.

‘Can’t I,’ I say, growing desperate, ‘can’t I transfer the money to you?’

‘Does this look like the kind of place with an online bank account?’ Evan says. ‘No, I’ll tell you what your options are. Option one, Joey here takes you back home. He collects a number of items that he judges to be of value and brings them back here to pay off your debt. Option two, we let you leave here tonight… but with a very strong incentive to return and give back what you owe.’

‘What… what’s the incentive?’ I say, a cold sensation washing over me.

‘Get the camera, Joey,’ Evans says.

Joey stands up and moves around the office. I hear his footsteps crossing the room, but I can’t see him. Evan still holds my chin, still keeps me looking up into his hard face. Finally, Joey walks over to his boss and hands the man a digital camera.

‘This is your incentive,’ Evan says, holding the small silver box in his free hand. ‘You’re gonna come back here tomorrow – as soon as you possibly can – with the money you owe us in hand. You’re gonna buy this camera from me with that money. You understand?’

‘You want me to buy… a camera?’ I say, a little confused.

‘Not just the camera,’ Evan says, still with that smile on his face. ‘You’ll also be buying what’s on the camera. See, you look like a nice woman. You got a husband. Probably a good job, too, unless you’re one of those stay-at-home-wives who watch reality TV and drink wine all day. So, I’m sure there are certain things you wouldn’t want your husband or you work friends to see. Like dozens of pictures of you being fucked by two very handsome men in the manager’s office of a downtown casino joint…’

His grip tightens on my chin. My eyes grow wide. My heart skips a beat.

‘Anything but that…’ I say. ‘I can’t… please…’

‘Then I guess you choose option one, huh?’ Evan says. ‘Joey gives you a ride home and helps himself to your stuff!’

I try to picture Tim’s face when he comes home tomorrow and sees our home. The TV gone, his Xbox missing, my jewels stolen. I try to imagine making some excuse about being burgled. I try to explain why I haven’t called the cops. I know that Tim will see right through my lies. Less than ten minutes after he comes home, I will confess that I went to an illegal casino and gambled our home away. I can’t do it.

‘No,’ I say. ‘No… I can’t…’

‘You don’t want option one?’ Evan says. ‘And you don’t want option two. Those are the only option I’m giving you. That’s all we got time for right now. I’m gonna need you to pick an option. Your stuff. Or the camera. Option one or option two. Come on, now. We ain’t got all night.’

My heart thunders in my chest. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. Why did I come here tonight? Why did I leave the safety of my home? Why did I get myself into this position?

‘Option two,’ I say, in a meek voice.

‘I’m sorry,’ Evan says, ‘I can’t quite hear you.’

‘Option two!’ I say, much louder.

‘You want me and Joey here to fuck you?’ Evan says. ‘And you want us to take pictures?’

I screw my eyes shut and nod. This is the only way out. The only way out that will let me keep this a secret from Tim.

‘Joey, help the lady to her knees. She’s got work to do.’

Joey’s strong hands grab my arms. He hauls me up to my knees and stands behind me, holding my shoulders, keeping me in place. My eyes dart around the room, looking for a way out, looking for another option, looking for anything.

‘I’m a married woman!’ I say, my voice high and squeaky.

‘Yeah, you keep saying,’ Evan says. He stands up and unzips his pants, a bulge tenting the material. ‘But unless your husband is going to come through that door with all the money you owe me, I don’t fucking care.’

‘Oh, God,’ I say, the words barely a whimper.

‘He can’t help you either.’

Evan reaches into his pants and gently eases his manhood free. I try not to look, but I can’t help it. His length is right in front of my face. It’s pointing right at me, accusing me, his deep pink head barely an inch from my cheek. He’s a good length, maybe a little over six inches, with a decent girth. I’ve seen bigger. I’ve seen better.

‘Please!’ I say. It’s the only word that comes to mind.

‘I’ll ask you again,’ Evan says. ‘I’m not a monster, you have to agree to this. We take your stuff, or we take your ass. You choose.’

I screw up my eyes again. Tim can’t know about this. He can’t know I was here.

‘Me,’ I say.

‘Look at me,’ Evan says, almost gently.

I open my eyes. Tears blur my vision for a moment, but then I can see clearly. Evan stands over me, his stiffening cock slowly filling an expanding before my face. Joey holds my shoulders, keeping me on my knees. My hands are cuffed together behind my back. I’m still in my underwear. There is no way out of this. No way except…

I swallow and take a breath. I part my lips. I lean forward and-

Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt.

‘The fuck is that?’ Evan says.

Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt.

‘It’s a cellphone,’ Joey says.

The three of us turn in the direction of the sound. My handbag, on Evan’s desk. My cell is inside, ringing, vibrating, buzzing against the wood.

Evan looks from the bag, to me, back to the bag. He grits his teeth in frustration.

‘You expecting someone to call?’ he says.

Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt.

My heart sinks in my chest. I could almost die of shame right now.

‘My husband,’ I say. ‘He’s calling to tell me his plane landed.’

Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt.

‘Is he going to keep ringing if you don’t answer?’

Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt.

‘Yes.’

‘For fuck’s sake…’

Evan stomps across to his desk. He grabs my bag and tips the contents onto the surface. My possessions scatter over the wood. He snatches up my phone and walks back across to me.

Bzzt-bzzt-bzzt.

‘Any word of this,’ Evan says, ‘and this will be much less pleasant for you.’

I swallow again. He holds out the phone, presses the green button to answer the call and puts it on speaker.

‘Hello?’ I say, my throat dry.

‘Hey sweetie.’ My husband’s voice is tired, but full of warmth. ‘Are you okay?’

‘Uh, yeah,’ I say, looking up at Evan, watching his face closely. ‘Just woke up, is all. Are you in Boston?’

‘Yep, just landed.’ I can hear muffled sounds behind him – other passengers, suitcase wheels, airport announcements. ‘Hell of a flight.’

‘I miss you,’ I say. I hope he never finds out about this, never finds out that his wife was on her knees in front of another man while she spoke with him.

‘Aw, sweetie, I miss you too.’

Evan gestures with his hand, telling me to wrap it up.

‘I’ll see you tomorrow?’ I say.

‘Yeah,’ Tim says. ‘I’ll call before I get on the plane, okay? Should be home in the afternoon.’

‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Tim?’

‘Yeah?’

‘I love you.’

‘I love you too!’ I can hear the smile in his voice.

The call ends. The three of us stand in silence for a second or two. Evan places my phone back on his desk and stands in front of me again, his cock still protruding from his pants, hard and firm and throbbing.

‘Where were we?’ he says. ‘Oh, yeah, I remember.’

He grabs my head and pulls my face closer. I don’t resist. I open my mouth on instinct and take him inside. His hard length slides over my tongue, all the way in my mouth, until every last inch is between my lips. I fight to control my breathing, to keep from gagging. It’s been years since anyone fucked my mouth like this. Tim has never made me gag on his cock. He’s never forced my face down on his shaft.

‘Good,’ Evan says, holding me in place, keeping his length at the back of my throat. ‘Very good. We’re gonna have a good time tonight, aren’t we?’

I look at him. He gently eases my head back, until his length his halfway in my mouth. He holds up the camera and takes a picture.

‘There we go,’ he says. ‘A little memento of your time with us.’

I try to protest, but my words are muffled by his manhood.

‘All you gotta do is come back tomorrow and buy the camera. Nobody will ever know. Hell, you can keep the photos if you want.’

He slides his length in and out of my throat, slowly, always controlling my movements with one powerful hand on my head. He snaps a couple more pictures.

‘That’s it,’ he says. ‘Show me what you can do.’

He releases his grip on my head. I take over now, moving back and forth, flicking my tongue over his shaft, tasting him, wetting his length. I take him inside my mouth, fucking him with my throat, and suck him as hard as I can. He groans above me and snaps another picture or two. The camera snaps and whirrs in his hands.

‘Fuck, you’re good,’ Evan says. ‘You’re a good cocksucker.’

I groan in the back of my throat as his shaft fills my mouth again.

‘I think she’s starting to get into it,’ Evan says to Joey. ‘She’s enjoying herself.’

Joey releases his grip on my shoulders and crouches down behind me. His fingers slip inside my panties. I groan.

‘She’s so fucking wet,’ Joey says, as his fingers explore my sex and probe my lips. ‘I think little-miss-married likes it.’

I moan as Joey’s fingers explore my wet sex. I haven’t felt the touch of another man in ten years. I’ve forgotten what it feels like to be explored for the first time. Joey’s fingers are deft and confident. He parts my lips and pushes two fingers inside me. I gasp onto Evan’s shaft.

‘I think she loves
 it,’ Evan says.


No, I don’t
, says a little voice in the back of my mind. But I know the voice is lying. I can feel the wet heat of my sex growing steadily as Joey’s fingers slip in and out of my yearning entrance. I can feel my heart rate increasing with every stroke of Evan’s hard length in and out of my mouth. I feel something awakening inside me, something I have tried to keep locked for ten long years. I feel the old Lydia coming to life again. The old Lydia I’ve tried to deny and hide and ignore all these years. The old Lydia that men used to call Rodeo
.

‘Slow down, slow down,’ Evan says, gently placing a hand on the back of my head. I look up at him, confused, unaware of how fast and deep I was taking his manhood. ‘There’s plenty of time. No need to rush.’

I gently ease his length out of my mouth, marvelling at how slick and wet his hard shaft looks right now. I pant for a few brief seconds, getting my breath back. Then I let out a long, low moan as Joey’s fingers delve deep inside me.

‘Would you be more comfortable over the desk?’ Evan says.

‘Yes,’ I say, my voice soft and breathy.

‘Help our friend up.’

Joey removes his hand from my sex. He lifts me to my feet and we walk to the desk. He gently pushes me forward and I bend over the wood, lifting my ass up, hands still cuffed in place behind my back.

Evans steps in behind me and pulls my panties down, exposing my wet lips. I spread my legs wider on impulse, opening myself up to him.

‘Open yourself for me,’ Evan says.

I grasp my ass cheeks and open myself as wide as I can with the cuffs in place. He takes another photo of me. My sex grows hotter and wetter. Why is this turning me on so much? God, I’m a married woman. I don’t even know these guys. This is wrong, this is wrong, this is wrong…

Evan’s red-hot manhood brushes my lips, sliding up and down the length of my slit. I let out a gasp of desire, my entire body responding to the feel of his member against my sex.

‘Oh, God,’ I say, moaning the words, ‘please, don’t tease me…’

‘You want me to fuck you?’ Evan says.

‘Mmm.’

‘I need you to say it.’

‘Fuck me.’

He presses forward, pushing his bare shaft inside me. My yearning sex swallows him whole, taking him deep inside me without hesitation. I cry out wildly. He grabs the chain that connects my cuffs with one hand and grips my ass with the other. He sinks deep inside me, his burning length fully engulfed by my hungry pussy. His cock feels so different to my husband’s. His girth, his length, the feel of his skin in the tight grip of my pussy – all of it is brands new.

‘Fucking hell!’ Evan says in a deep growl.

Without my hands, I can barely move, but my hips rock and buck, grinding against him, my sex clenching tight on his manhood, my moans growing steadily louder as he begins to fuck me. I moan and groan and push my ass back to meet his long, slow strokes, needing him to fuck me and fill me and make me come.

‘Oh, fuck!’ I say. ‘Holy shit, fuck me! Please fuck me!’

Evan smacks my ass once, hard, the wet slap almost echoing around the office. I cry out in shock, feeling the dull sting of his handprint warm on my ass cheek.

‘Yes!’ I say. ‘More!’

He slaps my ass again and I cry out, louder.

‘Joey, our guest is getting a little loud,’ Evan says.

Joey walks down the desk, stopping in front of me, his bulge in front of my face. He grins at me and unzips his pants.

‘Fuck me!’ I say through gritted teeth as Evan slams into me from behind. ‘Fuck my face, come on!’

Joey unbuttons his pants and pulls them down. He opens the flap in his shorts and grasps his firm manhood and steps in closer to me. His member is thicker than Evan’s, and maybe half an inch longer, too. I open my mouth and he shoves his length between my lips. I devour him hungrily, my lips and tongue covering every inch of his shaft.

Evan fucks me hard from behind and Joey grabs the back of my head, pumping his cock on and out of my mouth. I moan like a wild slut, my body responding to every tiny sensation. With my hands trapped in place, I feel each deep thrust more clearly than ever before in my life.

I love it. I love every wicked, sinful, adulterous moment. I love the feeling of Evan’s bare cock filling me up from behind, the sensation of his body slamming into my ass with every stroke. I love the taste of Joey’s length on my tongue, the feel of his powerful hands gripping my head and forcing me to take him deep inside my throat. I love it all. This is who I am. This is what I am. I can’t deny it. I am a slut. I am Rodeo.

I climax suddenly, the breath knocked out of me. My body tights and rocks and shudders. My eyes roll back in my head. I gasp and groan around the cock in my mouth.

‘She loves it!’ Evan says.

‘Told you she would,’ Joey says. ‘That’s Rodeo.’

The two men fuck me deep and rough and hard, using my body for their own pleasure. I love it. I almost choke and gag on Joey’s length as he fucks my throat. I love it. Evan spanks my ass and pounds my aching sex from behind. I love it. My body is seized by the tight grip of total orgasmic pleasure.

Finally, I feel Evan gently ease out of my sex, leaving a gaping void inside me. My knees are weak. If I weren’t laying on the desk, I would fall on my face. Joey thrusts to the back of my throat one final time, then slowly pulls back, his shaft leaving my lips with a wet smack. I lay on the desk, panting, simultaneously exhausted and more awake than I’ve been for years. I feel like a woman who suddenly realizes she’s been sleepwalking for a decade. Tim has never fucked me like this.

‘Shit,’ Evan says. ‘She’s fucking good.’

‘Can I fuck her now, boss?’ Joey says. ‘I’ve always wanted to fuck her.’

‘Sure,’ Evans says. ‘You want me to let you out of those cuffs?’

It takes me a moment to realize he’s talking to me. I moan a response.

‘Good enough,’ he says.

I hear the familiar clink of metal on metal and the restraints on my wrist suddenly slacken and release. Evan slips the handcuffs off me. I push myself up off the desk and turn around and sit on the hard wood, legs open, my soaking pussy on display. Evan stands back, a grin on his face. He snaps a few more photos. I don’t even try to hide my face.

Joey moves around to the front, standing between my legs. He’s kicked off his pants and shorts and just wears his dark shirt. He grabs my bra and pulls it off, letting my breasts spill free, hard nipples exposed. He paws at my breasts as he moves closer, the tip of his shaft touching my lips. I take hold of his length and carefully position his manhood at my dripping entrance.

‘Come on, Joey,’ I say, ‘what are you waiting for? You gonna fuck me?’

My words are like a red rag to a bull. He responds to my challenge and grabs me and pushes forward as hard as he can, forcing his length inside me. I cry out and grab him, my ankles locking together behind his back. He grabs my throat with one hand, the other grasping my hips, and he fucks me hard on the desk, looking me in the eyes as he does.

Evan raises the camera again and snaps more pictures as Joey fucks me on the desk. I moan and cry out and beg Joey to fuck me harder. His length pumps in and out of me, deep and hard, filling me up over and over. My pussy grips his shaft tighter with every thrust. My fingers dig into his skin. I feel another climax building inside me.

‘Oh, fuck, Joey!’ I say. ‘You’re gonna make me come!’

‘Yeah?’ he says, his jaw clenched. ‘You gonna come for me? Gonna come all over my cock?’

‘Yes!’

I gasp one final time and squeeze my sex, clamping down on his length. My breath is knocked out of me again. I grip him with my hands and my legs and my tight pussy, squeezing him as my body bursts in a thousand direction at once. He keeps fucking me, driving me crazy, pushing me further and further over the edge. My cries of passion grow slowly louder with each deep thrust.

As the climax slowly subsides, I catch a glimpse of Evan stroking his cock at the back of the room, still taking pictures. I smile at him. Smiling for the camera. Smiling like the slut I am.

‘Shit,’ Joey says, ‘I’m getting close.’

‘You gonna come for me?’ I say, breathless. ‘You gonna come all over me?’

‘Yes!’

Joey pulls out of my dripping slit and furiously pumps his cock with a tight fist, looking me right in the eyes as he does. After a few seconds, he groans and the first burning drops of his come touch my warm skin. I moan. He keeps pumping as more red-hot semen erupts across my stomach, trickling down over my hips. I haven’t felt this wild, this dirty, this used, in years. It feels amazing. His hot come explodes across my body, marking me, claiming me, daubing me.

After a long, powerful climax, he stops pumping his cock and stands back to admire his handiwork.

‘Holy shit,’ he says. ‘That was incredible.’

I smile and lean back a little, allowing his come to glisten in the lights. I trace finger over my slit, feeling my body tingle.

‘You haven’t come yet,’ I say to Evan, pouting. ‘Don’t you like me?’

He grins and unbuttons his pants. I watch as he takes his clothes off and stands naked in the office, hard cock standing to attention. His torso is covered in various tattoos and scars.

‘I’m going to come,’ he says. ‘But first, I wanna find out why they called you Rodeo.’

I smile at him and bite my lip.

‘Lay down,’ I say.

Evan lays down on the rug, watching me carefully. I gently ease my exhausted body off the table and walk over to him, naked and unashamed, feeling his eyes on my body, Joey’s warm semen tricking down my stomach and hips. I stand over him, one leg on each side, my soaking, aching, well-fucked sex yawning open above him. Then I slowly crouch down. I take his length in one hand as I get into position, straddling him. My sex opens once more and greedily accepts his manhood as I sink down onto him, taking him all the way inside me, until I sit on him. I groan as his member fills me again, so wonderfully deep inside me.

I start to rock back and forth, small movements in my hips, gently grinding his shaft against the inner walls of my vagina, feeling his length touch dozens of different parts of me at once. I moan softly and squeeze my pussy on his length, gripping him tight. He groans beneath me. I start to move faster now, rocking my hips back and forth in quicker movements. I grip his cock tight with my sex and start to fuck him hard and fast. I ride him harder than he’s ever been ridden before, my hips bucking wildly, my body rocking back and forth faster and faster, his cock pumping in and out of me quicker and quicker.

‘Yes!’ I say, gasping the word. ‘Fuck, yes!’

Evan groans and moans trembles beneath me. He thrusts his hips up, trying to match my movements.

‘Jesus Christ!’ Evan says. ‘I’m gonna…’

I keep riding him. Keep fucking him. Keep squeezing him. He cries out one final time and his cock twitches and shudders inside me. I cry out as he erupts inside me, filling me with warm, sticky come. I don’t stop fucking him. His cock throbs and pulses and fills my sex with his load. I moan desperately, my pussy clenching and gripping and squeezing his shaft, trying to get every last drop out.

‘Fuck!’ Evan says, clawing the rug with his hands.

Now I finally slow my movements, gently winding down. I lean forward, feeling his cock ease out of my slit, feeling hot come trickle out of me. I’m gonna regret that later, but right now it feels perfect.

‘That’s why they called me Rodeo,’ I say.

He smiles.

‘That was incredible,’ he says.

‘Twelve seconds,’ Joey says, somewhere behind me. ‘You ain’t lost your touch.’

Once a slut, always a slut.

I carefully climb off Evan and sit on the rug, his warm come tricking out of me. Joey’s sticky spend leaves silvery trails on my body. My pussy feels puffy and inflamed, well-fucked and completely spent.

‘Holy fucking shit,’ Evan says, his chest heaving. ‘You’re fucking incredible.’

Evan raises the camera and snaps one final picture of me, naked and covered in come on the floor of his office.

‘I gotta say,’ he says, ‘you really know how to pay your debts.’

I nod. The moment starts to pass. My arousal begins to subside and fade away. I start to see clearly, like a fog is vanishing before my eyes. Guilt and shame crash down on me like a tidal wave smashing the shore. What have I done? I’m married woman. I just fucked two complete strangers… and I enjoyed it.

I rub my hands over my face, trying to hide my shame from these two men. Joey puts his pants back on and tucks his flaccid penis away. He looks perfectly normal, like nothing happened. Evan stands up and walks to his chair on the other side of the desk. He sits down behind me, still naked.

‘Back to business,’ he says. ‘Like I said, we made a deal. You come back tomorrow and buy this camera from me. If you don’t… we’ll make sure these pictures get around. You understand?’

‘Yes,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless.

‘Great,’ he says. ‘Joey, call the lady a cab.’

Joey takes his cell out of his pocket and dials. He mumbles into the phone quietly. I stand up and carefully put my clothes back on. My underwear is wet from both excitement and Evan’s sticky come. I feel ashamed… and excited. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Evan’s eyes follow me as I finish dressing and check myself out in the reflection of a shiny photo frame. I look presentable enough, I guess. My hair is much crazier than before and my makeup is a little smudged, but nothing about my appearance screams, SLUT!


‘It’ll be here in five minutes,’ Joey says, putting his cell away.

I turn to the desk and gather my scattered possessions. Evan leans back in the chair, watching me, a satisfied smile on his face.

‘You know,’ he says, ‘if you don’t have the money, or you’re unwilling to pay up… we could come to some other arrangement…’

He lets the thought hang in the air. I ignore him and shove my makeup and cellphone and purse back in my bag.

‘I’m married,’ I say in a flat tone.

‘You said that before,’ Evan says. ‘Never seen a married woman enjoy herself so much before.’

I put my bag on my shoulder and turn my back on him.

‘I’ll pay,’ I say. ‘Tomorrow.’

‘I look forward to seeing you again,’ he says from behind.

I walk across the room to the door. I can feel slick heat between my inner thighs, my panties sticky and wet. A reminder of who I am. Joey opens the door and follows me out. We walk back across the casino floor. Only one table is still open, the rest of the room empty and quiet. Nobody looks up as we pass. I wonder if they heard my cries of pleasure. I wonder if they care.

‘Have a good night,’ Joey says as he opens the door back to the bar. He smiles at me politely, like we’re old friends. Like he didn’t just fuck my mouth and my pussy and come over my stomach and thighs.

I say nothing and walk back into the bar. The security goon on this side of the door barely glances up as I pass. The bar is quiet now. Only a couple of people still remain. I check the time. Fuck. It’s after one in the morning.

I walk across the bar to the exit. I feel occasional eyes on my retreating back as I leave. Can these people tell what I did tonight? Do they know what happened back there? Can they see it on my body, or tell by the way I walk? I take a breath and open the front door.

The night air is cold, making my exposed skin prickle and bump. I refuse to go back inside. I don’t want anyone to look at me or ask questions. I feel ashamed of myself for what I did. I feel guilty for cheating on my husband. I feel bad because I enjoyed it. My pussy throbs again, as though reminding me how good it felt to get fucked so hard.

Headlights sweep across the parking lot, catching me in their glare. I hold up my hand and the cab rolls to a stop. I stroll across the uneven concrete and pull open the rear door and slide in.

‘Oh, hey,’ says the driver. ‘We meet again.’ I glance up. It’s the same driver as before. ‘Did you have a good night?’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘The best.’

‘Where you wanna go now?’ he says. ‘Another bar?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘Take me home.’

The car rolls forward. He eases the gas and we pull out onto the street. The bar shrinks away behind us. We head on into the night, away from danger, back toward safety.

The paradox of being a woman in the twenty-first century is that we crave both safety and danger at the same time. Tonight, I had both. I look out through the window at the passing lights. Do I regret what happened? Maybe. I regret going behind my husband’s back. But I don’t regret getting fucked so good. I haven’t felt like this in years. I have been fucked like that in years, either. I guess Tim doesn’t have to know. And I’m not going to tell him.

I lean back into the seat and let my tired body rest.

###


The Cuckold’s Tale:

A Husband’s Humiliation


‘Does this look okay?’ Layla says, gently rubbing her cheek, eyes fixed on the mirror.

I look up from my breakfast and drink her in. As always, she looks spectacular, even though she’s only going to work. Flawless makeup. Dark hair neatly restrained in a ponytail. Smart business outfit – knee-length dress, dark suit jacket, short black heels.

‘Better than okay,’ I say, getting up from the table and walking over to her. ‘You look stunning.’

‘You’re supposed to say that,’ she says, a faint smile on her freshly painted lips. ‘You’re my husband.’

‘Doesn’t mean it’s not true,’ I say, affecting a mock-hurt tone. I slip my arms around her thin waist, watching her reflection. We look so good together. I’m always amazed at how good she looks. Even now, when she’s rushing off to work, she looks like a million bucks. Next to her, I look like a sack of potatoes. How did I get so lucky?

‘What are we doing for dinner tonight?’ she says.

I think about it for a second, watching the beautiful woman in the mirror run a finger around her immaculate lips to check for any smears.

‘Anything you want,’ I say.

‘I might be home late,’ she says. ‘I have a meeting after work. Budget proposal or something.’

‘Aw,’ I say. ‘Stupid meeting. Keeping you away from me.’

She laughs and says, ‘It’s only once a month. And I come home to you straight after, don’t I?’

She stops examining herself in the mirror, finally satisfied with what she sees. I hold her tight, but she doesn’t respond. She doesn’t want to mess up her look.

‘Why don’t you give me a call when you get out?’ I say. ‘I can cook something and have it ready, or you can pick up some takeout on the way. It depends on how you feel.’

‘I’d like it if you cooked,’ she says. ‘You work from home, you might as well be useful.’

She pokes her tongue at me in the mirror and I laugh. In all the years we’ve been together, she’s still the same funny, spirited woman I fell in love with when we held hands and walked through the park in the moonlight. I squeeze her tight, holding her close to me, wishing that she didn’t have to go, that she could stay here with me, stay and spend the whole day in my arms.

‘I gotta go,’ she says, glancing at her watch. ‘I can’t be late.’

I lean in and kiss her. She turns her face at the last second and I plant my wet lips on her cheek.

‘Don’t ruin my face!’ she says, frowning at me and turning the affected cheek toward the mirror. ‘What will my colleagues think if I show up my face all smeared?’

‘They’ll think you have a loving husband who can’t keep his hands off you,’ I say, laughing.

She chuckles and kisses me on the lips, a small, soft peck. I catch a whiff of her scent, her delightful, warm fragrance, and my heart soars. I love everything about this woman.

‘I’ll call you when I finish,’ she says, walking through the hallway, heels clacking against the wooden floor.

‘Can’t wait,’ I say, watching her perfect ass sway side to side as she walks. ‘I love you.’

‘You too, Oliver. Have a great day.’

‘And you, hun.’

She opens the front door and leaves our happy little home. I sigh wistfully and carry on with my day.

Working from home isn’t as exciting as most people seem to believe it is. Sure, I can set my own hours, and lounge around the house in my underwear, and have lunch whenever I like, but it quickly loses its appeal when you realize that your office is in the same space as your bed. I’m a freelance graphic designer, so most of what I do is based around my computer and my tablet. It doesn’t earn that much – not yet, anyway – but Layla makes more than enough for the two of us right now. With no kids to worry about for the time being, we’re comfortable with what we have.

I finish my breakfast and wash the dishes in the sink. Make another coffee. Take the mug through the house to the den. Sit down at my desk. Fire up the laptop.

The first half of the day unfolds like always. I check my emails. Reply to any queries. Check the usual websites for new listings or offers. Chase up the contacts I made in my previous firm for any news or rumors.

Once that’s out of the way, I continue with my latest project, designing a new logo for a local fast food chain. It’s not an especially inspiring piece of work, but it’s going to help pay the bills and get my name out there, so I’m giving it my best. As always, the client is incredibly unhelpful, giving conflicting criteria – ‘make it red, but not too
 red’; ‘we want it distinct and memorable, but also not to look too unusual’; ‘our speciality is chicken, but don’t make it all about the chicken’, etc. – and isn’t sure what they actually want, so I find myself designing five or six different logos that roughly fit the unclear, non-specific template given to me.

I take a break late in the morning, to stretch and walk around the house. The worst part about working from home is how many goddamn distractions there are to occupy my time. The first week I went freelance, I spent almost the whole time playing videogames and masturbating. It was like being back in college again. Layla was less than impressed when she found out, but I convinced her to let me keep trying, and I’ve been slowly growing my brand ever since. It’s hard work, and always a challenge to get ahead, but I’ve never been happier than I am right now, chasing my dream with the woman I love at my side.

Running along one wall in the hallway is a series of photos of the two of us. It was Layla’s idea, and I love it. It runs from left to right, starting with pictures of us as children, progressing through our youths, then intertwining as we met and became friends and fell in love. This expands off to the right of the hallway, cataloging our relationship and the adventures we’ve had as man and wife. In the center of this stunning collage is the largest photo of all – our wedding picture. We smile toward the camera, eyes gleaming with happiness, wide grins on our bright, excited faces. I look like James Bond – and handsome as fuck – in my dark suit and deep red tie, and Layla shines like she’s made of starlight in her pristine white wedding dress, the pearl beading catching the flash of the camera just right, her ruby-red lips as kissable then as they are today.

I love walking through this hallway. It always brings a smile to my face to see how far we’ve come. It always fills me with delight to wonder how much further our path will take us. What other pictures will we hang on this wall in a year? In two years? Where will we hang the pictures of our inevitably gorgeous children? Our grandchildren?

I stop daydreaming and make another coffee in the kitchen. Thank God for coffee. I don’t know what I would without nigh-unlimited access to caffeine. Back when I worked in an office and coffee breaks were monitored, I used to sneak in a thermos and keep it full throughout the day. Glad I don’t have to suffer that bullshit anymore. Now my only worries come from clients who specialize in chicken burgers but don’t want that reflected in their logo.

The world outside is quiet and still. Just another weekday morning in this part of suburbia. Moms and dads at work. Kids in school. Stay-at-home soccer moms flirting with delivery men. I walk out of the kitchen with my mug of precious caffeine and walk back through the house, glancing at our photo in the hallway as I pass. Layla smiles at me in her wedding dress, perfectly happy. I blow her a kiss and return to my desk. The various logo designs stare up at me from my artist’s tablet – not too red, not too distinct and not too chicken-focussed – waiting for me to submit them to the client.

I sit back down at my desk and upload the logos to my personal cloud server. That way I can finalize them on my laptop before I email them across to the client. Each logo looks like it could be The One. Can I re-use logos for other clients? I hope so. If not, I’ll need to re-write the contract I created.

After a few minutes, all the logos are uploaded to the cloud, ready for passing to the client. I put the tablet to one side and grab my mug. I raise the mug to my lips and sniff the hot coffee, nostrils tingling from the thick, strong scent of caffeine.

Then three things happen at once.

First, there is a strange, sudden sound. A small but definite chink
. The sound of ceramic tearing away from ceramic.

Secondly, the hand holding the mug inexplicably grows lighter. The change in weight is so sudden that my hand jerks upwards a little, as it’s been pulled toward the ceiling by a powerful magnet.

Thirdly, a cry of shock and horror and wordless frustration escapes my throat, torn out like the wail of a dying man.

Before I am even really aware what is happening, the handle breaks off the mug. The mug drops like a rock onto my desk. Onto my laptop. It tilts in the air, landing hard on the keyboard, one edge crashing down first. The mug bounces, ejecting scalding coffee on the first impact, spraying more as it rises back into the air by an inch or two. I watch it all in slow motion, unable to stop the scene from unfolding. Now the mug turns in the air, more coffee flying out like blood splatter from a severed artery, coating the desk, the laptop, the walls, the floor, everything.

I grab the mug and pull it back from the laptop, but it’s already too late. There is a soft pop
, an electronic buzz
, and the screen turns black, the motors and fans grinding to a halt forever.

I curse and scream in anger, wiping at the pools of spilled coffee with my bare hands, the boiling liquid scalding my skin. I yell in pain and realize that I’m still holding the broken mug handle. Steam or smoke – or the devil himself – rises out from between the waterlogged keys of my laptop. I run through the house and toss the broken, worthless, traitorous mug into the sink. It shatters, shards bouncing off the metal basin. I grab a towel and run back through the house, not pausing to glance at my wife’s smiling face for maybe the first time in my entire life. By the time I reach the laptop, the smoke has dissipated. I dab the keyboard with the towel, hoping and praying that this will somehow undo the damage that’s already been caused, hoping and praying that it’s not too late, hoping and praying that I haven’t just destroyed my only means of support.

I mop and dab and rub the keys until the towel is damp in my hands and I can’t see any more liquid on the outside of the machine. I swallow and touch the power button.

Nothing happens.

‘Fuck!’ I say, my cry of anger echoing in the silent house. I dab the keyboard again, as though this will solve all my problems, and try again.

Still nothing.

My faithful laptop, my humble companion, my source of income, is dead.

****

A minute passes. Or maybe it’s an hour. Or a year. I don’t know. I slump in my faux-leather office chair, defeated, heartbroken, furious. I feel like crying, but nothing comes. I feel numb and empty, like I’ve just been informed of a dead family member.

‘Fuck,’ I say again, the word sounding so bitter and full of spite. ‘God fucking dammit
.’

Now what the fuck am I supposed to do? My entire business is online. Without my computer, I’m nothing. My client is expecting the templates to be delivered today.

Fuck.

I skulk back through the house and toss the wet towel into the washing machine. I try to focus on the positives. At least I managed to upload the logos to the cloud first. I can still access them. All I need is another computer. But I don’t have the time or the money for that.

Another idea blossoms in my head like a beautiful flower in the sunlight

Layla has a laptop.

But where?

I grab my phone and call her, heart racing, begging her to please answer, please answer, please answer
…

She picks up on the fifth ring. I hear a little background noise – voices, phones, footsteps – and then the soft click
 of a closing door cuts the other sounds out.

‘Hey,’ she says, sounding a little uneasy. I don’t usually call her at work, so maybe she’s thinking that something’s wrong. ‘What’s up, Oliver?’

I open my mouth. Can’t find the words.

‘Oli?’ she says. Concern in her voice now. ‘Are you okay?’

‘I’m fine,’ I say, my voice strangely wooden.

‘What’s wrong?’

‘Do you, uh… do you know where your laptop is?’ I say. ‘Did you need it today?’

There is a pause. I can picture her on the other end of the line, brow creasing in concentration, a soft pink tongue gently touching the corner of her mouth as she thinks.

‘I think it’s under the bed,’ she says. ‘I haven’t used it for a day or two… why?’

‘I fucked up,’ I say, shoulder slumping in defeat. I tell her my story, tell her how the mug broke in my hands, how my laptop smoked and died in front of me.

‘Shit,’ she says, and I know that she’s just closed her eyes and put a hand to her forehead in frustration. She always does that when she’s trying to stay calm. ‘Okay. Fine. Fuck. We’ll deal with that later. I haven’t got time right now. But you can borrow mine for today.’

‘Thank you.’

‘Just…’ she pauses. Maybe she’s glancing through the window of her office, making sure nobody can hear her. ‘Just don’t look at porn on my computer, okay? I use it for work. The last thing I need is to make a presentation and your search history displayed on the projector.’

‘Hey!’ I say, as amused as I am wounded. ‘I wouldn’t do that.’

‘I’ve seen what you watch,’ she says, and I can hear a smile in her voice. ‘I don’t want my bosses thinking I’m some kind of pervert.’

I laugh, relief flooding me.

‘Please don’t spill anything on my computer,’ she says.

‘I won’t.’

‘I gotta go. Love you.’

The phone clicks off in my ear. I let out a long sigh of relief. All is not lost. I can still do this.

I head upstairs to our bedroom and retrieve the laptop from under Layla’s side of the bed, nestled between boxes of stuff we promised we would sort and forgotten pairs of underwear. I brush a thin layer of dust off the case and carry it back downstairs and put it on top of my own closed, dead computer. The laptop boots up as soon as I touch the button and asks for a password. I think for a second. What’s my wife’s password?

I enter the date of our wedding and the laptop comes to life. Her background picture is another photo of us smiling together a few minutes after we officially became man and wife. It’s not exactly the same as the photo in the hallway, but it was taken around the same time, from a different angle. My heart warms to see it. What a wonderful day that was.

I shake myself out of my daze and do what I need to do. I access the cloud. Retrieve my templates. Draft an email to the client. Attach the files in a zip folder for ease of sending. Re-read the email. Adjust a typo. Send the email.

Then I lean back in my creaking office chair and rub the heels of my hands over my face. What a fucking morning. What the fuck else can go wrong today?

I close down all my work windows and look at Layla’s background photo. Our wedding day. Her smiling, happy face. My gleaming eyes. Her sparkling dress. I can’t help but smile when I see it.

Three years as boyfriend and girlfriend had led to that moment, to our commitment. It felt like a dream. Watching walk down the aisle was the most surreal, wonderful moment of my life. I just wish I could remember more of the day. Not only did the whole thing seem to pass like a blur, but I ended up getting drunk during the reception. My groomsmen plied me with liquor in the morning – ‘to calm the nerves’, they said – and it was a slow, steady descent into drunkenness from there. Champagne, beer, shots, more liquor – you name it, a glass of it was put in my hand. I have a vague recollection of our first dance – slow, passionate, the feel of her body pressing into mine, her eyes shining with love and happiness – but after that, all I have are fragments. My best man trying to flirt with the maid of honor, who was pregnant with her then-boyfriend’s baby. Layla’s father trying to out-dance my dad to the sound of classic party anthems. My brother making out with someone’s recently-divorced aunt. It was a blast and a blur and I wish I could remember more.

Layla told me the next day that she ended up putting me to bed about an hour or so before the end of the party. She still loves to tease me about it, even now, six years later. Every anniversary, she’ll look at her watch at around ten PM and say, ‘Well done, honey, by this time on our wedding day, you were drooling into a pillow
’ and her eyes will flash with mischief. I don’t think she’ll ever let me live it down. The next day, we were both so hungover that we still
 couldn’t officially consummate our union. We didn’t make love as man and wife until we arrived at our hotel in Maui, two days after our wedding. But that’s a very different story, and we didn’t take any photos to commemorate that
 particular night.

The blurred, hectic memories stir something inside me. What happened to all our photos from the wedding? Sure, we have the elegant photo album provided as part of the photographer’s deluxe package – stored somewhere in the closet, I think – but there were hundreds of pictures taken on the day. We made a point of collecting them all together so we had a massive compilation of every photo our guests took on the day.

Shit, was that on my computer? My heart almost explodes at the thought that I might have lost all our wedding pictures, but I think Layla also had a copy of the files.

I open up her documents to check, clicking through archives and sub-folders until I find what I’m looking for. A file marked, Our Wedding
, with the date we got married.

Thank Christ
. I don’t know what I would do if this was all destroyed.

My fingers double-click on the file and the screen is filled with dozens of smaller folders, each neatly organized by the name of the guest who took the pictures. I open a random file and examine the contents, dozens of thumbnail images chronologically recording our day. I close it and open another and scroll down. There are a lot of pictures of the reception, photos of things I don’t remember, like Layla and the bridal party performing a line dance while the DJ applauds in the background. Man, I wish I hadn’t gotten so drunk and missed out.

I keep scrolling, seeing the names of our guests beneath each file. Then I stop suddenly, frowning. Something isn’t right. I scroll back up a little. One name stands out among all the rest. A file named Morgan Daniels
.

I don’t know anyone by that name. I don’t recall ever
 knowing anyone by that name. Was it one of Layla’s friends? I don’t think so. I don’t remember writing out an invitation in that name, or seeing them on the table plan, or greeting any of the evening guests with that name. Yeah, I was wasted by that time of the night, but I’m good with names.

But there’s something else that bugs me. I’m sure that I have all the same photos on my laptop, and I’ve never seen this file before. The name jumps out at me like a deer on the highway. Who the fuck is Morgan Daniels? More to the point, what photos did he take?

Curious, I click on the file. There is a few seconds’ delay, then a box appears on the screen, asking for a password.

‘Huh?’ I say, staring at the blinking cursor. We haven’t password-protected any of our pictures, ever. Why is this one different?

I enter the date of our wedding and hit the enter key.

The password is rejected.

‘What the fuck?’ I say, now really curious as to what’s going on. Part of me wants to call Layla and ask, but another of me feels bad for snooping, as crazy as that is. How can a husband snoop through his own wedding pictures?

I take a moment to think, trying to recall all the old passwords Layla used to have when we first started dating. I enter the name of her old high school.

Rejected.

I curse under my breath and lean back in my chair. One more chance before the file is locked until it can be accessed by an administrator. I should stop trying to open it. I should close the laptop and make some lunch or go for a run or do anything else with my day.

But I have
 to know who this person is and what pictures they took at our wedding.

I try one more password. The PIN number of Layla’s credit card, the one she doesn’t think I know about.

The password box disappears and the file opens, the screen littered with thumbnail images of the contents. I can make out what looks to be Layla in her wedding dress, but the thumbnails are too small to make out much else.

Despite that, I know one thing for certain – I have never seen these pictures before.

I click on the first thumbnail. The picture enlarges to size of the laptop screen, filling my vision.

It’s Layla. In her wedding dress. Smiling – no, laughing – happily at the camera. It looks as though she was walking and turned back to react to something funny. She looks directly into the camera, directly into my eyes.

She’s walking down a hallway. It looks like the wide, well-maintained hallway of the hotel where we got married earlier that day. She looks beautiful, but a little drunk – I recognize the look in her eyes and the smile on her face and the angle of her body as the camera snaps on her, mid-stagger, mid-turn.

I frown. Why haven’t I seen this before? Why was it hidden behind a password? It’s a lovely picture – I can clearly see how delighted, how beautiful, how excited she is. Again, I wonder who took the picture.

I click to the next picture. This one was taken a few seconds after the first. Layla faces the camera fully, her pretty face creased with laughter. There’s a clock on the wall of the hallway in the background, blurry and indistinct, but I squint and it looks like the time in the photo is either half past midnight or six. I’m gonna go with the first. That makes this particular set of pictures the last ones taken on the day of our wedding. Everyone should have gone by this time, riding home in cabs, or fast asleep in other rooms around the hotel. Who stayed this late to take pictures of Layla staggering back to the bridal suite?

I click through the next three or four pictures. They form a slideshow of Layla turning her back to the camera and walking ahead, passing closed doors in the hotel.

Then one picture makes me stop dead. It’s Layla, standing outside the bridal suite, the room she and I shared that night. A sign on the door reads Mr & Mrs
 and she stands next to the sign, holding a finger to her grinning lips, her eyes returning the flash of the camera. Behind that door, I am fast asleep, practically comatose from all the liquor people insisted on buying for me.

I begin to feel a little nervous. Did Layla bring someone back to our room to photograph my drunk, snoring ass? Is that why she’s never shown me this set of pictures? I can imagine her bringing these out sometime, without warning, like during our tenth anniversary dinner. Hey, honey, this is how you spent our wedding night, remember?


But the next picture does not show Layla sneaking into the bridal suite or my slobbering, drooling face. The next picture shows Layla walking backwards along the hallway, gesturing to the camera with a curled finger, still with that excited smile on her face, leaving the bridal suite behind.

The picture after that is my wife standing in someone else’s hotel room, hands on her hips, posing for the camera, her dress gleaming like moonbeams in the shutter flash.

I pause again, fingers bunched over the keyboard, a nagging, gnawing dread forming in my stomach, worming its way through my coiling guts. Why did my wife go into someone else’s hotel room? Why is she posing for the camera like that? Why is she smiling that excited, happy smile? I know that face very well – it’s the face she makes when she’s in the mood to be naughty. The face she makes before she starts to nuzzle my neck. The face she makes before the two of us get intimate.

My guts twist again. I’ve never had any reason to doubt my wife. Not once. She’s never lied to me in all the years we’ve known each other. But here I’m staring at something she’s never told me about. Not just allowing someone to photograph her in a different hotel room, but the whole thing – hiding the photos on her computer, locking them behind a password – it’s all so totally unlike her. She can’t have simply forgotten about this set of photos because she shared every other file with me, and she also went to the trouble of password-protecting this one folder.

Maybe, I tell myself, trying to fight the panic that rises up in me like a cobra preparing to fend off an attacker, maybe it’s a lot more innocent than that. Maybe she just wanted a few more photos of the dress, for prosperity’s sake. A little keepsake of how beautiful and stunning and happy she looked on her wedding day.

But I know that’s not right. I know there’s something else going on here.

I click to the next photo and gasp.

The camera has moved closer now, Layla’s upper half the focus of the picture. She’s smiling, eyes flashing with excitement, her face still alive with lust. But her hands are in front of her, cupping her breasts, pushing them up, the top half now threatening to spill out of her corset, the dark pink circles of her areolas just visible beneath the sheer white fabric. It’s sensual, playful, erotic and someone else took this picture
.

There is no other way to look at it. There is no way this could be innocent. I’m not viewing this wrong, or misinterpreting the image, or jumping to conclusions. My wife is playfully smiling at someone behind the camera and pushing her breasts up in a sexy, seductive way that she’s done for me many, many times before. It’s one of her signature moves, alongside biting her lip with an innocent, sexy expression, and wiggling her butt at me.

I reach out to click the next photo, but can’t bring myself to do it. I push back from the desk and stand up. I pace the room like an animal in a cage, glancing at the screen over and over, hoping to see something different in the photo.

But it doesn’t change. My wife continues to stare at me with excited, lusty eyes, smiling as she pushes her breasts up from below.

A million thoughts explode in my mind at once. Who took the photo? Why did this happen? What was she thinking? Why has she never mentioned this to me? What’s in the rest of the photos?

I stop pacing, struck by the thought. There were a lot of pictures in this folder, and I’ve only seen the first few. There’s a lot more that I still haven’t seen yet.

My guts clench. My heart sinks down to my heels. My eyes gloss over, blinding me for a moment.

I put my hands over my face and try to think for a moment. To clear the air. To breathe.

Maybe this somehow isn’t what it looks like. Right now, it looks like my wife went into a hotel room with some unknown person at the end of our wedding day and allowed this unknown person to take sexy pictures of her. Maybe that’s not right. Maybe – just maybe – there’s an innocent explanation to all of this.

For instance, maybe she had some sexy photos taken as a memento for me. After all, I was supposed to be awake and lucid enough at this point to help her out of the dress and into bed for the first time, so this could be her way of cataloging the moment for me. Or maybe this is a sexy gift she plans to give me as a surprise, like those erotic photoshoots couples can arrange for one another.

But if that’s the case, why hasn’t she shown me these pictures before now? Wouldn’t our first anniversary have been the best time to surprise me with these sexy images? Besides, I once jokingly asked her if she was into the idea of taking naughty pictures for each other and she wrinkled her nose in disgust.

‘Why would you want someone else to see me like that?’ she said.

Now I know that someone else has
 seen her like that. Someone else followed her through the hotel, snapping pictures of her and making her laugh, took her intto a room and got her to pose in a sexy way. Someone else has seen a side of my wife that only I, and maybe a couple of high school boyfriends, have seen.

I look at the picture again. Layla’s seductive face illuminates the room. I know what I need to do. I need to close the image. Close the folder. Turn off the laptop. Go for a walk. Under no circumstances should I keep looking through these pictures. There might be things I don’t want to see. Things I can never unsee. Things that will haunt me forever.

I walk back to the desk on feet that feel as heavy as lead. I lift my hand with great effort and concentration and touch the mousepad.

My finger betrays me and clicks to the next image.

If I thought the previous photo was bad, this one is far, far worse.

Layla’s bare breasts now spill out of her wedding dress. She cups them with her hands and pushes them together, like she does on those rare occasions when I’m about to erupt all over her body. Her expression is almost the same – delight, excitement, lust – but her eyes gleam with triumph. My heart leaps up from my heels into my throat and falls all the way back down again. I try to look away but I can’t. My eyes are drawn to her naked breasts, the breasts I know so well, the breasts I love to gently tease with my tongue, the pink nipples that I love to suck to full hardness, the sensitive skin she loves me biting.

My wife.

Her bare breasts.

An anonymous hotel room.

Some unknown person taking pictures.

I pinch myself. I’m not dreaming. This is real. This is really, really, very fucking real.

It feels like the wooden floor beneath my chair is opening up and I’m falling into an endless pit. How could this have happened? How could she have done this to me – on our fucking wedding day
, no less?

But one question rises above all the others in my mind:


Who took the pictures
?

Someone at our wedding. That’s who.

I can’t stomach this information. This knowledge. This betrayal.

The photos were taken around eight fucking hours after I put the ring on her finger – the ring that now glints in the flash of the camera as she poses with her firm breasts pushed together to make a tempting target. We stood up in front of my friends. Her friend. Co-workers. Our families. Everyone we knew and loved. We stood up in front of them all and swore to love one another always. We read vows to each other to prove our love and loyalty. We exchanged rings. We kissed as everyone we loved watched and applauded.

Eight fucking hours later, I’m passed out drink and she’s flashing her tits to someone else in a hotel room. Flashing her tits to someone who was at our wedding. Someone who applauded when we kissed and congratulated us and bought us both a drink.


Someone we both knew
.

Maybe it’s all a misunderstanding. Maybe she was drunk and fooling around with her bridesmaids – I remember that her friend Jess always got a bit touchy-feely after a few drinks. Maybe that’s all this is. Just a misunderstanding. There’s no way. No way.

I click on the next photo, hand trembling, stomach twisting and churning, my breakfast threatening to make a reappearance.

The next picture shatters my thin hope.

It’s a close-up of my wife’s beautiful bare breasts, her slender fingers toying with the mounds, pushing them together, firm nipples pointing right at the camera. But now there is a third hand in the frame. The hand of the person holding the camera. It is a man’s hand. Thick wrist dotted with strands of dark hair. Black watch strap. It’s a big hand. Big and powerful. It almost covers Layla’s entire breast. My own hands aren’t big enough for that.

This man’s hand – the hand of the cameraman, the man who followed my wife into this hotel room just a few doors down from the bridal suite – is placed on Layla’s bare breast.

A cry of wordless shock and horror and frustration escapes my lips. I grab the desk with both hands, holding on for dear life, terrified that I might suddenly fall backwards and collapse.

The screen blurs for a moment as tears fill my eyes. How could she do this to me? To us
? Why did she do this to me? Was she drunk? Did someone take advantage of her?

I don’t know the answers to any of those questions. But, from the look of the previous photos, it seemed that my wife was pretty drunk. It didn’t look like anyone was forcing her to do anything. She was walking ahead of the camera, leading this man into this room for this reason.

Another thought suddenly hits me, the worst, most devastating thought yet:

Has she done this before?

A wave of nausea slams into me like a collapsing building. My breakfast rises in my throat. I stagger back from the desk and stumble through the house and fall on my knees in the bathroom, dry heaving into the toilet.

My wife.

Someone else’s hand.

While I slept.

Maybe not for the first time.

I stay where I am, breathing long and deep – in through the nose, out through the mouth, all that shit you’re supposed to do to calm down – until finally the feeling passes. Then I sit on the bathroom floor for a long, long time, staring at nothing. All I can see is the image of a strange man’s hand groping my wife – my new
 wife, my wife of eight fucking hours
 – and giving her breast a playful squeeze.

I feel like crying. Like wailing. Like punching a hole in the bathroom wall and tearing this house down with my bare hands. Our life together was built on a lie. I don’t know what hurts more – the fact that someone else touched parts of Layla that were meant exclusively for me, or that they did it before
 I had that pleasure as a husband.

My ass starts to feel numb and cold from sitting on the floor. I get to my feet and walk back through the house. I stop in the hallway, staring at the photo in the center of the collage, at Layla’s gleaming face as we posed as man and wife for the first time.

‘Did you know?’ I ask the photo. ‘Did you know that you were going to do this to me when this was taken?’

I walk back to the laptop, dragging my feet like a man approaching the gallows, hoping to delay the inevitable, trying desperately to stay alive just a few moments longer. The picture is still there, frozen on the screen, captured for prosperity for all time. My wife’s body and the man’s caressing hand.

I need to know who that is. I need to know who touched my wife. How many other people know? Were there other men in that room, standing behind the camera, watching my wife push her breasts out of the wedding dress? The thought sends a stab of pain through my stomach. What would be worse than one man touching my wife? More than one.

The next few pictures unfold like a slideshow. The camera pulls back, Layla in the center of the frame, the middle of the room, her beauty glowing among the shadows thrown by a dim lamp. She turns, her face glancing back over her shoulder in that way I always find so sexy and pulls at the lace bow on the back of her dress. I click through the pictures, watching my wife slowly take off the wedding dress, piece by slow, deliberate piece.

I watch my wife performing a strip show for the camera. For the other man. She laughs in drunken delight, eyes gleaming, clearly enjoying herself.

Until she stands in the center of the room, almost totally naked, hand on her hips, in nothing more than her wedding lingerie. The wedding lingerie I didn’t see until Maui, two days later. The wedding lingerie I made her keep on the whole time we made love – and the time after that, and the time after that, too. Now I know that, by the time I laid eyes on her beautiful white stockings and matching garter belt and stiletto heels, someone else had already seen them.

‘Fuck,’ I say, the word full of defeat and hopelessness. I didn’t think it could actually get worse. I didn’t think it was possible to feel this small, this humbled, this embarrassed. But my eyes fix on my wife’s immaculately made-up face and I see the excitement and lust and erotic longing in her expression and I know this rabbit hole is going to go down a long way further still.

How much am I prepared to endure? I already feel like my insides have been scrambled and my heart has been stamped into the dust. I’ve come this far. If I stop, if I walk away, I’ll never know for certain what else happened that night. The thoughts will drive me crazy. Not knowing will haunt me forever. My mind will fill in the blanks and the images will punish me every waking second and come to me in my dreams. There will be no escape from that kind of torment.

Part of me hopes that this is the last picture. Maybe this man – this stranger – was trying to help my wife out of her complex, layered corset and she was drunk enough to let him photograph the whole thing. And touch her breast. In an empty hotel room. While I slept a few doors down. Maybe.

I click to the next picture and the rabbit hole turns into a fissure around me. I fall to the center of the earth. A low groan of pain tears out of my throat.

My wife is on her knees. The photo is taken from above, from the view of the man standing above her. Layla’s mouth is open, tongue out, like a panting dog. Her face is set in an expression of wild, unfathomable lust. I know the faces she makes when she gets horny. I know the faces she makes when she’s drunk. I know the faces she makes when she gets both drunk and horny. I have never
 seen her look at me the way she looks into the camera in this picture. The longing. The hunger. The lust. The excitement.

There is only one reason why my drunk, horny wife would be on her knees in wedding lingerie. The knife in my stomach becomes a skewer, tearing a hole right through me. I hope and pray to all the gods of all the religions that I’m wrong.

‘Please,’ I say in a quivering voice, ‘please, baby… don’t…’

The next photo damn near kills me.

My beautiful wife, the woman I married eight short hours before this picture was taken, is looking up into the camera, eyes rolling with primal satisfaction, with her pretty, ruby-red lips – the lips that kissed me in front of our friends and family – wrapped around a hard, thick penis.

A thin, reedy, high-pitched strangling noise slips out of my throat. Why? How? Who? What the fuck
 just happened to my life? Everything I know is wrong. Everything I thought was true is a fucking lie. My wife – loyal, faithful, committed, happy, loving, caring – sucked another man’s cock on our wedding night, while I slept just a few rooms away
.

I can’t look away. My stomach churns like a tornado, my innards tossed about like a house torn from its foundations. The skewer runs right through my gut, twists, and pulls back out. My heart dissolves inside my chest as though it has been dumped in acid.

Layla looks at me through half-lidded eyes glazed with satisfaction, her ruby-red lips stretched to receive their prize. All I can see of her – bastard, conspirator, betrayer, fucker
 – partner is the few inches of his manhood that haven’t entered her mouth yet.


Yet
.

I stare at the cock protruding from my wife’s ravenous lips, as though it can tell me the identity of the man responsible for defiling my marriage less than eight hours after it started. I have no idea who it belongs to. Most of the guests were white, but a handful of our closest black friends came along for the reception. The cock thrust defiantly into my wife’s eight-hours-married mouth is neither white nor black. It looks to be a vague tan in color, almost olive skin. That only raises more questions. Did someone go on vacation before our wedding? I don’t remember. But if someone went on vacation, why would his cock be tanned as well? It doesn’t make sense.

Was it one of the hotel’s employees? That thought hits me like a surprise uppercut to the jaw. What if it wasn’t one of our guests? Maybe one of the hotel employees – the very people who were helping us get married that afternoon – watched my new wife get a little too drunk and took her to a quiet room and took advantage of her.

That still leaves me with one horrible, awful question. Why did my wife, my darling, my soulmate, let him do this to her? How could she sink to her knees – in her goddamn wedding lingerie, no less – and suck another man’s cock while her husband slept a few doors away?

I click through the next few pictures, forcing myself to go on, to get to the end of the stream. My wife passionately devours the cock in her mouth, all while looking directly into the camera. Directly into my eyes. Sometimes the entire shaft is buried in her mouth and her eyes are watering with the effort of keeping it in place. Sometimes she’s slobbering over the tip, her lips and chin glistening with spit in the camera glare. In one or two pictures, she’s enthusiastically sucking his full, heavy balls, his length draped over her face like the veil I lifted to kiss her that same afternoon.

Two things are horribly, stomach-churningly apparent to me as I view these pictures. Firstly, Layla is really enjoying herself. Over the course of the pictures, the drunken look in her eyes transforms into one of total erotic joy. She’s not just sucking this man’s cock. She’s making love to it with her mouth. She’s loving the camera, too, always focussing her eyes directly into the lens when she’s not concentrating on sucking him off.

The second thing that becomes apparent to me is the one that hurts far, far more than my wife’s gleaming eyes, satisfied smile, or obvious pleasure. It’s the fact that the cock buried in her throat – and slathered across her face, and gently resting on her willing tongue – is so much
 bigger than mine.

Jealousy rears its head in my brain like a creature awakened from the deep. Masculine impotence floods my body, that competitive, primal part of my brain screaming for justice. He didn’t just defile my bride. He made her enjoy
 being defiled. He made her undress and get to her knees and suck his huge, thick cock and he took photos of her smiling face while she did it all.

A fire ignites inside me, and I finally feel something stirring, some overwhelming emotion that lances through the cloud of raw, numb pain. Anger. At him. At her. At myself.

At him for having such a large cock and for giving it to my wife. At her for being so obviously delighted at receiving such a gift. At myself for getting my pathetic ass drunk and failing to prevent this appalling scene from playing out.

The next few pictures are different. The scene has moved to the hotel bed. My wife sits on the bed, legs wide open, her glistening, freshly waxed, pink and puffy sex fully displayed for the camera. She is laughing at something, some joke told before the shutter snapped. Then she is laying on the bed, legs still open, the camera moving closer, the man standing above her, the shadow of his cock falling over her slender body. Then a close-up of my wife’s face, mouth open in an O of shock and pleasure and delight. The O-shape I know very well. The O-shape her mouth makes when I enter her.

Anger bubbles in my gut like lava preparing to spew from a volcano. This man is fucking her. This stranger behind the camera is fucking my new wife. This asshole and his big, thick cock are ruining my bride two full days before I had the chance to do the same. Fuck. Fuck
!

The next picture makes my jaw drop. I stare at the screen with wide, uncomprehending eyes, a gasp catching in my throat, unable to believe what I am seeing.

The big, thick, glistening cock that fucks my wife’s tight, pink pussy is doing so bare. No condom. Layla and I have only just recently switched our method of birth control. I never experienced my wife’s bare slit until maybe seven or eight months back, but this man fucked her – without a condom – years
 before me. I doubt a latex sheathe would even fit him, but the sight makes what’s left of my twisted, skewered, melted insides pool out onto the floor through the gaping hole in my stomach.

Layla’s womanhood – the pussy I know so intimately; the taste; the shape; the feel; the way the lips grip my hard cock – flowers at this massive new intrusion, soaking wet with lust, sparkling in the camera flash. Streaks of her juices already cover the few inches of his cock that have just withdrawn – or are just about the re-enter – her aching, yearning slit. Her entrance grips him like a fist, lips visibly stretched wider than I’ve ever seen before, as his naked length invades her wanton, willing, wild body.

This man fucked my wife bare in some hotel room more than forty-eight hours before I had the chance to claim her as my own.

Suddenly, I get flashes of memories, little fragments that I thought were long forgotten. Pieces of a jigsaw puzzle now resurface in my mind, the picture they make suddenly very different to what I once knew.

There was a few hours’ gap the day after we got married, after we finished packing for the Maui honeymoon, when I tried to get intimate with Layla. She politely turned me down, saying that she was too hungover to enjoy it and wanted our first time – our first married
 time – to be special. When we finally got into bed together and began to softly, sensually, undress on another, she stopped me from licking her sex. I remember being a little confused by this at the time – she loves being pleasured – but I was too horny to question it. Now I realize that she didn’t want me to see her pussy, maybe in case I realized something was different, that her entrance was stretched, or that she had already been fucked recently. When she climbed on top of me and slid my manhood inside for the first time as her husband, I asked if it felt different. She hesitated for a second or two, before replying, ‘Yes
.’ Now I finally know why she hesitated.

I click to the next image, my fingers slamming on the mousepad like a lead weight. I’ve never felt so angry or hollow or dead inside before, and never all three at the same time like this.

The next few pictures show him fucking my bride, an enthusiastically photographed slideshow. I can imagine his finger pulsing on the shutter button, eagerly preserving this moment for all time. His huge cock slides in and out of my wife, sometimes frozen in crystal clarity, every ridge and vein and twitch perfectly capture, Layla’s slick juices oozing down his massive shaft; sometimes the image is blurry with the speed and power of his movement as he slams his length inside her.

I pause on a shot of my wife’s face. Her head is tilted up, looking into the camera, into the eyes of her lover. Her face is a set in a mixture of pleasure, shock, and lust. Mouth half-open, half-stretched in a grimace as this man fills her like she’s never been filled before. Eyes shining, wet with passion. Eyebrows curled both up and down in that way I adore
.

This man didn’t just defile my bride. He made her love every second.

Picture after picture washes over me, but I am numb to the shock by now. Each image is a knife wound to my aching heart. I watch the images flow past my unseeing eyes, watching as my wife moans and writhes and gives herself to this man, watching as he enters her over and over and over, watching as he fucks her harder and deeper and longer than I ever have before. As the pictures unfold, beads of sweat appear on my wife’s body, her skin glistening with the force of his lovemaking. No, not lovemaking. This isn’t a passionate act. It’s rough and hard and forceful. This isn’t sex. It’s pure, unadulterated fucking
.

Then they change positions. Layla is no longer on her back, but up on her knees, bending over and presenting herself to the camera. I can clearly see how wet and open and well-fucked her pussy is in the first picture. She even holds herself open, her perfectly manicured nails gripping her tight ass cheeks. The wedding ring gleams like a star as she presents her swollen, puffy, throbbing sex to the other man.

After that, this scene unfolds much as I thought it would. The man fucks her from behind, stuffing his thick cock in her again and again. Sometimes he pulls Layla’s hair, making her back arch. Sometimes he has a hand on the back of her neck. Sometimes the camera focusses on a red handprint on her ass cheek.

This last sight hits me the hardest. She doesn’t like it when I spank her. The last time I tried, she almost pulled away from me and said that if I ever hit her again, our sex life would be over. But here she is, in several thousand pixels of perfect clarity, with several big red handprints on her tight ass, and she hasn’t done anything about it.

Who the fuck is this woman? Who the fuck have I married?

I click to the next picture and stop. This picture is different. They’ve moved around the bed. She’s still bent over, still letting this big-cocked stranger pound her and spank her and take her roughly from behind, but now they’re looking into a large mirror at the side of the bed. At the bottom of the picture is my wife’s bare back, but the main focus of the shot is the reflection of these two lovers. I can clearly see my wife’s face, and her expression of sheer, unadulterated, orgasmic pleasure. I can see her fingers clawing at the bed, mouth open in a cry of bliss, eyes rolling back with the power of her need. And, behind her, I can see him
.

Most of him, anyway.

The camera and the bright flash obscure his face, but I can see his naked torso, rising above my wife’s ass like a monolith carved from rock. His body is lean, tight. Not muscular, but fit. The body of an athlete, not a lifter. There’s a tattoo on his side. Some kind of symbol I can’t make out.

Acidic rage continues to bubble in my stomach. I’ve never hated anyone as much as I hate this man right now. This man who fucked my wife on our wedding day. This man who stretched my bride with his big, thick cock. This man who entered my wife without a condom – before I even had the pleasure myself – and made her pull these delighted, intensely passionate faces.

‘Fuck!’ I say, in a harsh bark. ‘Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!’

I slam my fist on the desk, rocking the entire frame. The laptop wobbles and I fight the urge to hurl the damned machine across the room and stamp on the pieces. I grit my teeth together and continue to click through the pictures, my eyes red with strain, too horrified and angry to cry.

The man with the big cock continues to fuck my new bride in front of the mirror for a few more photos. Layla clearly enjoys it. I can see her rapturous expression in the reflection as she takes every long, hard stroke of this stranger’s eager cock. I click through, wishing for this nightmare to end, watching the photos unfold. Sometimes the mirror is the focus. Sometimes Layla’s bare, pounding ass is the focus. Sometimes the focus is a nasty close up of this huge, thick manhood, glistening with her lust, slick with her excitement, soaked in her juices. I can tell from the motion blur that he’s fucking her really, really hard. Maybe harder than I’ve ever fucked her myself.

Then, just as I think it can’t possibly get any worse, any more rage-inducing, any more stomach-churning or humiliating or soul-destroying, I come to the last set of photos in the series.

Layla is back on her knees, next to the bed, face shiny with sweat, eyes glazed, looking exhausted and delighted.

‘No…’ I say, dreading what I think I’m about to see.

She smiles up at the camera, into my eyes, into her lover’s face, as he aims his thick cock directly at her lips.

‘No…’

She licks the tip. Gently. Lovingly. Still looking straight at me.

‘No…’

A spurt of white come erupts from the tip of his cock, caught mid-spray, the movement blurred, my wife still looking straight up, not quite aware that he has reached his climax.

‘No!’

My wife smiles gleefully, eyes closed, with the glob of come splattering her beautiful face. I have never done this with her. Not even once. She told me it was disgusting. She hardly even lets me finish in her mouth. But here she is, on her knees, letting this bastard – this motherfucking bastard son of a bitch
 – coat her face in semen, like a whore.

And she’s smiling
 as he does it.

More pictures. More spurts of come. More smiles.

The final picture in the collection is the one that will haunt me to my grave. Layla’s smiling, exhausted face fills the screen. White, sticky come clings to her forehead, her lips, her cheeks, her chin. She is covered in it.

But the thing that kills me-

The thing that hurts the most-

Like a knife to my chest, to my heart, to my very fucking soul-

Is how proud
 she looks.

Layla beams at the camera in pride. As though she’s proud of taking a cock that big, that hard, that thick, for so long. As though she’s proud that she was good enough to make him come. As though she’s proud that she did this on our wedding day.

In our hotel.

Eight hours after we married.

In her wedding lingerie.

That was meant for me and me alone.

Two full days before I had the chance to claim her myself.

I click next picture and the stream returns to the beginning. Layla staggering through the hotel hallway, smiling. Did she know at the time that she was about to become this man’s whore? Maybe that’s why she’s smiling. Did she know all along what was going to happen at the end of the night? Did she know when she made her vows and slipped the ring on my finger and kissed me in front of everyone that she would be covered in another man’s come at the end of the night?

My mind travels back to the morning after, trying to recall if I could tell what had happened, if there was any clue that my wife had committed this betrayal. I woke up. Head pounding. Layla was turned away from me. I rolled over. The bed titled beneath us. Fuck, so hungover. I caressed her back skin. She stirred. Rolled over to face me. She’d taken off her makeup. Maybe she’d showered. She smiled at me and said, Good morning, my husband
.

Just like that. As though nothing had happened. As if she hadn’t fucked some big-dick stranger bareback and sucked his thick shaft and let him come on her face while I slept just a few rooms away. As though she was totally innocent.

An awful though rears up in my head now. Is this the first time she cheated on me? Has she been fucking other guys bareback and letting them come on her face since we first met? Is she still doing it behind my back? Am I the world’s biggest fucking chump?

Tears try to stab at my eyes, but nothing comes. I am empty and hollow, save for the anger boiling in my stomach.

I walk away from the desk. I walk to the kitchen. To the bedroom. To the bathroom. To the kitchen. Back to the desk. I pace through the house with unseeing eyes, not sure where I’m going or what I’m supposed to do next.

Part of me wants to confront Layla. Right now. Pick up the phone and call her at work and scream at her – You fucking slut
! – but I’m too angry right now. I won’t be coherent.

Another part of me wants to drive to Layla’s work and scream at her in front of everyone she knows – You fucking whore
! – but, again, I’m too angry to think straight. How could I drive when I feel like this? I’m more likely to smash into a traffic light than make it all the way to Layla’s building.

If I can’t confront Layla, then who can I confront?


Him
.

I stop pacing, finding myself in the laundry room, staring at shelves lined with boxes of detergent and bottles of fabric softener.


Him
.

Yeah, him. I need to figure out who it is. I need to know the identity of the man who fucked my wife. I need to find him and track him down and…

And what? Run him over? Fight him? Take a baseball bat to his fucking skull? I don’t know.

I go back to the kitchen and pour some water into a glass and stand over the sink to drink it. The shards of my shattered mug are still in the basin, jagged edges gleaming up at me. It feels like these shards are wrapped around my heart, squeezing, driving their razor-sharp edges into me. Am I glad I found out or not? Would it have been better to live in ignorance, never knowing the truth about my wife? I lean over the sink, stomach heaving, but nothing comes. I want to vomit. I want this burning acidic hate to leave my body.

My brain keeps trying to rationalize what I’ve seen. Maybe it was only a one-time thing. Maybe she was so drunk that she doesn’t even remember it. Maybe she feels horrible but keeps the secret every day because she loves me.

But that doesn’t make sense to me, either. If any of those thoughts were true, why would she still have the photos? Why would they be carefully hidden on her computer, nestled among all the others, protected by a password, in a folder with a fake name, where I would never conceivably look for them? It was pure chance that I wound up using her computer today, and only a passing thought that made me even check the wedding library.

I stop dry heaving into the sink and collect myself. My head starts to clear. I have a goal in mind. I need to figure out who this motherfucker is. I need to know who fucked my wife and came on her face on my wedding day. I need to know who I can hate for this.

Back to the desk. Back to the scene of the crime. Back to the photos.

This time I look through the thumbnails and choose the pictures I need to see again. They’re the only leads I have right now. I feel like a detective investigating my own murder.

The first picture opens up. Even though I’ve seen it already, the wind gets punched out of my gut for a second time. The photo is Layla, on her knees, mouth greedily accepting the man’s hard, thick cock, a gleam in her eyes. I can almost hear the delicious groan of pleasure escaping her throat.

I study the image, trying to take all the mental notes I can about this man. All I can see are the few inches of his thick length that have yet to enter my wife’s mouth. I frown again, staring at his olive skin. Who the fuck is that? I try to think back to the wedding day. I knew pretty much everyone there and introduced myself to anyone I hadn’t already met, such as Layla’s co-workers who arrived in the evening. I don’t recall anyone having that skin color, that deep Mediterranean olive tan. I don’t remember anyone making eyes at my wife. I don’t remember feeling uncomfortable about anyone, or getting those little warning flags in the back of my mind when Layla spoke – or danced – with any of her friends. As far as I knew, there was nothing to be worried about. Just me and my new wife. Happy and in love.

Until she sucked, fucked, and knelt for another man eight hours later.

My stomach turns again, tossed around like a surfboard in a storm. How could she have done this to me? How could she have done this – on our fucking wedding day
, no less – and kept it a secret from me, all these years? How could she have taken this stranger’s cock in her mouth with such obvious delight, when she’s never been that keen on sucking mine? What does this man have that I don’t? Aside from the obvious, I mean.

I click through the photos again, watching my wife’s head bob back and forth as she passionately pleasures his prick, trying not to see the lust in her eyes, the smile on her stretched lips, the delight in her expression. In one photo, I can see his shoes. Polished, black, formal wear. I try to think back, to remember that day. What did the hotel staff wear? I think they were formally dressed, too. Similar kinds of shoes. This doesn’t help me narrow down my field of suspects.

I move on to the only other series of photographs that might help, the pictures featuring Layla getting fucked in front of the mirror. I force myself to stay calm and focus, but it’s difficult. My wife stares into the mirror, looking back at me through the camera, her face contorted in an expression of purest delight. My anger returns, sharp and clear, as a second, more intense, more frustrating thought stabs my brain like an ice pick:


She’s never enjoyed my cock that much
.

That single thought sends a fresh wave of humiliation through my body. This is different to anger. I feel inferior. Emasculated. Small and pathetic. It would be bad enough that she fucked someone else, but to see how big he is, how much she clearly loves it, how eager she is… the feeling is a thousand times worse.

I turn my attention to his body, the chiselled, athletic torso I can see in the reflection. The blinding flash of the camera obscures his face and almost discolors much of his upper body, but I can see that his skin is that same Mediterranean olive tan as his cock. Did we have any guests from Europe? I don’t think so. We didn’t know anyone from Europe, either.

The man fucking my new wife has a tattoo on his side. I zoom in on the photo. My wife’s orgasmic face fills the screen, forcing me to stare into her eyes. Another jab of pain and humiliation hits me square in the gut. I move the image to the man’s upper body and stare at the tattoo, trying to burn the image into my mind. It looks vaguely tribal in design, probably a random, yet well designed, series of spikes and swirls.

Layla likes tattoos. I don’t have any myself, but she’s always had a weakness for inked guys. Maybe that’s how he managed to get her back to the room. He walked up to my wife after she put me to bed on our wedding day and asked if she wanted to see his tattoo. Then… then what? She sucked his cock while he took photographs? No, there’s gotta be more to this insanity than that. Even if she was drunk and horny and he had a tattoo, there’s no way my wife would…

But the evidence is right in front of me. Irrefutable. Somehow, some way, that’s exactly
 what happened. This guy managed to tempt my wife into having an affair on the very day she vowed to love, honor, and obey me and me alone. Who the hell does something like that?

I look through more photos, but I can’t make out any more details than what I already know. I close the picture window, but it doesn’t help. The images are burned into my brain. The sight of this man’s thick length buried into my wife. The sight of her soaking sex, stretched wide by his cock, eagerly accepting him. The sight of her face, twisted by lust and pleasure.

Did anyone else know? Did anyone see her go into the room with him? Did anyone hear them together and know that she was cheating while I slept off my drunken stupor?

I have no idea. No way of knowing. Nobody said a damn word to me, so I have to assume that the only people in the world who know about this are her, him… and now me.


She came harder for him than she does for me
.

The thought hits me like a right hook to the jaw. I lean back in my chair and stare at the ceiling. Anger still bubbles in my gut, but now it mixes with jealousy and humiliation and pain. I can’t remember the last time she got on her knees in front of me and sucked my cock with that much enthusiasm and passion and excitement. I can’t remember the last time she came as long as hard as she clearly did in these pictures. I have never
 come on her face like he did.

Something new stirs inside me. Some unbelievable, horrifying sensation spreads throughout my groin. A rush of warmth. The first vague, familiar stirrings of excitement. Despite everything – the anger, pain, humiliation, and embarrassment – my body is responding with arousal to the sight of my wife spread by another man.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

I force myself to think of something else. Anything else. Volcanoes. Avalanches. Car crashes. Anything to stop picture my wife’s spread legs and hungry, tight, stretched pussy from appearing before my eyes. I get up and walk through the house again and stop in the hallway, staring at our pictures, at the framed photo of Layla and I on our wedding day, smiling happily at the photographer. Less than eight hours after it was taken, her pretty face was covered in another man’s sticky white come and she loved it
.

I look at the other photos on the wall, the other wedding pictures we have framed and mounted like trophies. Does she think of that night when she looks at them? Does she remember smiling up at another man as he unloaded all over her pretty, cheating face that night?

I look through the group photos, framed and hung in the hallway, trying to find someone who might be the man who fucked my bride. But I can’t see anyone. I see smiling relatives, laughing friends, delighted co-workers. I don’t see anyone with tanned skin or a Mediterranean complexion. Nobody who matches what I know of him.

The shame burns a hole in my heart. I’m supposed to be the greatest man in her life, yet we both know that isn’t true. She’s known it for six fucking years already. I’ve never given her the kind of intense, animalistic pleasure she took from him that night. I’ve never fucked her as long, as deep, or as hard as he did. I’ve never turned her into my dirty slut and come on her smiling face. But he did. All in one night. Before I had even made her my wife.

I storm back to the computer and stab at the mousepad, opening up the folder of all our official wedding pictures. I scour them over and over, working my way through all the group shots, trying to find what I’m missing, trying to find that one face in the crowd, that one smug, grinning bastard of a man who knows he’ll be fucking my wife later.

Again, I can’t see anyone. I scan each group photo, over and over, but there’s nobody who matches what I know about this man. Nobody who looks tanned or European, nobody standing suspiciously close to my wife.

Nobody with a massive, thick, bulging cock hidden beneath their pants, ready to spring out and coat my face’s beautiful face with their pearly white come.

My manhood shudders in my pants, reacting to the images that have been burned into my brain. I try to tell myself that my cock is shivering in anger, like the rest of me.

I skip through all the staged group photos, the pictures of families and bridal parties and me and my boys, moving through the day in lightning speed. One moment, Layla and I are standing in front of our hotel, holding hands in happy matrimony. The next, we’re enjoying our first dance as husband and wife.

Three hours before she sucked a stranger’s cock. Three hours before she bent over and let a stranger fuck her. Three hours before she smiled up at him while he unloaded all over her face.

Who?

Picture after picture. Smiling face after smiling face. Guest after guest. I look through all our official photos, one by one by one, paying close attention to every single person in each picture. I can’t see anyone who might be The Guy, as I’m coming to think of him.

The Guy. The Guy who fucked my new bride. The Guy who stretched my wife’s pussy with his huge, fat cock. The knowledge that he’s so much bigger than me twists my insides.

‘Fuck!’ I say again and thump my fist against the desk. I can’t deny it. I can’t escape it. The Guy is fucking packing
. I saw the look in Layla’s eyes as she took him in her mouth. I saw the way her pussy – so soft and slick and tight
 – stretched and gripped his greedy, pounding shaft. I saw the satisfaction in her eyes when she proudly wore his sticky come like a trophy.

The Guy is bigger and better than me.

The Guy did things to her that I’ve never done.

The Guy fucked her like I’ve never, ever been able to fuck her.

‘Fuck!’ I say again, but this time I refrain from thumping the desk. The thought of entering my own marriage as the second-best man drives a knife of purest, bitterest humiliation into my heart.

Again, my manhood shivers in my pants. I ignore it.

I close the photo viewer and look back through the rest of the files. Who took plenty of pictures in the evening? My buddy Brandon. He arrived after the ceremony, surely he took some different photos of the party.

I open Brandon’s collection of pictures and start searching, feeling like a TV forensic detective sifting through a pile of evidence, trying to figure out the identity of the perpetrator. I see people laughing and drinking and dancing and having fun. I see Layla toasting shots with her bridesmaids. I see my drunken, clueless, oblivious fucking face pointing at the camera with finger guns.

Then I see The Guy.

I stop dead, hands frozen in the air over the keyboard, eyes staring wide at the screen, heart beating faster and faster.

The Guy.

In the background of one of the photos. Standing behind a group of other guests. A smile on his tanned, olive-skinned face. Holding a large, professional-looking camera.

The Guy.

Our fucking photographer.

The man who stood just a few feet away from us all day long. The man who told us to stand a little closer and hold that pose right there. The man who met us several times before the big day to make sure everything was just right for Layla and myself.

The man with the big, heavy-looking cock who stretched my bride’s tight pussy and splattered her pretty face with his come.

That can’t be right. It can’t be. It can’t be. I know him. Not well, but I know him. I met him. I liked him. I bought him a drink and shook his hand and paid him for the photographs.

I paid him for fucking my wife.

‘No,’ I say, in disbelief, in shock, in horror, in utter, soul-crushing sadness.

I check a couple more pictures. He’s there, in the background, snapping away, the camera in front of his face, watching the party unfold. In one photo, his arm is visible, the sleeve rolled up in the warmth of the room. His watch strap is on display. I get a jolt of terrible, uncontrollable excitement stabbing me in the gut. I search through the photos and open another picture, the first one I saw that cut me like a knife. I put the two photos side by side, the smiling photographer on the left and the mysterious, reaching hand groping Layla’s bare breast on the right.

It looks like the same watch. Same kind of dark strap. Similar silver glint on the face. Even his arm looks almost identical.

Is this him?

Is he The Guy?

Is he the man my wife fucked that night? Did she fuck and suck him and smile as he plastered her pretty face with come? Did he fuck her bareback and stretch her tight slit while I slept in another room?

‘Fuck,’ I say, in a soft, quiet whisper. There are no words to describe how I feel right now. Lost. Hopeless. Broken. Torn. Ruined. Shattered. Battered. Empty. Humiliated. Emasculated. Usurped.

There’s too much to comprehend right now. My wife cheated. On our wedding day. Maybe with the photographer. While I was unconscious. He had a bigger cock. She fucked him bare. She sucked his cock. She loved it. He came on her face.

I let out a long, slow sigh of total defeat. Where the hell do I go from here? Do I take these pictures to a good lawyer? Do I file for divorce? Do I go to her work and march into her office and scream at her?

Or do I find this guy and knock his shit out with a tire iron? The thought is curiously appealing.

I move the mouse and try to close the windows, but I click on the wrong part. Another picture enlarges right across the screen. Layla on her knees, eyes gleaming, lips stretched around his massive manhood. I can almost hear the pleasurable groan escaping her throat. I can see the delighted wickedness in her expression. She knows
 it’s wrong. She knows
 she shouldn’t be sucking this man’s cock. But she can’t help herself. She wants
 him.

Something stirs inside me. Something I never expected to feel at a time like this. My manhood doesn’t shiver. It stirs, flushing and filling and awakening as my blood runs south.

‘What the fuck?’ I say, staring at my groin in fascinated horror, feeling my member betray me. I look up at the screen, at Layla’s smiling face, at the thick cock parting her pretty pink lips and burying itself in her mouth.

My cock starts to stiffen. I know the feeling – intimately. I’ve been well acquainted with my erections since I turned thirteen and saw the neighbor’s daughter sunbathing in the back yard. I know exactly what my stirring, yawning member is trying to do.

I’m getting hard looking at the images of my cheating, slut wife.

‘Fuck!’ I say, as though it’s the only word I know. I get up again and pace the room, restless, unable to think straight, unable to stay still.

I need to be certain. I have to know for sure. A watch strap and dark skin isn’t enough proof.

A thought strikes me like a bolt of lightning. I scramble over to the laptop, leaning over the desk, not bothering to sit down, and open up another photograph. The one of my wife getting fucked from behind while her lover gloats in the mirror.

My stomach clenches again as I study the image, burning every awful detail into my brain. My wife’s face in the reflection, her face twisted by passion, her expression unlike anything I’ve ever seen before. Her tight pink intimate lips stretched around the cock that invades her wet sex from behind, his thick olive-tan member slick with her lust. I try to block it out of my view, but I can’t. My wife’s stretched sex and her lover’s massive manhood will be in my brain until the day I die.

I force myself to focus on the part I want
 to see. His torso. His bare chest, lean and toned, in the reflection, face obscured by the camera flash. I try to picture his face behind the bright spotlight of the camera shutter. His grin. Looking right at me. Laughing at me. Mocking me. Hey man, I’m fucking your wife like you never could!


Asshole.

I raise a clenched fist, ready to smash the fucking laptop into goddamn pieces, but hold off. I force myself to breathe and focus. To calm down. Getting angry won’t help. Destroying a second computer won’t solve anything. I study the tattoo on his side, the thick, interconnected series of tangled lines, like a spiky tribal symbol of some kind. Maybe it’s a word, but it’s distorted by the angle of the photos and reflected in the mirror and written along his side, so the text isn’t clear to me.

But that tattoo is the key. I’m sure of it. If I can prove that our photographer had that same damn tattoo, then I’ll know for sure it was him that fucked my wife.

And then what? If I do find out that he fucked Layla at our wedding, what will I do about it? Will I confront him? Will I divorce her? Will these pictures be presented by a bored, detached lawyer at some hearing a year or two from now, while I look down at my feet and ignore the piercing blade of humiliated anguish that stabs my heart once again?

I don’t know.

The only thing that I know for sure is that I have to know
.

I hit the internet and try to remember the guy’s name or website. It takes me a few moments. I think back, through the mists of years past, to the first time we met with him. A handsome man. Good smile. Firm handshake. Excited to hear our ideas. Passionate about photography. Kept telling Layla how beautiful she was going to look in his pictures. Sat close to her when we looked though his album. Touched her thigh once or twice. Styled her hair a little as a suggestion.

How did I not fucking see it coming?

I screw my eyes shut and push it all out. Everything except that first meeting. I reached out, took his hand in mine, and he gave me his name.


Carlos Rodriguez
.

The Guy finally has a name.

I search for him. ‘Carlos Rodriguez’ plus ‘photography’. His website loads up first. I click on the link.

Suddenly I feel like I’ve gone back in time several years, back before the wedding. Layla and I sitting on the couch, surrounded by notepads, covered in names and doodles. Each of us suggesting potential photographers or caterers or DJs. Frantically trying to get everything perfect for our big day. She would say, How about this photographer? Nice pictures.
 I would look over at her. She would tap a pen against her lips, deep in thought. My heart would swell at the thought of this beautiful young woman becoming my wife.

Now I know what kind of woman I really married.

I click through the website. It looks almost the same as I remember. Sample photos. Price guide. Various links to his other businesses and art portfolios. Testimonials. I pause and jab the mouse pad, wondering what other people say about him. What do people say about the kind of man who photographs a wedding and fucks the bride before leaves?


Very talented and passionate
, says one.


He made my day very special
, says another.


Worth every penny!
 says one more.

I grit my teeth and go back a page. I don’t want to know what other people have said. They could be fake quotes made up by this Spanish asshole.


Or they could be real quotes by other satisfied brides
.

I flinch like I’ve been punched in the gut. The thought had never occurred to me until this moment. The Guy – Carlos – is a professional wedding photographer. He probably shoots new couples every weekend, all across the state, all over the country. How many times has he slipped into a quiet room with a horny, drunk bride and deflowered her before the husband could do the same? How many times has he come on the face of a smiling wife whole his camera clicked and whirred? How many times-

I force myself to stop thinking like that. It’s not good. Not healthy. I don’t need to know. I don’t want
 to know. Whatever Carlos did with other women is up to him. I’m only concerned about my own woman.

At the bottom of the page is the link to Carlos’s social media profiles. I click the tab and a new page loads up. His official social media account, plastered with the image of his smiling, handsome, oh-so-punchable fucking face. I skim the page quickly, but there’s nothing new. This is his professional media hub, all the photos are professionally taken and carefully staged. He is absent from all the images.

I click through a little more, until I find his personal
 account, quietly linked at the bottom of the page. Unobtrusive and easy to overlook. I take a deep breath and click on it. The screen turns white. It takes a second to load – the longest, most painful second of my whole life.

My heart damn near stops beating in my chest.

Carlos Rodriguez’s personal profile loads up, with all the usual bullshit – basic information, snappy taglines, favorited messages from his followers, etc – but I hardly notice. All I can see is the main picture, front and center, bright and clear, beaming directly into my eyes like an alien transmission.

The picture is of Carlos. He is shirtless. Standing on a beach. Smiling at the camera, body half-turned away, face looking back to the lens. His bronzed skin gleaming in the light. He has a tattoo on his side. It is twisted and spiky, like a barbed tribal symbol. But it is very clearly a word. A single, devastating word.


Ladykiller
.

Now I know for sure.

This man fucked my wife. My bride. My Layla.

Eight hours after she swore to love, honor, and obey me for the rest of her life.

My knees finally give out and I sink to the floor like a drunk collapsing at a bar. I can’t breathe. It feels like my chest has caved in, like I’ve been struck by a bus. My body is weak and lifeless, my blood pooling out across the floor from hundreds of knife wounds.

Carols Rodriguez smiles down at me from the computer screen, laughing at me, mocking me. I see his body, his lean, tight, athletic, tanned body. I know how big his cock is. I know how hard he fucked my wife. How long he lasted. How much she loved
 being stuffed full of his thick, hard, veiny length. How delighted she was to be covered in his sticky white come.

I almost ask myself what the fuck this guy has that I don’t, but the answer is obvious. He has stamina. Strength. Physique. Exotic mystery. And a huge cock that most women could barely get their mouth around.

He smiles down at me, his handsome, cocky face gleaming in the sunlight. I wonder if he smirked at my wife the same way after he splattered her face with come. Confident. Assured. Smug. Cocky. Pleased with himself.

‘Asshole,’ I say, as though the image can hear me. For a split second, it looks like his smile grows a fraction wider, delighting in my misery, my humiliation, my despair, but of course it doesn’t. It’s just a picture.

So now I know the who
, but I don’t know the why
. I don’t know why my wife fucked him. I don’t know why she cheated on me – on our wedding day
! – with this guy. Who made the first move? Did he approach my wife at the end of the night and offer one final photo shoot? Were they flirting in secret, making eyes at one another behind my back, during the ceremony? Did he whisper in her ear during the party, telling her how much he wanted to take off that dress and fuck her?

But why
 did she agree to it? She’s not the type of woman to cheat. Never has been. The whole time we were dating, she was honest and truthful and barely even glanced at another guy. I remember the first vacation we took together, when a group of meatheads on the beach started flexing in front of her, as though she would drop to her knees and fellate them all on sight. She laughed and told them that steroids made their dicks small, then she kissed me and made sure they saw. That’s the kind of woman she is. Loyal and supportive and wonderful and she fucked the photographer on our wedding day
.

Layla always told me that size didn’t matter to her. She always said that she loved my body, even a few years back when I was several pounds too big and most of my shirts didn’t fit. She always told me that she didn’t care for muscles or looks or cute accents. I always thought – always believed – that she only had eyes for me. How did she end up fucking Carlos? Did she know about his body? Did she know about his cock? Did she know how long he could fuck and how good it would feel?

And how could she stay married to me while keeping this secret from getting out? I always thought she was honest and faithful. One time she drove back to the grocery store because they gave her too much change. How the hell can she have done this – and kept these pictures as evidence – without caving in and admitting everything?

The questions circle around and around in my head, driving me crazy. I have no answers for any of them. All I know is that my faithful, beautiful fiancé became my cheating slut wife in the space of a single day.

Carlos continues to smile down at me. A surge of anger floods my body and gives me the strength to stand back up.

‘Fuck you, Carlos,’ I say, flipping the bird at his stupid, smug face. ‘How did you do it? How did you fuck her?’

The picture doesn’t answer me. He smiles his winning, smug smile, not a care in the world. He fucked my wife and walked away. He came on her face and laughed. He deflowered my bride while I slept.

I scroll down the page, moving the picture up and out of my view. My eyes fall on his public messages. He has a lot of messages from his female friends. A hell of a lot of messages.

When are we meeting up next?

I had a great time today!

I’m on vacation! Miss you!

My stomach turns. Maybe the tattoo on Carlos’s side isn’t just for show. He has a lot of female friends and they all seem to like his attention and his company. None of them seem to care about the others. This man is a player. A total alpha male stud. I skim through the most recent dozen or so messages, but they’re all in a similar vein. Women thanking Carlos for spending time with them or trying to hang out with him again.

Maybe that’s how he managed to seduce my wife. She was a little drunk. She was high on excitement and happiness. Her inhibitions were lowered. And he seems to be exactly the kind of man to fuck a married woman with no qualms or moral dilemmas. Hell, maybe he fucks every wife he photographs.

That thought makes me feel even worse. I stagger back a couple of steps, almost drunk, the room shifting and titling under my feet. Does this guy fuck all the brides? The though occurred to me earlier, but now I have to know. Maybe this is his usual playbook. He photographs the happy couple, waits for the husband to get drunk, then fucks the wife.

And my Layla, my precious, wonderful soulmate, was just another notch on his belt.

That thought hurts the most of all, more than anything else I’ve experienced so far today. More than the sight of her sucking his meaty cock. More than the look in her eyes as he pounded her tight hole. More than the smile on her face as he unloaded over her lips. The idea that the woman who means more to me than life itself was nothing more than a temporary plaything for this alpha douchebag motherfucker feels like a gunshot to my gut. I lean on the office chair, bent almost double. I screw my eyes shut, but the image of my wife’s stretched pussy and smiling, come-soaked face swim to the surface.

It’s all I can think about. All I can see. I will never be able to escape the things I’ve seen today. But I know, deep down, that the worst is still to come. Later today, my wife will get home and I will confront her. She’ll cry. I’ll cry. I’ll scream and she’ll wail. Maybe this time tomorrow I won’t have a wife. Or a house. Or a future.

Until then, I need to know as much as I can. I need to have as much ammo as possible. I need to know everything about this man and the things he does to wives like mine, no matter how much it hurts.

I start by sitting down at the desk and creating a fake profile on the same site. I choose a female name and use a random picture off the internet as the avatar image. I give a little background info on my chosen woman – just enough to seem like this character is reluctantly using social media – and take my new profile over to Carlos Rodriguez’s professional page. Like his personal profile, most of the messages on this page appear to be women thanking him for taking their photos, either at special events, or weddings like mine. Like before, these messages have a strange subtext to them, a hidden sexual undercurrent if I read between the lines.

Thank you so much for making our special day so perfect.

I’ve never felt as beautiful as I did in front of your camera.

I would recommend you to all my friends.

I clench my fist. Close my eyes. Try not to see Layla’s smiling face as she suck’s Carlos’s thick member. Open my eyes. Unclench my fist.

I click on one of the text boxes and open up the page of the woman who sent the message. A woman named Rosaline, with her wedding portrait as the profile image. Her page is set to private, so I can’t view her profile, but I can send her a personal message. A little green dot beneath her name and avatar image tells me that she is online and will receive the message straight away. That’s good.

I open the chat window, type my message, and send it before I change my mind.

Hi, I’m looking for a photographer for my wedding. Would you recommend Carlos?

It’s short, simple, effective. Maybe she’ll take the bait. Maybe she won’t. If she chooses not to respond, there are plenty of other women I can try and talk with.

But the chat window changes. It says, Rosaline is typing
…

I wait with baited breath, staring at the screen, not blinking, not daring to look away. After a few long, long minutes, her reply appears in the chat window.


Absolutely!
 it says. Carlos is an amazing photographer. He made myself and my husband feel very comfortable and took some beautiful pictures of us
.

I frown and read the message again. It doesn’t seem especially erotic. Maybe she didn’t get the chance to fuck him?

But she starts typing again. I wait, on the edge of the chair, all my will bent on the chat window, waiting for her to tell me more. Tell me, Rosaline, tell me how he fucked you as well.


He offers a wide variety of packages
, she says, after a long wait. I highly recommend the deluxe package
.

I open up his website in another tab and look through his price list. There is no ‘deluxe package’ listed.


What deluxe package?
 I type. I can’t see one
.

Another breathless wait. Then-


It’s not on his website
, Rosaline says. He might offer it to you in person. It’s worth every penny, trust me
. She finishes the message with a winking emoticon. Her green dot disappears. Rosaline has going offline.

I sit back in the chair, puzzling over this new information. He might offer a deluxe package in person. What does that mean?

Or does that mean exactly what I think it means?

I get a sudden, sharp memory exploding in my head. Layla and I, sitting opposite Carlos, looking over his photo album, nodding and smiling. Carlos talking to us in a soft voice with hardly a trace of an accent.


Of course, if you like what you see, I can offer a deluxe package, too
…

I stare up at the ceiling, mouth open, wondering what the fuck he had offered us in that moment. Did he plan to fuck my wife? Did he photograph our ceremony, counting on me getting blackout drunk so he could take Layla into a quiet room and ravage her?

I can picture the scene so clearly in my mind. The evening is almost over. The guests are leaving. Layla is saying her goodbyes. Carlos approaches and quietly whispers in her ear. He tells her that the deluxe package has one final perk, if she wants to have the full experience.

My head throbs. Was that how it happened? Was it that easy for this man to turn my faithful, loyal, loving wife into his personal fuck toy? Part of me wants to doubt it, but the evidence is right there on the screen, staring me in the face.

I minimize the internet window. The pictures are still there in the background, still clearly on the screen, preserved for all time. I open one up and stare at it. The photo is of Layla in the hotel room, pushing her breasts up and out of her wedding dress, a smile on her face and gleam in her eye.

The biggest regret I have about getting drunk and passing out – aside from missing saying goodbye to our guests – was that I didn’t get to undress my bride. Sure, we recreated the moment after we flew back from Maui, but it wasn’t the same. I’d been so looking forward to seeing her body – my wife’s body – for the first time, slowly peeling off the wedding dress, gently easing her into the marital bed, passionately making love together… but I drank everything that was put in my hand and blacked out. When we made love two days after the wedding, in the honeymoon suite of our beachfront hotel, it was pretty magical. She stepped out of the bathroom wearing her beautiful wedding lingerie –white stockings and matching garter belt and stiletto heels – and we spent hours enjoying bout after bout of slow, passionate, erotic lovemaking.

But now I know that Carlos did it all first. He watched her undress. He touched her breasts. He pushed his cock into her mouth. He fucked her. He bent her over and spanked her ass. He even came on her face. All before I did. Hell, I still haven’t
 come on her face.

The photograph surfaces from the depths of my memory again – Layla smiling up at the camera, pride and satisfaction on her come-soaked face. I feel another wretch of shame and anger hit me in the gut, but my manhood throbs at the same time. I’ve never experienced anything like this before. Why does this awful, stomach-churning anger excite me? Is it because I’ve watched porn? Do I see my wife in the same way as the young starlets I’ve pleasured myself watching many times before in my life?

My manhood throbs again, but this time I feel it stirring in my pants. The beginnings of a penis awakening from slumber, eager for attention. I close my thighs, pinching my balls in a tight, painful grip, and try to ignore it.

Carlos can’t be that good. He just can’t. I refuse to believe that this guy can seduce a woman on the very fucking day she pledges herself to another man. It’s not possible. Nobody is that good, even if they do have a body like his, or stamina like his, or a cock like his.


Or all three
…

I have to know more. I have to know how he does it.

My fake profile page is still active. I scroll through the most recent messages from admirers of Carlos’s photography skills – all women, of course – and find one who is currently online, a smiling, happy-looking woman named Jess. Her page isn’t set to private, so I get a little more of a peek into her life. She’s married and loving her life. Most of the images on her profile are pictures of her with the same smiling man at her side. Her husband, presumably. I think for a second, trying to craft the message in my head, hoping that she will want to respond.

I type the keys and the message flows.

I hired Carlos to do my wedding and something happened between us. I feel bad about it. Did the same thing happen to you?

It works for me. Enough suggestion and mystery to hopefully prompt a response. I send the message and lean back in my chair, waiting.

Jess sees the message.

I wait.

She starts to write a response.

I wait.

And wait.

And wait.

Finally, her reply drops into the chat window.

Oh yea lol.

Just like that. So proud. So defiant. Like she’s amused by this.


What happened to you?
 I write. We didn’t go all the way, but I don’t know if it was inappropriate or not
.

Another eternity passes.


We fucked
, Jess says.

I reel back like I’ve been shot in the chest. I don’t know what I was expecting, but this kind of openness and honesty isn’t it. I thought she’d be coy or embarrassed or ashamed of herself. But she’s proud of what happened. Maybe somewhere out there are photos of this Jess woman, also on her knees, smiling proudly as Carlos unloads all over her face.

I reply with another question.

How did he convince you?

She sees the message and starts typing her response.

I waited, tensed like a predator ready to leap from the bushes. I don’t know what she’s about to tell me. I don’t know what I want
 her to tell me, either. I want to believe that my sweet, innocent wife was coerced or forced or somehow tricked into fucking this guy. It’s not true and I know it, but part of me wants to believe it. Come on, Jess, tell me that he put a gun to your head or something.


He didnt we got the delux pack & fuckin him was part of the deal
.

And just like that, my world falls apart all over again. She fucked this guy willingly. She fucked him with a smile on her face. And it was all part of the deal. One of the perks. Carlos Rodriguez offers premium photography packages for your wedding – and he also fucks your bride as part of the bargain.

Before I can recover, Jess sends me another message.

U shud hav fucked him!! Best ever!

Each word hits me like a bullet from a submachinegun. Rat-a-tat-tat. Right in the chest. The stomach. The heart. Not only does Carlos fucks other men’s wives. Not only does he do things that their husbands haven’t done. Not only does he corrupt brides on their wedding day. But the women he fucks sing his goddamn praises too.

I don’t want to know anymore. I don’t want to know how good this guy is. I don’t want to read Jess’s enthusiastic endorsements of a man who seduced my wife.

But I have to.


Best ever?
 I type.

Her responses come thick and fast, one message after another in quick succession.

His cock is huge!!

He fucks me better than anyone ever.

A fuckin stud.

So confident.

He got skills!

I never come as hard as when he fucks me.

Bigger than my husband. Better too.

He does things my husband dont.

Each sentence jabs like a heavyweight boxer. I feel the impact of her words slamming into my chest and gut, almost knocking me cold. She’s not just proud of what happened, she’s selling
 him to my fake woman. She wants
 my fake woman to enjoy this as much as she does.

I re-read her enthusiastic sales pitch and something suddenly hits me. She’s talking present tense. Not past tense, not something that happened one time a week, a month, a year ago. Something that still happens.

I type a reply with unsteady, shaking fingers.

You still meet him?

Every part of my body, every fibre of my being, wills her to say no
. It’s bad enough this guy fucks them once, but meeting up afterwards? No. No. I can’t handle this. My heart might give out.

Say no. Say no. Say-


Oh yeah
, she replies, and I can almost hear a guilty giggle as I read the words, we fuck every month or so
.

‘Shit!’ I thump the desk with both hands now. The laptop shakes, screen wobbling with the impact. I push myself back from the desk and pace the room once again, opening and closing my fists as though trying to wrap them around Carlos Rodriguez’s fucking neck. I curse over and over, staring with wild eyes, not knowing what to do next. Not Layla. Not my wife. Once is bad enough. We could move past it. We could recover and rebuild and maybe I could forgive her. But more than that…

I re-read the messages again, this time hearing Layla’s voice in my head. I imagine the smile on her face as she recounts the wedding night with a close friend. I see the gleam in her eyes as she proudly remembers the photographer with the huge cock
 and his skills
 and how he fucks better than anyone ever
. A sharp blade of pain pierces my stomach, a knife made of pure humiliation. This guy isn’t just better than me. He’s better than everyone
.

My fingers fly across the keyboard. I hit send.

How did you arrange that?

This reply takes a little longer to come through. Maybe Jess is at work, or grabbing a coffee, or helping her kids. Maybe she’s texting me behind her clueless husband’s back. Several agonizing minutes slowly tick past. I remain in place, standing at the desk, hunched over, staring at the screen, eyes watering in concentration. Finally – mercifully – she responds.


He brought the photos over and I asked for it lol
.

He brought the photos and I asked for it.

He brought the photos. I asked for it.

He brought the photos.

Personally.

He went to her house and delivered the photos he took of the wedding and she begged him for a repeat performance.

I stagger backward like a drunk misjudging the distance to the bar, a hand clasped over my mouth. Another long-forgotten memory surfaces suddenly. I came home from work one day, some months after the wedding, to find Layla thumbing through a photo album. It was the wedding collection. She looked up at me with a smile on her face and said, Look what our photographer finally delivered!


He was here.

Carlos motherfucking Rodriguez.

In my house.

Alone with my wife.

I turn and stare at the couch, visualizing him leaning back casually, handing my wife the photos, a grin on his face. Maybe he approaches the subject first, maybe Layla brings it up. Oh, hey, about that night… maybe we could make it a regular thing?


My blood boils.

My heart beats my ribs like an animal smashing into a cage.

My cock stretches and grows in my pants. Did he fuck my wife on this couch, too? Did she beg to see his cock again – the biggest
 and best
 cock she’s ever know? Did he bend her over and fuck her right there, where I sit every day, and come all over her face yet again?

I can picture the whole scene playing out in front of my unseeing eyes like a bad porno. My beautiful wife, legs spread, back arched, moaning like a whore. That fucking guy, bent over her, pounding her hard, stretching her tight slit once more with his huge, thick cock. The two of them laughing and fucking and coming together right there on my couch behind my stupid, ignorant, clueless, useless, cuckolded back.

The scene fades. I shake my head. Return to reality. My manhood throbs again, but this time I ignore it – I’m already erect. I imagined my wife getting fucked on my couch by another man, and it turned me on. My humiliation is complete. There is no way today could get any fucking worse than this.

I slowly turn back to the laptop and write one final message. I don’t want to know any more. I don’t want to know how good this guy is, or how big his cock is, or how good he is in the bedroom, or how long he can fuck, or how delicious his come is, or how much better he can fuck than me and every other husband on earth. I just have to know one final thing.

What about your husband?

Jess responds quickly.

He’s nice enough. But sex with Carlos – wow!

That’s everything I need to know. A loyal, faithful, committed woman with a loving, caring, devoted husband will do anything she can to have Carlos’s huge cock one more time. He’s both the dealer and the drug, turning obedient women into helpless junkies. He sneaks into couples’ weddings like a wolf slips into a herd of sheep and takes his time selecting his prey. He spends all day complimenting the happy couple and cataloguing the start of their new lives. Then Carlos waits until the husband is drunk or his attention is occupied or he’s doing something else, and this Latin lothario seduces the bride and gives her the best fuck of her life. After that, she’s powerless to resist. What kind of woman would turn down this alpha male stud? What kind of woman would say no to the best sex of her life? What kind of woman would be able to resist a cock like that?

I hope that Layla could… but now I’m not so sure.

I sit down in the computer chair again, my erection causing my pants to tent. I shut down the chat window and the internet and stare at the pictures still displayed in the background. My smiling slut of a wife, proudly showing off her breasts, about to cheat on me – maybe for the first time – with the man taking her photo. Her naughty smile and excited face make me feel even more pathetic and deflated and useless than ever before.

Has she met him since the wedding? Has she fucked him again? I need to know. I have to know. I can’t go with my life until I know. It’s a poison that courses through my veins and I’ll claw off my skin to be free of this agony.

Madness seizes my heart and I do something I’ve never done before. Something I swore I would never, ever do. I open up Layla’s personal emails and invade her privacy. After everything I’ve learned today, I don’t think my cheating slut
 of a wife deserves to have any privacy. She’s violated our marriage far, far more than I could ever violate her privacy.

On the surface, her emails appear normal. A couple of messages forwarded from her work server. A couple of spam messages. Advertisements. Various responses and updates from subscription services. A couple of emails from her close friends. Nothing jumps out at me. Nothing appears unusual or out of place. If I had accidentally opened Layla’s emails just a few hours ago, I would never be able to guess that she fucked the photographer at our wedding. But now that I’m here, I have to know…

Has she fucked him again since?

I scroll through a few pages in her inbox, searching for something, anything, that might be a clue, feeling like a detective on the prowl for clues again. After five pages, nothing jumps out at me. Nothing seems like it might help answer the question that screams through my mind like a wailing siren. I open the email search function and type ‘Carlos’.

Three emails are returned, all from our photographer’s official website, all over six years old. The first is a confirmation of the dates we initially suggested for our wedding. The second is an agreement of the final date and prices – for the deluxe package
, I note, with some bitterness. The third is a receipt of final payment and a short note hoping that the rest of our marriage is a happy and beautiful as the ceremony.

Nothing revealing or intimate or obviously sexual. Nothing that a lawyer would spit coffee reading. If she’s communicating with him, it’s not through this channel.

I search for ‘photographer’ and wait.

The results come back quickly. The word appears to have been found in a short conversation between Layla and Naomi, one of her bridesmaids, about a week after the wedding. I swallow hard and click on the last message exchanged and scroll down to the bottom, heart pounding.

Naomi sent the first email.


Your wedding was soooo beautiful! Thank you for letting me be a part of it. You were beautiful and Oliver looked so handsome! Who was the photographer? He was hot. I tried to hit on him a few times
…

Layla responds.


Thanks Naomi! It was an awesome day and I’m so happy it went so smoothly. Thanks for being my bridesmaid. And the photographer was really hot!! He had a huge ego, but he kept me happy. I can’t wait to see the pictures
.

That hits me hard. Huge ego. Pictures. She’s not talking about what Naomi thinks she’s talking about.


I bet the pictures look amazing
, Naomi replies. The guy looked like he knew what he was doing
.

Layla’s response strikes me like a blow to the jaw.


He really did!
 she writes, and I get another flash of her proud, smiling, come-splattered face as I read the words. He was really good. Totally professional and very hands-on. He made sure I was satisfied with everything. He was funny and hot and in total control all day. I thought he’d be kinda goofy but he was a real alpha, you know? I can’t imagine how the day would have gone with someone else. I’m so glad we chose him. He was amazing. The best. He does model shoots, if you want to look him up. He told me he prefers doing weddings but loves taking photos of pretty women
.

I bet he does. I bet he loves aiming his camera at pretty women. At other men’s wives. I bet he loves the attention and the adulation and the flirting. Almost as much as he loves pulling them into a quiet room and fucking them.

Naomi asks one last question-

Is he worth the money?

And my wife rips my heart out through my chest one more time-


Every damn penny
.

Their conversation comes to an end, at least in this written form. Maybe they spoke about it on the phone later on, both gushing about Carlos Rodriguez and his huge cock and his sexual prowess and his fierce Latin passion. I close Layla’s emails, staring at the screen but not focussing on anything. My wife joined his club. She sang his praises to her friend. Hell, she recommended him to her friend.

Nausea rises up in me again, but I have nothing inside to vomit. I haven’t eaten since breakfast, and that was a lifetime ago, back when I was a happily married man with a faithful, loving wife. I am a different man now, married to a different wife, a woman I may never be able to look at in the same way.

My fingers move on their own now, sliding across the mouse pad, totally independent of my brain. They click a button and the screen suddenly changes. I blink, returning to reality, staring at the first photo once more – Layla laughing, looking back at the camera, at Carlos, as she stumbles through the hotel hallway, mere minutes before she sank to her knees and sucked his cock.

I don’t know why I’m staring at these pictures again. My body can’t take much more of this. I can’t endure any more humiliation and heartbreak and stomach-churning horror today.

But I click through the pictures again. One by one. Watching my wife walk to the empty room. Watching her undress for the camera. Watching her suck Carlos’s fat cock. Watching her spread herself to receive him. Seeing the look in her eyes as he fucks her and fills her and stretches her. Seeing the speed and pace and intensity of his frantic pounding in the blurred images. Seeing the pleasure and lust and deep, delighted satisfaction in her face as she comes for him.

I look through every last photo, until my beautiful wife is on her knees and his come dribbles down her lips, with anger and shame bubbling away in my stomach all over again. Each image brings a fresh surge of humiliation, but this time I feel something else. Something uncomfortably familiar. Something I’ve felt far too many times today. I feel the tightening of my groin, the surge of blood flowing south, the beginnings of an erection as my cock responds to these absurdly graphic images.

What the fuck is wrong with me? I’m watching my wife give herself to another man, I shouldn’t be enjoying this. I should be horrified. I should be angry. I should…


I should kick this motherfucker’s ass
.

The thought makes me smile. More than that, the idea floods my heart with joy. For the first time today, I get a little rush of excitement in my veins. I should find this guy and kick the crap out of him. I should hunt him down and teach him a lesson for touching my wife. For fucking my wife. For making her come on his thick, bare cock and stretching her pussy in a way I never have.

Or maybe I could confront him. Assholes like him don’t get caught. They don’t experience the consequences of their actions. Nobody ever comes after them. This guy fucks people’s wives – maybe every week – and nobody stops him. He might even be fucking my wife every week, too.

That idea makes me cold. He can’t be. There’s no way. I would know. I would be able to tell. She wouldn’t be able to see this guy every week. Not without me realizing. But what if she does still see him? How would she get away with it? She doesn’t go to the gym or have regular nights out with her friends. She works Monday to Friday, nine to five, like most other people. The only time she doesn’t…

Oh, God.

Oh, fuck.

Oh, God, fuck, no…

The only time she doesn’t finish at five and come home to me is on a day like today, when she has a meeting after work and needs to stay on for an extra hour or so.

My blood runs cold. I don’t want to believe it. I can’t believe it. But after everything I’ve seen and experienced and understood today, the idea crawls into my skin like a carnivorous worm, chewing through my flesh, right down into my gut. Is my wife still seeing this guy… and is she lying to me about her meetings?

I look at my watch. It’s almost five PM. Layla should be finishing up her work right now, preparing for her monthly briefing. That means her car would still be in the car park. I could drive to her work and double check. Just to calm myself down. Just to be sure.

I grab my jacket. Pull on my shoes. Grab my keys. Run outside to the car. Realize I’ve forgotten to lock the front door. Run back. Lock the door. Get back in the car. Fire up the engine. Reverse out of the drive. Slam the car in gear. Hit the gas.

The neighborhood rolls past the windows in a blur of greens and browns and grays. I can barely concentrate on the road. My heart is thumping louder than the roar of the engine. I hit every red light. Get stuck behind buses. Get forced to wait behind traffic. I thump the steering wheel in frustration. Shout at other cars in impotent rage. Honk the horn.

I turn left and right. I drive down back alleys and side streets. I cut through half-full parking lots and dodge pedestrians and give the brakes a hell of a workout.

Then, finally, I see it up ahead. Layla’s office. A large, square-shaped three-storey concrete block with a wide, open parking lot. I check the dashboard clock. It’s ten minutes past five. The lot is almost empty. Only a handful of cars remain.

I turn into the lot and slowly cruise around, heart racing, desperate to see the familiar sight of Layla’s vehicle, wanting to be proved wrong.

I drive around the lot once. I don’t see it.

I drive around again to be sure but I still don’t see her car. I put the brakes on and sit still, staring at the front entrance.

My heart sinks into my chest. No, no, it can’t be right. Maybe she parked somewhere else today. Maybe the meeting got canceled and she’s on her way home already.

I take out my phone and dial her number. Voicemail. Why would she turn her phone off? I called her earlier today and she answered. Why would her phone be off now?

Movement brings me out of my thoughts. The entrance door opens and someone walks out of the building. For a split second, I delude myself into believing that it’s Layla. But it’s not. It’s a security guard, hat pulled low to block out the evening sun. He walks over to my car, brimming with self-importance, two thumbs in his waistband like a backwoods sheriff. I roll down the window.

‘Can I help ya, fella?’ he says as he nears.

‘Just waiting for my wife to finish,’ I say, forcing myself to sound natural. I even offer a fake, but toothy, smile.

‘In there?’ he says, nodding back at the building. ‘Nobody left in there now ‘cept security and cleanin’ staff.’

‘Nobody?’ I say, fighting the urge to lean out the window and vomit on the concrete lot. ‘Are you sure? She had a late meeting.’

‘Everybody leaves at five,’ he says, the voice of confidence and surety. ‘Nobody stays this late ‘cept us. Maybe you got the wrong building?’

‘Maybe I did,’ I say, wishing that was the case.

I roll the window up and drive back out of the lot and onto the road. The guard watches me until I turn the corner and pass out of his vision. My heart races, loud as horse hoofs thundering over a pasture. I pull over, blinkers on, and rub my hands over my face, fighting the urge to scream. This can’t be real. This can’t be real.

How long has Layla worked at that company? Four years? Five? As long as she’s been working there, she’s stayed late at least one night every month, regular as clockwork. I never questioned it. I never challenged it. Never once did it occur to me that something might be wrong. One night a month. That’s all it was.

Has she been fucking Carlos behind my back all these years? Has she been fucking him every month, while I’ve been stupid and clueless and blind to it all?

‘Fuck!’ I say, almost yelling the word. A nearby flock of birds takes flight, startled by the sudden noise. It would be funny if my life weren’t on the verge of falling apart.

I call Layla’s phone again. Still off. Straight to voicemail. Why would she turn off her phone?


Maybe it ran out of battery
. Maybe she forgot the charger
. Maybe she’s on her way home right now
.

My excuses feel flat, even to me. I would love to believe anyone of those sweet little lies, but I can’t. I know the truth. Deep down in my gut, I know what my lovely wife is doing right now. And who she’s doing it with.

The only question is where
?

I use my phone and go online. Thank Christ for technology. Around five, ten years ago, I would never have been able to find out as much about her affair as I have today. I bring up Carlos’s website and find the contact page. The screen turns blank, then loads up his information. Location. Email address. Cell phone number. I dial it and hold the phone to my ear.

A couple seconds of silence, then the line connects with a small, electronic crackle. I listen to the first ring. Then the second ring. And the third.

The line goes to a voicemail service.


Hi, this is Carlos Rodriguez Photography,
 says a voice – his voice, the voice of the man who laughed and smiled as he came over my wife’s freshly-married face – I’m currently working at my studio and can’t answer right now. Leave a message and I’ll call
-

I hang up.

He’s at the studio. I stare at his website again. His studio address is listed. I’ve never been there before. We always met on neutral ground, like coffee shops. My heart smashes against my chest like it’s trying to burst through.

Do I do this? Do I want to do this? Do I really want to know for sure?

Part of me wants to go back home and delete all those photos and drink until I forget. I’ll wake up tomorrow and everything will be back to normal. If life had a reset button, I would press it right now and go back in time and stop my stupid mug from falling onto my laptop. If that hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t be here now, sitting in the car, fighting the urge to cry, wondering if my wife is currently fucking another man behind my back.

What a difference a day makes.

I take a few deep breaths to calm down and put his studio address into my phone’s map. A blue line appears, showing me the quickest way across town at this time of day. His place is ten minutes away.

Do it?

Don’t do it?

I put the car in gear and start driving. This is it. Moment of truth. I don’t want to know, but I have to know. I have to be sure. After everything that’s happened today, everything I’ve seen, everything I now know about my perfect, wonderful wife… I need to know if she’s still fucking this man behind my back. Cheating on me at our wedding was one thing, but if she’s still seeing him… I have no idea if I can handle that.

Time seems to slow as I follow the blue line on my map, nearing the little red pin of my destiny. I try to clear my mind, but it’s already empty. I don’t feel anything. My stomach isn’t churning. Acid rage isn’t bubbling in the pit of my stomach. My eyes aren’t burning with the threat of tears. Blood isn’t pumping through my veins and my heart isn’t racing a thousand miles an hour and my vision isn’t blurry. I feel calm and collected, like I did this morning, watching Layla dress for work. I feel cold and unattached and unemotional, like my brain is trying to prepare me for what it already knows is true.

The map says that I’m here. I slow the car to a crawl. I’m in a quiet, unassuming part of town. Not many cars around here. Nobody to notice if I sit here for a while. This whole area looks old and a little run down and in sore need of renovation.

The ‘studio’ is a simple two-storey brick building that looks like it was built a century ago. It sits in a weedy little lot in the shadow of a much larger, more modern building. A hand-painted sign declares this building as Carlos Rodriguez Photography
. It looks like a cheap place to rent. Close enough to the main parts of town to be relevant, yet just far enough out for a man like Carlos Rodriguez to conduct his business – whether that business be the art of photography, or the art of fucking other men’s wives. I glance around as I crawl past the building. I can’t see my wife’s car anywhere.

‘Thank fuck,’ I say, a little relived sigh escaping my tight throat.

Maybe she isn’t here. Maybe, instead, I can walk up to the front door, kick it open, and have a little man-to-man talk with this fucking asshole. My hands clench on the wheel, as though gripping his throat. I hit the blinkers and turn, meaning to drive around the studio and pull in somewhere quiet.

I see something.

I hit the brakes.

The car slams to a halt.

I stare through the windshield, mouth open, eyes wide. My heart starts to race again.

‘No,’ I say, in disbelief, agony, despair, and defeat all at once.

Parked around the side of the studio, carefully hidden from prying eyes and potential witnesses, is a vehicle. Not just any vehicle. A vehicle I know very well. I know the little air freshener dangling from the rear-view mirror. I know the little dent in the bodywork above the driver’s wheel arch. I know the license plate and the mis-matched front tires and the worn steering wheel that surely needs replacing by now.

My wife’s car is carefully tucked away behind the studio.

I stare at it in numb disbelief. My blood freezes in my veins. I don’t know what to do. But I know what I should do. I should go home right now. I should raid the medicine cabinet. I should take a handful of drugs and wash it down with hard liquor and get into bed and hope that this entire day is wiped from my life tomorrow morning.

That’s what I should do.

I should not
 investigate further. I should not
 go snooping. I should not
 try to find out why my wife is parked in this side of town, hidden behind the studio of a man who took our pictures six long, long years ago.

But I am no longer in control of my mind or my body. I am a passenger in my own skin, watching my life unfold helplessly through the windows of my eyes. I watch as my hands turn the wheel and my foot squeezes the brake. I watch the car come to a stop, parked carefully by Layla’s car, blocking off her escape. I watch the hands release the wheel and put on the brake and remove the keys and open the door.

I step out of the car into the air and take a good, hard sniff, like a hunting dog trying to track down my prey through scent alone. For a split second, I try to fool myself into believing that Layla’s perfume hangs thick in the air, that I can really smell her presence, right here in this lot, on the wrong side of town, in the shade of better, more modern buildings.

It’s all a lie, of course. I can’t smell her or see her, or even hear her – this last part I try for a moment, cupping a hand to my ear, half expecting to hear the sound of faint moans and cries of passion in the wind. The world is quiet and still, save for the sounds of distant traffic rumbling back and forth on the main streets, and the rustle of trash blown by a faint breeze. Almost everything is still and quiet. Peaceful.

Except for the relentless drumming of my heart.

I lock the car – my fingers shaking so bad I miss the button twice before hearing the whirr and click of the doors – and walk towards the studio. I look around, making sure I am alone. There’s nobody in this part of the world right now. It’s just me and a building.


And a big-dicked photographer fucking my wife
.

The studio appears to be deserted. No movement, no sound from within. I glance up the side of the building, looking for some carefully hidden access point, like this is a videogame and there will be a convenient, ladder-like mesh of exposed brickwork leading to an open window. Of course, there isn’t such a thing. The walls are plain and bare, the windows covered from inside and too high up to reach.

My shoes crunch in the gravel of the weed-strewn lot as I slowly and carefully pick my way around the side of the building, looking for a hidden entrance or any other kind of secret passageway into the studio. There isn’t. The only way in is the front door.

I tell myself to stop. To get back in the car. To wait. Maybe her car broke down on the way home and she’s walking to a garage nearby for help. Maybe this is completely innocent. Maybe my wife is not an adulteress.


No
, I think, she’s not an adulteress. My wife is a cheating whore
.

Those words make my loins twitch, the same way my cock throbbed earlier looking through the pictures and imagining Layla getting fucked on our couch. Cheating whore
. I push the thoughts aside. Can’t afford to be distracted, not right now. I have something I need to do first.

I creep around the side of the building, to the studio front. The large hand-painted sign advertising Carlos’s studio peers down at me, looking a little faded and sun-baked. The street is still quiet and empty, except for me. I quietly walk along the front of the studio, blood thumping in my ears, hardly daring to breathe, my feet crunching in the gravel, until I reach the front door. It’s a simple brown wooden door. There’s an eyehole in the door. No windows.

I put my ear to the door and listen, straining to hear anything over the rushing blood in my ear.

Nothing.

I reach out and grasp the door handle, forcing my hand to remain steady and not to tremble. I turn the handle.

The door is unlocked.

I push the door open, slowly, slowly, slowly, praying that it doesn’t creak or squeak or rattle. It doesn’t make a sound. The door swings open on silent hinges, revealing a small, quiet reception-type area. Plastic seats. Framed photos of weddings and model shoots. It is currently empty. I take a step inside, listening hard. Still nothing. Maybe nobody’s here after all.

The room is a small, carefully furnished space. Modern wood flooring and white walls. The kind of place you could wait while he develops photos in another room. There are two doors on the far side of the small room. I tiptoe across the room, forcing myself to breathe out through my mouth in long, slow exhales, and put my ear to the first door.

Then I hear something.

Not from behind the door. From above. The sound of furniture scraping on a wooden floor.

I am not alone. Someone else is definitely here with me.

I quietly grasp the handle and pull. Behind the first door is a supply closet. Nothing interesting. I move over to the second door and gentle push it open wide enough to peek through the crack. I can see a large, unfurnished photography studio. Standing lamps against the far wall. Large, colorful background sheets. I push the door open the rest of the way and let myself into the room.

It’s a wide, open space. There are a few pieces of furniture dotted around, chairs, tables, cushions – anything that could be used as a prop for the photo shoot.

I spy another door in the back corner of the room and quietly walk across it, taking care not to make a sound on the wooden floor. I pause suddenly, sniffing the air. There is a strange, familiar scent hanging around. One I know very, very well.

Layla’s perfume.

The scrape of furniture on the floor above makes me look up, staring at the ceiling. My heart sinks into my stomach, consumed by the boiling, bubbling acid of anger and pain and shock.


Please, God, if you are real… don’t let this happen. Don’t let me find them together
.

I cross the room and reach the door on the far side. My heart punches my ribs now, as though trying to force a hole in my chest. My hands feel heavy as lead. It takes all my strength to reach up and push this door. It swings back silently, revealing a wooden staircase to the second floor.

Now I can hear something else. Someone
 else. I can the sound of feminine giggles., followed by the sound of another voice, muffled and indistinct, but definitely male. Then a sharp, sudden gasp of delight. A gasp that I know very, very well. I’ve heard it myself, many times. I’ve made that sound escape my wife’s throat during all the years we’ve been together. It’s the sound she makes when I gently kiss her womanhood. The sound she makes when I playfully slap her naked ass. The sound she makes when I ease my length out of her once our lovemaking comes to an end.

The final piece of puzzle falls into place and my world crumbles into dust. My wife fucked the photographer on our wedding day. My wife has continued to fuck the photographer at least once a month since that day. My wife is upstairs right now, gasping with delight as her lover touches her body.

I stand still for a long, dreadful moment, utterly frozen and completely incapable of taking another step. I try to tell myself that it wasn’t my wife I heard just now, it was another woman. Maybe this photographer guy has a girlfriend and this is one big misunderstanding and my wife has never fucked him or sucked his cock or let him come on her face. One big, crazy, mix-up.

My right foot lifts off the ground and moves forward, onto the bottom step. Up or down? Stay or go? Man or mouse?

I have to know. I’ve come this far. It might break my heart – it might break me
 – but I have to know.

I stand on the bottom step, my feet spread to the far edges of the staircase to avoid making any unfortunate creaking sounds. It takes me a long, long moment to gather my courage. A crazy voice in my head screams that this criminal trespass and I’m going to get thrown in jail and what if this guy has a gun and shoots me dead? I tell the voice to shut up. This guy has already trespassed into my life – into my wife
 – and I’m allowed to repay the favor. Maybe he has a gun. Hell, I hope he has a gun.

A crazy vision flashes before my eyes, a scene from the movie of my life, where I bravely wrestle Carlos to the ground and rip the gun out of his hands and point it right at his smug, grinning face and-

A soft, passionate moan
 of erotic pleasure echoes down the stairs, as loud and clear as if it was whispered into my ear.

That’s Layla’s moan. That’s what she sounds like when she’s really – really
 – turned on. That’s the sound she makes when she’s had a few drinks and we allow ourselves to get seriously dirty together. She’s making it right now, a few feet above my head.

With that fucking guy.

Carlos.

Motherfucking.

Rodriguez.

I take a step. And another. Keeping my feet to the outside. Treading carefully. Treading lightly. Heart hammering so loud I’m sure it must be echoing off the walls.

Another soft moan
.

Then a voice. A female voice. Low and breathy and full of excited lust.

Layla’s voice.

‘Oh, fuck,’ she says, ‘you’re so fucking good…’

I stop dead, ears straining to hear more, staring down at the next step so hard my eyes are watering. All the air has been sucked out of my chest, my lungs are empty and deflated, my heart racing hard, desperately pumping the last remaining particles of oxygen around my body before I keel over into a faint, right here on the stairs.

I put my hands out on either side, steadying myself on the plain plasterboard walls, forcing myself to stay upright and keep going. I take another two steps. I’m now almost halfway up the stairs.

Above me, the stairs appear to open out straight into the room above. The wall to my right is the back of the studio building, so I guess the room opens out to the left. There doesn’t look to be a barricade or anything up there.

I take another step.

My wife’s moan floats down to me, like music sailing through the air. It’s the most excruciating sound I have ever heard in my life. Layla is being pleasured by another man and that knowledge pierces my chest like a javelin.

I take another step. I am close the edge now. One more step, and I’ll be able to peek over the lip of the stairs, able to see them together. I don’t have a plan for what comes next. Maybe I’ll leap out and scream at them. Maybe I’ll throw myself at him. Maybe I’ll grab something heavy and start swinging. Life is full of possibilities when you have nothing to lose.

Again, my wife’s soft and lusty voice calls down the stairs. She says, ‘Oh, my God, I love that…’ She doesn’t bother to lower her voice. Why would she? As far she knows, it’s just her and the Latino stud. All alone in their little fuck-nest. Husband miles away, far across town, completely out of her mind and totally fucking clueless.

Not today.

Not fucking today.

I take one final step, now crouching so my head doesn’t peer over the edge of the floor and give me away. My heart beats like I’ve just run a marathon. My breath rips out of my throat in soft rasps. I can’t seem to exist any quieter than this right now. I take a few long, slow, deep breaths, trying to force myself to calm down. It doesn’t work.

‘Fuck
,’ says my wife from a few feet away, moaning in a voice meant for my ears only.

I steel myself and stand up and snatch a glance over the edge. Just for a second. Then duck down again.

There are boxes piled up near the stairs, acting as some kind of makeshift barrier. A window in one wall, drapes pulled, afternoon sunlight gently punching through. I don’t see much else.

I stand up and look again, slower this time. The boxes protect me as much as they shield the room from my view. I take another step up, and peer around the edge of the box.

And what I see almost kills me stone dead.

There’s a bed in the center of the room. I can’t tell if Carlos lives here, or just uses this place to fuck women on the side. There’s no other furniture. The floor and walls are almost totally bare, apart from scattered boxes and stacks of photography supplies… and discarded clothing. On the bed is a figure. I can’t see her face, but I know who it is. I recognized the outfit as easily as I recognized the breathy moans. Her dark suit jacket and heels are on the floor, forgotten. Her knee-length dress has been pulled up to her stomach. She lays on the bed with her legs parted, wide and willing.

And kneeling between her legs, shirtless, his muscular, olive-tanned back to me, is The Guy, the asshole, the motherfucker who ruined my life and fucked my wife and stole her from me on the very day we married.

Carlos.

Motherfucking.

Rodriguez.

I can’t see what he’s doing, but from the position of their bodies, it’s pretty fucking obvious that he is licking her sensitive cleft. I can see it in my mind. I’ve done it myself thousands of times. I can picture her soft, pink lips, slowly darkening and swelling with arousal. I can feel her slick wetness on my lips. I can taste her excitement on my tongue.

My cock throbs again, and this time I can’t push it out of my mind. I crouch down again, furious with myself. Furious for coming here. Furious for seeing this. Furious for getting turned on by it. What the fuck is wrong with me?

‘Holy shit
,’ Layla says, moaning in that sexy way I love so much. ‘Carlos, your tongue is so fucking good…’

I stand up again and watch. I’m rooted to the spot. Unable to move up or down the stairs. Unable to do anything but watch my wife and her lover.

Her legs open wider and she places her bare feet on the bed, knees up, her fingers running through his hair. Her wedding ring glints in the light, winking at me as it tussles his hair, and I feel a fresh wave of sickening anger course through me. I put that wedding ring on her finger. Carlos photographed me doing it. Now that ring is touching his body. In his bed. In his studio.

I can’t see what he’s doing from this angle, but she’s clearly loving it. Her breaths slowly transform into moans. He’s moving his head in slow figure-of-eight motions, and I can see one arm raised as well. I squeeze my eyes shut for a second and I can hear the sound of wet fingers slipping in and out of Layla’s eager pussy, between the deep, raspy groans of passion that escape her lips.

It’s not enough for this guy to have a better body me. It’s not enough that he has a bigger cock. It’s not enough that he fucks better and harder and deeper than me. He even licks my wife’s pussy better than I can.

I duck down behind the wall, heart beating like a drum solo. My cock throbs again, this time a little painfully. My balls feel heavy and full and swollen. How many times have I felt this surge of lust in my groin today? Why do I keep feeling like this? Why does it turn me on? I should be horrified. Hell, I am horrified. But I also feel absurdly horny. My stomach is churning like laundry on a spin cycle.

A voice in my head screams at me to focus. I’ve seen enough. I’ve done what I came to do. My wife is still fucking this guy. Probably has been fucking him since we got married. I married a cheating whore. Hell, for all I know, she’s fucking every man in town behind my back. I have no idea if it’s just this guy.

But I know. Deep down, I know. A guy like this, with that body and that cock – there’s nobody who could match that. Everyone else would be a step down in comparison. Including me.

‘Shit!’ Layla says, the word a long, stretch moan of passion. ‘Keep doing that!’

I stand up again and watch, helpless to do anything else, unable to move or leave or interrupt the lovers. Carlos is still kneeling between her open legs, still caressing my wife’s blossoming pussy with his tongue. His hand looks to be moving a little faster now. Maybe he’s finger-fucking my wife as he swirls tongue around her clit. Layla’s moans grow steadily louder. She raises her legs and drapes them over his shoulders, pulling him closer. Her hands now grip his head, wedding ring winking out at me in cruel mockery from within his dark hair.

‘You’re so fucking good!’ she says, and I can hear in her voice how close she is to coming. My wife is about to come as this man eats her tender, swollen sex and slides his fingers in and out of her tight entrance, and all I can do is watch. I am a weak, spineless, feeble, pathetic excuse of a man.

My cock throbs, and this time it grows full and hard in my pants, straining painfully against my underwear. I look down at myself, staring at the awkward tent in my pants, trying to comprehend the mixture of shame, humiliation, and overwhelming arousal that swirls through my body like a heady cocktail.

‘Fuck! Yes!’

I watch my wife come for Carlos Rodriguez, coming hard on his skilled fingers and tongue. I watch her legs twitch uncontrollably, toes curled, her fingers clawing into his scalp in an animalistic display of passionate lust. I watch what I can see of Layla’s body tremble, even as he sits a little more upright and pulls her further toward him, driving her further over the edge.

My wife cries out in wordless delight, her orgasm long and fierce and all-consuming. She comes for his fingers. She comes for his tongue. She comes harder than I have ever made her come before.

Jealousy seizes my heart and arousal seizes my cock. Is it possible to be turned on by humiliation like this? Before today, I didn’t know such a thing was possible. After today, I don’t know if I will ever feel as wildly, insanely turned on as in this moment.

Layla’s huge, body-shuddering orgasm subsides and she pats Carlos’s head. He eases back and stands up and now I can see that he’s wearing a pair of loose slacks. He reaches down and grasps my wife’s arms pulls her up into a sitting position. I shrink back behind the boxes, but she doesn’t see me. She only has eyes for him.

The thing that hurts the most is my wife’s flushed, smiling face. She looks so excited. So full of passion. The last time I saw that expression on her face was the night before our wedding. Now she only makes that face for him. I know that he sees it every time they fuck. For him, this is just another conquest. For her, it’s the best fuck of her life, again.

Layla yanks down his slacks without needing to be asked and I see the look on her face as his cock – his monstrous, bulging, huge, thick, hard cock – springs free and a crazy part of me wants to move closer to get a better view. I force myself not to do anything except watch.

‘I love the way you eat my pussy,’ Layla says, her words hitting my chest like golf balls launched from a cannon. She smiles up at him, taking his length in her hand, a naughty giggle erupting from her lips.

‘I love eating your pussy,’ Carlos says. His voice is cool and confident and smug and so fucking pleased with himself. Again, I have to force myself to stay where I am and not vault up the stairs and attack him. ‘Does your husband eat your pussy as good as me?’

‘No,’ she says, with a wicked giggle, driving a knife through my heart, and leans in closer to her lover. His back obscures my view, but it sounds like she’s kissing his abs. ‘You’re the best, baby.’

‘What else do I have that’s better than your husband?’ he says, and I can hear the smirk in his voice.

My wife makes that wicked giggle again, then she moans long and deep, the sound muffled by something in her mouth. From the angle of her head, I can tell that she has moved lower. She’s sucking his cock, and gladly. I can her the smacking of her lips, the groans of delight in her throat, the little gasps of air as she slides up his shaft, to the tip. My mind flashes back to the pictures I saw this morning, a thousand years ago. I know exactly what his hard cock looks like. I know how wide her lips have to stretch to fit him halfway into her mouth. I know the gleam that will be in her eye right now.

‘God,’ Carlos says, in a sigh of pleasure, placing his hands on the back of my wife’s head, ‘married sluts suck cock better than anyone.’

My wife groans a response. Carlos grabs her head roughly now. I see the muscles on his back and legs and ass tense as he starts to push her head down, forcing her mouth around his cock. Layla makes little gagging noises in her throat, but he doesn’t stop and she doesn’t make him. She’s living this just as much as he is.

I can’t tear my eyes away from the scene. I can’t move. I can hardly breathe. This young, powerful, muscular guy is fucking my wife’s throat right in front of me. An hour ago, I would have gladly kicked his ass for even thinking about it, now I find myself watching in horrified, aroused fascination. I’ve never done that to Layla. I’ve never been that rough with her. I had no idea she liked it.

Carlos pulls her hair roughly, yanking her mouth free of his thick, juicy meat. I hear her gasp for air.

‘You like sucking this big cock?’ he says.

‘I love it,’ she says at once.

‘Your husband’s cock this big?’

‘No!’ She sounds like she’s desperate to please him. ‘My husband is fucking tiny compared to you.’

My cock feels like it’s about to burst. Why the fuck does that turn me on so much to hear? It hurts, yeah, but also excites me.

‘Suck my balls,’ he says. My wife does as he commands without a second thought, dropping her head beneath his huge, heavy cock. I hear him sigh with pleasure as her lips slurp and smack around his full, eager testicles. How much come is stored in them, I wonder? How big is the load he’s going to give my wife today?

I shake my head, clearing it. What the fuck is wrong with me? Why did I think that? Do I want him to go through with this? Am I going to let this continue?

‘Oh, God, I love it,’ Layla says, turning her mouth back to her lover’s hard shaft. ‘I fucking love it so much!’

She sucks him long and deep, with urgent, greedy desperation, her throat groans and moans both the sweetest and the worst thing I have ever heard in my life. Carlos lets her work, looking down at my wife, observing her hungry cock sucking. I wonder if she’s the best blowjob he’s ever had. She’s the best I’ve ever known, but he probably gets blowjobs from willing sluts every single day. He makes occasional soft moans of encouragement and tender, gentle sighs. His tattoo is perfectly visible the whole time, taunting me.


Ladykiller
.

Finally, he grabs her hair again. He stands back and she follows, rising to her feet off the bed. I shrink back further behind the boxes, peering out with one eye. Her gaze his fixed on his face and she doesn’t seem to notice anything else.

He reaches up with his other hand, grabs the top of her dress, and pulls it down, exposing her bra. The dress now only covers her stomach.

‘Take that off,’ he says, in a firm, commanding tone. ‘I want to fuck your tits.’

Layla’s eyes flash and she reaches up behind her back and unclips the bra faster than I’ve ever seen. Bare seconds after he’s issued the order, she throws her bra to the floor, large creamy breasts exposed, nipples firm and hungry for attention. He lets go of her hair and pushes her back onto the bed. She laughs with delight at his rough manhandling. He climbs on the bed and mounts her, sitting over her stomach. I can’t see what he’s doing – all I can see is his back – but I can imagine it well enough. I know my wife’s soft, generous breasts so well. I’ve stared at pictures of Carlos’s cock all day. My mind fills in the blanks. I can see his thick shaft sliding between her breasts. Maybe she pushes them together to grip him tighter. Maybe she’s licking the tip of his cock as he glides up – he’s more than big enough to do both.

A flash of jealous anger crosses my mind and I turn, ready to storm up the stairs and interrupt them. But then what? What would I do next? This guy is younger, faster, stronger and better than me. If I don’t take him by surprise, I’ll never take him. And what will I do with Layla? Scream at her? Drag her outside as she is now, so the world can know what a filthy, lying, deceitful, slut of a wife she is?

He fucks my wife’s tits for a few minutes. She coos at him, murmuring how good it feels, how thick and hot and hard it is between her breasts. Then he gives her a new order.

‘I want you on top.’

She moves out of the way quickly, eager to satisfy. He lays down on the bed, grasping his thick shaft, pointing the wet and gleaming tip toward heaven. My wife climbs on top, her back to me, and effortlessly swings her leg over him with a deft, graceful, practiced flick. She takes her place over his shaft and slowly sinks down onto him.

As the tip of his bare shaft glides inside my wife’s sex, parting her pink lips and stretching her inflamed hole, I know for certain that she has fucked him many, many times over the years. The ease with which her pussy accepts him, the way her body reacts to this massive invasion, the arch of the her back, the flick of her hair, the low, throaty groan of passion – these little nonverbal signals all confirm my suspicions. I have been a fool for six long years. My entire marriage is a sham. My wife was only truly my wife for the first eight hours of our union. After that, she was his whore just as much as my lover.

Layla’s erotic cry of deep satisfaction seems to reverberate inside my skull. I stare in open-mouthed shock as she sinks down on his length, lower, lower, lower
, taking inch after thick, pulsing inch inside her pink, dripping slit.

‘Fuck,’ Layla says, almost hissing through her teeth, ‘I’ve missed this so fucking much.’

‘Then you should come over more often,’ Carlos says.

‘I can’t.’ Layla pauses to let out a long, loud moan as she comes to a rest on his body, every last inch of his massive shaft buried inside her far, far deeper than I have ever known. ‘My husband.’

‘Fuck him.’

And with that blunt dismissal, my wife begins to fuck her lover. I try to look away, or close my eyes, or move behind the boxes to block my vision, but I can’t. The sight is mesmerizing. I watch every long, passionate second of it. She rocks her hips and grinds down into him. She eases up and falls back over his shaft. She moans his name and tells him how fucking good
 and hard
 and big
 his fat cock feels inside her. She fucks him long and hard. First, she sits up and rides him, her breasts probably swinging and bouncing before his eyes in a hypnotic, devastatingly sexy rhythm. Then, as her pace quickens and her climax starts to build, she bends down and kisses him. Carlos reaches down and spanks her ass over and over. She squeaks with delight at every wet smack of his palm. His blows leave little red marks on her skin that quickly fade. His cock gleams with her sticky juices. He groans in time with her, loving the feeling of my wife’s tight pussy gripping his thick meat. He starts to thrust upwards now, grabbing her hips to keep her in place, pounding her sex. His balls swing back and forth with the effort of his thrusting. I hear her moans get louder, longer, shriller. I see her body tense, stiffen, clench. I can even smell their lust in the air. The scent of sex and sweat and combined juices hangs thick in this open attic space.

My wife comes for a second time this afternoon as he fucks her with his huge, bare cock. She comes louder, harder, and faster than she has ever come for me. Every thought I have of interrupting or attacking or stopping flies out of my mind. I watch her sitting astride him, taking every inch inside as he pushes up, forcing himself deeper and deeper and deeper still. I watch the way her entire body shudders with the power of her orgasm. I hear the breath catch in her throat for several long seconds – long enough that I almost wonder if she’s still breathing – and I know, deep down, one fundamental truth. She will never give up fucking this man. Not even if I threaten to leave her. She needs this like a fish needs water or a plant needs sunlight. She’s not just addicted to his cock, she lives for his cock. This man can give her better sex than I could ever hope to provide.

That thought hurts more than any other I’ve experienced today. It also makes my stiff cock tremble in my pants. I reach down and give my member a firm squeeze. God, it feels so nice. So wrong but also so nice. Why am I getting so turned on watching her fuck this man?

Carlos doesn’t let up. Even as she trembles above him, he continues pounding her, the wet slap
 of their bodies as loud as explosions in the quiet room. Her cries get louder with every long, hard stroke, his massive length filling her over and over and over, stretching her and satisfying her and pleasuring her more deeply than I could ever achieve. It hurts me. It turns me on. I’m awash with confused, conflicting feelings. I came here to kick this guy’s ass and drag my wife home. Now I’m watching them fuck with a hard-on throbbing inside my pants. God fucking help me, I’m watching them fuck and I’m enjoying it.

‘Oh, my God!’ Layla says, the words bursting out of her mouth with the passion and enthusiasm of an opera singer hitting the high note. ‘You fuck me so good!’

‘Better than your husband?’ Carlos says, and I can hear the smug fucking grin in his voice.

‘So much better!’ Layla rides him hard and fast and desperately now, grinding into him. Every thick, slid inch of his length is buried inside her. Christ, how much can she take? Even the dildos she keeps in her underwear drawer don’t go as deep as he does. ‘I never come like this with him!’

Her words cut me deep. It’s true. I know it. She knows it. Carlos knows it. He is the superior male and my wife – the sweet, gentle, love of my life – is fucking his bare cock wildly and shaming me and my abilities because it turns him on.

Now Carlos sits upright, his olive-tanned hands gliding up her smooth, pale back. Her moans deepen. They kiss. I watch, stunned and silent, at the passion and tenderness in their embrace.

Then they break apart and Carlos says, ‘On your knees.’

‘Yes, sir,’ she says, with another of those wicked giggles.

My wife eases off her lover. His thick cock slides out of her, gleaming and glistening and dripping with their lust and my wife’s slick juices. I’m seized by a mad desire to rush into the room and undress and join them. I duck down behind the wall, eyes shut, trying to control myself. I don’t want them to know I’m here. Or do I? Wasn’t that the point of this mad crusade, to stop them from doing exactly what they’re doing right now
?

My wife’s deep, passionate groan cuts through my thoughts like an air raid siren on a clear morning. That voice in my head tells me not to look up, to leave and get in the car and go for a drive.

But I can’t. I have to look. I have to know more. I have to see more. I stand up and slowly lean forward, peering around the boxes.

Layla is now on her hands and knees on his bed, almost facing toward me. She still doesn’t notice me; all her attention is focussed on the man kneeling behind her. My wife’s mouth is open in a wide O of sheer bliss. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her arms strain with the effort of keeping herself upright for him.

Carlos grasps my wife’s hips and eases himself forward. I don’t need to be close to see what he’s doing, how wide her sex is opening for him, or how good it feels for both of them. My wife lets out a long, throaty groan as he pushes his full length inside her.

I squeeze my cock again, feel its full, throbbing length in my hand, the length that can’t hope to compete with his, the length that could never satisfy my wife like he does, and I watch in silence. Carlos is slow at first, almost gentle, as though he knows my wife’s body isn’t used to being regularly stretched open like this.

‘Fuck,’ Layla says, stretching the vowel out for several long seconds. ‘Harder, baby. I can take it. I can take it all. God, I love it!’


I can take it all
. The words rattle around my skull like an echo after the concert is over. She sounds so proud of herself. So delighted in her wanton, slutty sexuality.

Carlos starts to pump her now, long, smooth, deep strokes that make Layla gasp every time. He raises a hand and brings it down on her ass, the hard slap making her cry out in that delicious combination of pleasure and pain.

‘Not so hard,’ she says, fighting through her passion to speak clearly. ‘Don’t leave marks.’

‘Your idiot husband won’t notice,’ he says, and spanks her again. This time, my wife offers no comeback. ‘He’s never noticed half the shit I’ve done to you.’

Layla lets her front half collapse to the bed now, the pleasure overwhelming her, his hard, deep thrusts almost too much for her to endure. The curves of her beautiful pale ass stand out brilliantly against his tanned torso, and I can see her flesh rippling deliciously with every hard, powerful thrust. I squeeze my cock once more, fighting an absurd urge to unzip my pants and jerk off right here on the stairs.

Carlos begins to quicken his pace now, his strokes becoming slowly faster, but still deep and hard. My wife’s beautiful ass ripples more and more with every thrust. Her breasts sway back and forth with the force of every wet, sticky impact. Her moans, loud to begin with, now become a symphony of pleasure, a single wordless sound of unadulterated bliss. She has never made this sound with me. I didn’t even know women could
 make such a sound.

‘Your pussy is so fucking good,’ Carlos says, almost grunting like a caveman. Thick veins bulge in his neck and forehead with the effort of fucking my wife this good and this hard for this long. He’s already lasted maybe two or three times longer than me.

‘It’s yours!’ my wife says, tossing her head and moaning the words over her shoulders. ‘My pussy is yours! It’s all for you!’

‘Yes, it is,’ Carlos says, still in that powerful, monosyllabic grunt. He grits his teeth together, a line of brilliant white against his darker skin, both snarling and smiling at the same time. ‘Your married holes belong to me.’

‘Yes!’ My wife’s agreement stings like a whip to the balls. My cock pulses harder in my pants.

‘You’re my slut,’ Carlos says, and that little voice in my head wants to cheer and encourage him on. Yes, my wife is a slut. She’s a dirty, cheating, filthy married whore. She’s lying, two-faced bitch and she’s getting the best fuck of her life.

‘I’m your slut!’

Layla buries her face in the bed and grabs the covers with desperate, groping fingers. She muffles her cries into the bed. Carlos leans forward and grabs a fistful of her hair and yanks her head back, forcing her to be loud. Her orgasm is louder than a jet lifting off the runway. Carlos grins in savage triumph as my wife climaxes for him and him alone. He keeps fucking her, still pulling her head back by her hair, still pounding hard and deep and fast. When Layla pauses her cries long enough to draw breath – a throaty, raspy sound, like an asthmatic scrambling for air – I can her the sickly wet sound of his shaft filling her dripping, aching pussy. The sound reminds me of a boot being pulled out of thick mud. How fucking wet is she right now?


Wetter than I’ve ever made her
.

‘God,’ she says, finally coming down from her climax. He releases her hair and grips her hips again. ‘I can’t… can’t take anymore… come for me. Please come for me!’

‘You want me to come for you?’

‘God, yes!’

‘Say it.’

‘I want you,’ she says, and these words sound practiced and rehearsed, as though he can’t get off without hearing them, ‘to come on my married face!’

He pounds her even harder for a few moments, the wet slap of their bodies echoing in the quiet room. She moans and moans and moans, still gripping the bed, even biting the covers to quiet herself. Her expression is so different to the one I know. My wife’s face is twisted and stretched with lust beyond anything I have ever seen before. When she climaxes in my arms, she closes her eyes and opens her mouth and gently cries my name. With him, her entire body seems to be exploding out from within, every cell and fibre of her body burst into flame at once.

It’s the hottest, most intense thing I have ever seen.

Carlos eases back. My wife collapses onto the bed. He moves around to her side, his body glistening with sweat, his cock shiny and coated with her come. Her juices even trickle down his full, swollen, heavy balls. He pushes her hip and she allows him to roll her over. Now she is on her back, looking up as he kneels next to her head. My heart races. My eyes widen. I’m on edge. I can’t look away. I can’t stop. I want to see this. I have to see this.

The Latin stud kneels over my wife, stroking his huge, slick cock, a grin on his face. My wife pants, breasts heaving, arms above her head in erotic surrender, looking up at her lover, her conqueror, her seducer.

‘Come for me.’ My wife’s voice is softer now, breathless both from the hard fuck he just gave her and from the excitement of what is to come. She reaches up with a hand and gently, lovingly, squeezes his balls. ‘Come for me.’

‘I’m gonna come on your face,’ he says, his body tensed, muscles standing out on his arms and legs and back.

‘Come on my married face,’ she says. ‘I’m your slut. Come on my face.’

‘Your husband doesn’t do that?’ he says.

‘No. Only you. I’m your dirty little slut.’

Those words send him over the edge, even as they hit me like a closed fist to the jaw. He grunts deep in his throat and leans forward, aiming the deep purple tip of his thick cock directly at my wife’s face like a marksman taking aim. He shudders. His shoulders dip. Then he lets loose a firm, masculine grunt of pleasure and his climax arrives.

‘Yes,’ Layla says, opening her mouth for him. ‘Ruin my face!’

I watch in numb horror and stunned arousal as he unloads all over my wife’s face. Sticky white globs of thick come spurt out from the tip of his jerking cock, cascading across her smiling face, splattering her forehead and dripping over her lips. She moans wildly, lost in delight, as he marks her with come. One sticky jet after another flies out of his pulsing shaft. She squeezes his balls until every last drop has been emptied onto her face.

I suddenly realize that I’ve been holding my breath the entire time. I cup a hand over my mouth and quietly exhale into the palm. It’s over. It’s finally over. I can do something now. But what?

Layla’s hand slides up from Carlos’s balls to his cock. Even now, when it is slowly deflating, it is a monument to his alpha male glory. Thick and meaty and hard. She lifts her head and takes him into her mouth again. He looks down at her, a smug, cocky grin on his face. Someone else’s wife. Just another greedy come-soaked cock whore.

My wife gently and passionately takes his length to the back of her throat once more, cleaning him, tasting her juices, swallowing the last droplets of his hot come. She eases him out of her mouth and releases her grip on his shaft, and sinks into the bed, utterly spent.

‘Holy fuck,’ she says. ‘That was incredible.’

‘Glad you liked it,’ he says.

She rubs a hand over her gleaming, come-splattered face and holds up her fingers, studying them. I notice it’s her left hand and the wedding ring is almost daubed with his spend. His come almost touches the symbol of our union.

‘Shit, that’s a lot of come,’ she says. ‘More than usual.’

‘My appointment canceled yesterday,’ Carlos says, in a breezy, offhanded voice. ‘I’m a little backed up.’

‘You saved it all for me?’ Layla says in a soft, pleased tone, as though he’s just presented her with a bouquet of her favorite flowers. She doesn’t care that he fucks dozens of women a week. She doesn’t care that she’s just a number, a notch on a bedpost, a fucktoy to him.

‘You’re worth it,’ he says.

He gets off the bed, naked, unashamed, his thick cock swinging between his legs. I shrink back behind the boxes again, listening to his bare feet pad across the bare floor. I hear a shuffling, then the footfalls return to the bed.

‘Here,’ he says. ‘Clean your face.’

I glance out again. His back is to me. My wife sits up, holding a box of wet wipes. She takes one out and dabs at her glistening cheeks, gently wiping her lover’s come away.

‘Is it in my hair?’ she says. ‘I can’t wash my hair.’

‘No,’ he says, and sits down on the bed next to her. He caresses her body with a hand, pausing to squeeze her ass. ‘God, I love your ass. So firm. You have no idea how much I want to fuck it.’

My wife giggles and pulls a fresh wipe from the box.

‘You can’t fuck my ass,’ she says. ‘We tried. You’re too big.’

‘Someday,’ he says. ‘Then you’ll be all mine.’

‘Believe me,’ she says, ‘I would love you in my ass, but it won’t fit.’ She giggles again and looks at her watch. ‘Fuck, I need to clean up and get going. My husband will be waiting for me.’

‘Let him wait,’ he says. ‘Fuck again before you go?’

Layla stands up and pulls her dress back down over her thighs. It is creased and wrinkled. Only an idiot wouldn’t notice those creases. An idiot like me.

I crouch down again as Layla starts walking around the room, gathering her discarded bra and panties and suit jacket.

‘No,’ she says. ‘I want to, but I gotta go. Next time?’

‘Next time,’ he says. ‘We should try and go out of town again some time. Make a night of it.’

Layla giggles once more.

I lean against the wall, a broken man with a raging erection that will not quit, my mind buzzing with everything I just heard. I don’t know what part shocks me more, that he’s too
 big to fuck my wife’s ass; the fact that they tried
 anal; or the idea of them going out of town together again
. What do I do? It’s too late to stop them. I missed my chance. I can’t exactly take him by surprise now. What if I throw a punch and he floors me? That would be far worse than anything else – to be knocked out cold by the man fucking my wife.

No, I need to think. I need air. I need to go home.

I carefully turn on the spot and walk back down the stairs, keeping my feet to the edge again. Above me, I can hear my wife casually dressing, complimenting Carlos on his magnificent sexual prowess. The words burn me.

I reach the bottom of the stairs and retrace my steps from earlier. Through the door. Back across the studio. Into the reception. Through the front door. Out into the lot.

I stand in the fading afternoon light, breathing hard as though I’ve just completed a serious workout. Recriminations rattle around in my head. Why didn’t I stop them? Why did I watch? Why am I so fucking turned on right now?

No time for any of that. I need to get out of here. As much as my heart burns right now, I don’t want either of them to catch me. I don’t want either of them to know.

I close the studio door gently behind me and jog around the side of the building, not bothering to be quiet this time. I unlock my car and squeeze into the driver’s seat, looking up at the window of the bedroom. The drapes are drawn still. My wife is up there with him still.

I slip the keys into the ignition, about to fire up the engine, when my phone rings in my pocket, loud and obvious. I jump with fright and scramble to get my phone out. It’s Layla. Why is she calling me? I press the green answer button and hold the phone to my ear, heart racing, mouth dry.

‘H-hello?’ I say.

‘Hey sweetie,’ Layla says. Her voice sounds perfectly warm and natural. Not breathless or excited or even remotely sexual. She sounds a little bored and a little tired, like she’s just finished a long day of work. How does she do that? How many times has she called me after her ‘meeting’ – called me from his studio, his come plastered to her face – without me suspecting a thing?

‘Hi,’ I say, trying to force myself to seem natural and airy, like her. It doesn’t work. My voice sounds strained.

‘I’m just leaving now,’ she says. ‘You want me to grab some dinner on the way home?’

‘Sure.’

‘Pizza?’

‘Sure.’

‘You okay?’ she says. ‘You sound weird.’


That’s because I just watched you fuck your horny little fuckbuddy and I don’t know whether to cry, scream, or masturbate
.

I glance up again. Still no movement from inside. She’s probably dressed now, standing there in her work clothes while he sits naked on the bed, watching her in curious fascination as she lies to me – me
, the man she swore to love, honor, and obey above all others. Hell, maybe he’s stroking his cock again, trying to get it nice and hard to tempt her to stay for one more session. For all I know, she’s on her knees in front of him right now
, trailing her tongue up and down his shaft while she talks to me.

My cock jolts. My erection is so hard and has lasted for so long that it’s starting to feel uncomfortable. I need to take care of this, but how? How could I possibly jerk off after everything that’s happened today? Every time I close my eyes, all I can see is Layla’s face as he fucks her from behind.

‘I’m fine,’ I say. ‘Rough day.’

‘How’s the computer?’ she says. ‘Did you manage to do your work?’

Christ, that was a lifetime ago. I can barely even remember anything that happened before I found her photos. I was born again in that moment.

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Finished and sent.’

‘Good,’ she says, sounding happy. Maybe she’s pleased for me, or maybe her eyes are fixed on Carlos and his huge, stiffening manhood. Maybe she’s biting her lip and staring at his cock and trying to decide if she can be a little late tonight. What’s one more load down her throat? ‘I’m on my way home. See you soon?’

‘Yeah.’

‘I love you.’

The words catch me off-guard. I blink in surprise, staring down at the twitching, throbbing tent in my pants. She loves me? She just fucked another guy – yet again – and let him come all over her face and says that she loves me?

‘Oliver?’ she says, a little concern in her voice.

‘Yeah,’ I say, snapping out of my thoughts. ‘You too.’

I hang up and start the engine.

****

I drive back home in a daze, traveling slowly. Several times I’m brought out of my daydreams by honking car horns, suddenly aware that the light is green. I can’t see the road. I can’t see the wheel. All I can see is Layla on her hands and knees, eyes rolling back in bliss as her big-dicked Latino lover pounds her hard and fast from behind. All I can hear is her shrill, passionate cries of pleasure as she climaxed for him, over and over.

And still my cock reacts to the images. Still I feel the surge of lust in my loins as my manhood twitches and jumps, wanting to bury itself into the nearest tight, wet hole and come. Why did that happen? Why did I let them fuck in front of me?

The awful truth slowly dawns on me as I slowly find my way along the half-deserted and darkening streets. I let them fuck in front of me for the same reason I got turned on watching – I enjoyed it. Watching them together was like watching porn in real life, only better somehow. I saw a dirty, wild, shocking side of my wife that I didn’t know existed. I heard her say things that she’s never said to me. I watched her body move in ways it’s never moved with me. Every passing second was absolute, stomach-churning, soul-crushing agony, and this fact only made it somehow more erotic. It was like eating pizza when you’re supposed to be on a diet or skipping the gym to go home and have a nap or ditching class to play videogames, only a thousand times more intense. Every fibre of my being told me that it was sick and disgusting and horrifying and wrong, yet those thoughts only made it more exciting, more erotic, and more intense to witness.

My wife is a fucking whore.

And I loved it.

It was the worst thing that has ever happened to me, and yet I feel alive in a wholly new way. I feel like I’ve woken up – really, truly woken up – after a lifetime spent half-asleep and barely aware of the world around me. Watching them together hurt me deeply and hearing them mock my prowess cut like razor blades, but I couldn’t stop. It was like a drug, a powerful, intoxicating drug. I couldn’t get enough. I want more. I need more.

Fuck… Carlos has turned me into a junkie, along with my wife.

I swing the car into the driveway and turn off the engine. The sun is slowly sinking now, the sky deepening and shadows slowly growing across the world. It’s been a hell of a day. I woke a happily married man. I spent the afternoon as a frantic mess. I will go to bed a cuckolded husband.

My heart skips a beat when I think of Layla returning home. What will I do? What will I say? Do I tell her that I know? Do I confront her? Do we scream and argue and fight and sleep in separate beds and see counsellors and talk about our feelings?

Somehow, I don’t see that happening. If Layla can fuck this guy behind my back for six years – six fucking years!
 – then I doubt she’s going to suddenly open up to a shrink. She must be good at hiding her tracks, she didn’t leave a fucking shred of evidence behind.

Or maybe she did. Maybe she’s retuned home many times with red cheeks and glazed eyes and I didn’t notice. Maybe I wasn’t paying attention and didn’t see the creases in her dress, or the faraway look in her eyes, or detect the scent of musky cock on her breath. Maybe I was too absorbed in my own shit to notice that my wife-

My loyal-

-loving-

-faithful-

-caring-

-funny-

-kind-

-devoted-

-honest-

-hardworking-

-cheating fucking slut
-

-wife was fucking the photographer from our wedding at least once a month for the past six goddamn years!

I slam my hand down on the steering wheel. It hurts. It feels good. I slam my hand down again. And again. And again. The horn honks. I grab the wheel and shake it violently. I scream at the top of my lungs. The car rocks and shakes. I scream louder and harder, almost as loud and hard as Layla did when Carlos fucked her from behind, and I thump my fists on the horn over and over and over, the horn bleating like a dying animal with every impact.

Finally, my rage passes, like a cloud crossing over the sun. I feel a little better. Not perfect, but better. If I could go back in time and undo this whole fucking day, I would. It must be better to live in ignorance than to have this awful knowledge.

I get out of the car and lock it behind me and cross the lawn to the front door. I unlock it and walk inside and kick off my shoes and stand in the hallway and stare at the photos on the wall. My life was divided into two distinct chapters – before Layla, after Layla. Now my life is divided into pre-Carlos and post-Carlos sections, with a line through the center, through the smiling wedding picture in the middle of the wall. Part of me wants to destroy it, to throw it on the floor and stamp the glass into dust or sink a nail into the picture just like Carlos sank nine thick inches deep into the heart of our vows before the marriage was even a day old. A few hours after this photo was taken, he was coming over her face. I bet he was thinking about it when the shutter snapped, planning the moment when he would mark my wife with his come. I bet he was getting hard watching us pose for him.

Mother. Fucker.

The laptop is still on, exactly where I left it. Layla grins with pride out at me from the screen, on her knees in the hotel room, hot, sticky come trickling down her cheeks and chin. Her voice echoes in my ear from a half hour ago. Ruin my face
! The passion in her voice. The excitement. The lust.

My cock aches in my pants, throbbing so hard I worry that it might explode. I’ve never felt like this before – so horny and frustrated and wild with confusion.

Headlights swing through the front windows from outside. I flinch. Layla is home.

I snap out of my daydream and close down the laptop, shutting down all the windows. No time to wipe my recent history. No time to cover my tracks. She’s home. She’s here. She’s back.

Time to make a decision.

What do I do?

‘Hey!’ she says, calling into the house as she pushes open the front door, her voice excited. ‘I got pizza!’

My heart races again. This day must have taken years off my life. I hear the front door close. The sound of keys hitting the inside of the bowl. The sound of shoes being kicked off. The sound of my wife’s bare feet walking closer.

I don’t know what to do! I don’t know anything anymore. I want to cry and scream and laugh and masturbate all at the same time.

‘Hey,’ she says, walking into the room. She holds a large pizza box and smiles at me. Her makeup has been wiped off and she’s brushed her hair with a hand. Her dress is creased. I wouldn’t have noticed any of these things on any other day.

‘You okay?’ she says, frowning. ‘You got a funny look on your face.’

I take a couple steps towards her, my hands balled into fists at my side. She looks at me hard, concern on her face.

‘Are you okay?’ she says again. ‘Did you manage to finish your work today?’

I grab the pizza box and pull it out of her hands. She stares at me in shock. I throw the box down on the floor behind me. It lands on the bottom, pizza sliding around inside.

‘Honey?’ she says. ‘You’re kinda scaring me.’

I’m close enough now to smell mint on her breath. So that’s how she does it. A breath mint in the car on the way home and I’ll never know that she sucked another man’s cock. Sneaky fucking bitch.

She reaches out and grabs my arms, looking me in the eyes.

‘Oliver, please,’ she says, ‘what’s wrong?’


What’s wrong
, I think, is that you’re a lying, cheating, deceitful, slut of a woman. What’s wrong is that you fuck this other guy behind my back. What’s wrong is that you enjoy him more than you enjoy me. What’s wrong is that I loved it
.

‘Oli?’ she says.

I can’t take it anymore. Everything explodes behind my eyes, all at once. All the rage, the shame, the embarrassment, the humiliation, the stomach-churning horror and arousal and shock and desire and lust and excitement and jealousy – it bursts inside my head like an aneurysm and I completely lose control.

I grab Layla and turn and shove her back against the couch. She flails and shrieks in surprise and falls over the arm, legs in the air. I pounce like an animal, climbing on top of her. Her eyes are wide with shock, but she doesn’t resist. I paw at her dress, yanking it up around her butt, exposing her legs.

‘Oh, wow!’ she says. ‘Oh, my God!’

I reach down and grab her panties with both hands and yank them – hard. Fabric rips. I tear a hole through her panties. Layla gasps – that good gasp, the sudden shock of arousal, almost like the one she made earlier for Carlos. I grab my pants and shove them down. My cock – my poor, throbbing, neglected, tortured cock – springs up and out, eager to please and delighted to be free. The tip glistens with excitement after a long day spent on the cusp of satisfaction.

‘Oh, fuck,’ Layla says, seeing me poised above her, hard and ready. ‘Oh, my God, Oli… what are you doing?’

I growl and thrust forward and bury myself inside her, pushing through the tear in her underwear. She offers no resistance. Her legs part wider. Her arms wrap around my neck. She pulls me in close. I smell mint and sweat and fresh perfume. She moans softly, looking into my eyes as I enter her.

My wife’s pussy feels totally different. She feels far, far, wetter than usual, probably still a lot of juice leftover from the incredible pounding she had earlier. She doesn’t feel tight like she normally does. She feels slack and loose and open. My cock doesn’t touch the sides. Usually she grips me like a warm, wet glove. This time, I doubt she can even feel me. Carlos has stretched her out. He has ruined her for me.

‘Yeah,’ she says, ‘you feel so good…’

She’s lying. She can’t feel me. There’s no way she can feel me, not after what he did to her. That thought drives me crazy with jealousy and anger and shame. I start pounding her, trying to match Carlos’s speed and energy and passion, wanting to be better than him, desperate to be better than him. I’m the husband, I need to be the best man in her life! I can’t be number two! I can’t let her keep fucking him!

‘God, I love it!’ she says, the same words she told Carlos less than one hour ago, but this time she doesn’t sound half as excited or turned on. When she said that to him, she really meant it. She really loved it. With me, she’s going through the motions.

I can’t fuck her as well as he can. I can’t stretch her like he can. I can’t make her scream like he can. I am – and will always be – the inferior man.

Everything I have experienced today flashes before my eyes at once. The pictures. Layla stripping off the wedding dress. Sucking Carlos’s fat cock. Bending over for him. Screaming into the mirror in delight. Smiling as he came on her face. The women on his fan page, gushing over his prowess. Recommending him as a fuck buddy. The smug grin on his face in his profile picture. The sound of my wife’s moans. The way she greedily sucked his cock. Carlos mounting her and fucking her tits. The way she rode him in that bed. The sound of her orgasm. The look on her face as he bent her over and kept going. The look in her eyes as she came again and again. Watching him come on her face as she moaned like a slut in heat.

And now, I feel what he left behind. The loose, slack, wet hole of my wife’s dripping sex. He gets to stretch her and come on her face. I get the leftovers. I get sloppy seconds
.

‘Fuck!’ I say, grunting through gritted teeth. I can feel it building, my balls tightening, my stomach clenching, my breath shortening.

‘Already?’ she says.

That word almost makes me explode. Not just the word, but the way she says it. I hear disappointment and surprise and sadness and resignation. My wife is used to being disappointed by me.

I moan and lean down over her, gripping the couch and looking into her eyes. Her face is so beautiful, wiped clear of makeup and freshly glowing. Her expression is wonderful – a mixture of arousal, excitement, confusion, and disappointment.

That look in her eye is what sends me over the edge.

I thrust one final time and my climax bursts out from within, the most powerful, intense orgasm of my life. My balls throb and contract and red-hot semen launches along my shaft like a rocket leaving the launch pad. Layla gasps as I fill her aching, swollen, stretched, ruined, gaping womanhood. I moan again as another blast shoots through my cock, launching deep into my wife – but not as deep as he
 was, just a short while ago.

‘Fuck,’ she says, breathing hard, as my moment passes and I lay down on top of her, spent, defeated, and broken. ‘I don’t know where that came from, but I liked it.’

I know she’s lying. My cock throbs one final time and one last dribble of semen spills out. I doubt she can even feel it.

‘I missed you today,’ she says.

‘I missed you too.’

She kisses my cheek, gently, lovingly, holding me close. I can feel her heart beating against mine. The moment is so tender and caring that I feel tears welling in my eyes. I love her. I truly, completely love her.

‘I love you, Oli,’ she says.

Then why are you fucking Carlos behind my back?

‘I love you too,’ I say.

‘Pizza’s gonna get cold,’ she says, a smile in her voice.

‘Let it,’ I say, ‘I like this.’

She kisses my cheek and hold me tight. I feel my manhood slowly deflating inside her.

‘So…’ she says, ‘what have you been doing all day that got you so worked up?’

This is it. This is my moment. I can tell her everything. I can tell her I know and we can figure out what to do next.

But I know that, no matter what happens, she won’t be able to give up Carlos. If she’s married to me or single, Layla is addicted to her big-dicked Latino lover. It doesn’t matter what I do or say, I’m never going to be able to change that. I saw how they were earlier. I watched how good he was in bed. If she leaves me, he’ll have her all to himself, whenever he wants. At least this way she’s still mostly mine.

Her heart beats in rhythm with mine. She kisses my head again.

‘Nothing,’ I say. ‘Just couldn’t wait to see you.’

She has her secrets, I guess I can have mine, too. Maybe Carlos can have her one hour a month. The rest of the time, she belongs to me.

###
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Happy Anniversary

This is it. No backing out now. My wife is about to meet her old boyfriend – the biggest lover she’s ever had…

Wedding anniversaries are a special occasion for all couples, and Connor intends to make this night the most memorable one ever. He’s treating his wife Ellie to a romantic getaway by the coast. A cute hotel. Romantic walks. Dinner dates. And her hung ex-boyfriend.

Ellie has no idea what Connor is planning, but she’s more than delighted to go along for the ride – and what a ride she’s about to enjoy…

‘Do you wanna grab a drink and hang out in our room?’ she says. ‘It might be easier… you know, to talk.’

‘Sure,’ Aiden says. He orders a drink. I grab a bottle of wine and three glasses and follow my wife and her ex-boyfriend through the bar. I feel people’s eyes on my back, but I don’t turn around. Ahead of me, Aiden slips his arm around my wife’s slender waist and pulls her close to his body. She doesn’t resist. The sight of them walking like lovers, utterly ignorant to me, is both arousing and stomach-churning.

Ellie leads Aiden across the bar and back through the quiet reception. The wide windows look out on black nothingness now. The moon and stars are hidden behind clouds and the sea is a barely-visible gray mass in the distance. We walk up the stairs together – me still following like a faithful puppy – and turn off at the first hallway. It only takes a few moments before we’re standing outside the room I rented to celebrate with my wife. Now we’re about to invite someone else inside. Someone else who may or may not destroy my marriage. It’s a hell of a risk…


But one I so desperately want to take
.

Ellie unlocks the door was walks into the room with perfectly casualness. Aiden and I hang back by the door for a brief moment. He casts a glance at me and half-smiles.

‘You’re alright, man,’ he says. Then he walks after my wife into the room.

I follow, closing the door behind me. Ellie sits on the edge of the wide bed, trying to look cool and casual, while I place the wine and glasses on a counter. Aiden shrugs off his bag and dumps it on the floor.

‘So, boys,’ Ellie says, her voice husky with excitement, ‘what do you want to do?’

Aiden makes the first move, not waiting for an invitation. He steps up to my wife and puts one hand on the back of her neck and pulls her lips to his.

My jaw almost hits the floor. The feeling is almost indescribable. I feel heart-wrenching angst and stomach-churning terror and ball-tightening arousal all at the same time. My wife responds to his kiss, putting her arms around his waist and groaning deep in her throat. I can see their lips connecting. I can hear the wet smack of their passion. As I watch, the years seem to fall away in an instant. They aren’t two grown adult meeting up for the first time in years; they’re two hot and horny college students desperately pawing and groping and fucking each other’s brains out every chance they get.

Ellie breaks off the kiss first, gasping for air. I know that gasp so well. She made that gasp for me, just last night, when I made her climax. But here she’s gasping for him – with her need
 for him.

She looks at me with glazed, lusty eyes. She beckons me closer with a finger. She wants me to be a part of this moment, too. I go to her – to them – and she pulls me in for a kiss. I taste her. I taste him
 on her. I smell him on her. She groans again, softer this time. I feel him moving next to me, kissing her neck, roaming her body with his hands, feeling her familiar curves and hollows for the first time all over again.

‘Oh, fuck
,’ Ellie says, letting me go for a moment. ‘Why the hell haven’t we done this sooner?’

I try to think up some witty response, but I have nothing to say. I am utterly speechless.
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Sharing is Caring

My wife crosses the room and kneels between his legs, a naughty smile on her face…

Larry is trying to help his best friend cope with yet another explosive break-up, but Peter’s sulking and reminiscing is getting in the way of naughty fun with his wife, Meghan.

As the couple slowly help their friend get over his failed relationship, they start to take things in a new and highly erotic direction. What kind of man wouldn’t help his buddy move on? And what kind of wife could turn that offer down?

Peter finishes his beer. Meghan hops out of my lap and takes the empty can from him. As she turns to walk away, she drops the can on the floor and bends over to pick it up. There is nothing innocent about this movement. She looks me in the eyes, a smile on her face, her breasts damn near hanging out of the shirt, while her tight ass is pointed straight at my best friend’s face.

I look into her eyes and receive another one of those psychic messages.


I’m a naughty girl
.

I raise an eyebrow, letting her know I understand what she’s telling me. My wicked wife, my slutty paramour, my deviant soulmate, wants to play a game.

Meghan walks through the room, back to the kitchen. I watch Peter’s eyes glance at her seductively swaying butt, before he looks away, ashamed at himself for checking out another man’s wife. I smile to myself and drink a little more beer. Game on, Peter.

‘How did you get all the luck?’ Peter says, keeping his voice low. ‘I get the wild, emotional girls, you wind up marrying the hottest woman I’ve ever met.’

I shrug and say, ‘She’s a keeper. Gotta keep her happy. Gotta keep her satisfied. But that’s part of the fun, right?’

Peter meets my gaze and returns my smile as Meghan return with two fresh beers. She gives one to Peter and bends down – giving me a generous view of her ass – and kisses him on the cheek. He blushes and giggles like a naughty child. She walks back across the room and returns to my lap.

‘What are you boys talking about?’ she says, affecting an innocent tone in her voice.

‘I was just telling Peter how I enjoy keeping you satisfied,’ I say, my hand once again finding her tight ass. ‘Peter said how hot you are.’

Peter blushes again, his cheeks turning wine-red.

‘I wasn’t checking you out,’ he says, raising his hands in protest. ‘I just… I made a comment.’

Meghan laughs, enjoying how flustered he’s getting. She settles into me and pulls my arm away from her ass, around her waist. My hand cups her firm breast, but she doesn’t stop me. Peter’s eyes see me casually holding Meghan’s breast. He smiles, still blushing, and opens his beer, using the can to hide his face.

‘It’s okay, Pete,’ she says. ‘I don’t mind other guys looking. Neither does Larry, do you, hun?’

‘Not at all,’ I say, with a shrug. ‘I have no problem with you checking out my wife. Do you like what you see?’

Peter nods, swallowing a mouthful of beer, eyes wide with surprise.

‘Y-yeah,’ he says.

‘You’ve always checked me out,’ Meghan says. ‘Don’t act surprised, of course I noticed.’

I start to gently squeeze and massage her breasts in full view of my best friend. His eyes follow my fingers, watching me gently knead and tease Meghan’s breasts. The color slowly fades from his cheeks. His eyes begin to glaze over with excitement and arousal.

‘Can you keep a secret, Peter?’ she says.

Peter nods, the beer nestled between his legs, forgotten.

‘Are you sure?’ Meghan says.

Peter draws an X over his heart with a finger.

Meghan squeezes my wrist, sending me another psychic message. I read it loud and clear in the quiet of the room.

Shall we?
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Slut Wives:

Desperate Measures

Newlyweds Sarah and Bruce are struggling to make ends meet. Between raising their baby daughter and trying to turn their crumbling house into a decent place to live, they’re barely getting by. Bruce spends more time driving trucks than he does at home, and Sarah is beginning to feel the burden of their financial worries.

When Sarah goes to Bruce’s boss to beg for her husband’s raise, he makes an alternative offer instead, one that changes her life. If she agrees to have sex with him, he’ll pay her two hundred dollars. At first, she is horrified. But how long can she survive before she resorts to desperate measures?

I straddle him on the couch, one knee over his legs, looking down at him. My breasts are directly in front of his eyes.

Chuck reaches up with both hands. He takes hold of the low cut of my dress and pulls it down, exposing my breasts in their lacy red restraints. My heart skips a beat. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard. This is happening. This is really happening. I should stop this. I should leave.

But I couldn’t leave if I wanted to.

Chuck’s large hands grab my breasts, gently squeezing them through the bra. His hands are bigger than my chest. I am tiny compared to him. I bite back the urge to groan as his fingers squeeze and stroke my breasts.

His hands drift higher up my body, to my soft neck. One large, powerful hand gently holds my throat. The other strokes my hair. I feel powerless. I feel helpless. I like it. He is in control here and he knows it.

‘You have beautiful lips,’ he says. ‘I want you to use them.’

I feign ignorance.

‘Use them?’ I say. ‘Use them how?’

His hand gently squeezes my throat.

‘I want you to use these beautiful lips,’ he says, ‘on my cock. I want you to pleasure me with your mouth.’

‘That wasn’t the deal,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy.’

‘Fifty.’

‘What?’

‘Another fifty dollars. For your lips on my cock.’

I hesitate. His strong hand feels amazing on my throat. I like it. Bruce has never held me like this. It turns me on. This feeling of submission, of giving in to him, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. When Bruce and I make love, it’s gentle, tender, passionate. I get the feeling that Chuck isn’t going to give two shits about my own wants and needs.

‘Fifty dollars,’ I say.

The hand that stoked my hair pushes my head down.

‘Go,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking cock. Use those beautiful lips.’
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Slut Wives:

The Other Woman

Lucy and Alice have been best friends for years, and there’s nothing they don’t know about each other – or so Alice believes. One night, Lucy confesses her darkest desire to Alice – a fantasy to watch her husband with another woman…

‘Do you want to touch them?’ Lucy says.

‘Touch your boobs?’ Joe says. He reaches out and places his hand on Lucy’s chest, a smile on his face.

‘I mean, do you want to touch Alice’s breasts?’ Lucy says.

‘Huh?’ Joe says.

There’s a soft, subtle change in the air. A ripple. An electric tingle that passes across the room. A few seconds ago, we were laughing and kidding around. But now the mood has changed. There’s a serious expression on Lucy’s face. A serious tone in her voice. She’s not laughing and she’s not kidding. I feel a hot tingle rush through me. It’s like we’re back in that restaurant again and Lucy is looking me in the eyes and saying, I have this fantasy, about my husband… and another woman
. She’s finally baring her soul to her husband.

Lucy places her wine glass down on a side table. It’s empty.

‘Do you want to touch Alice’s breasts?’ she says again.

Joe’s face registers a dozen different expression all at the same time. Excitement. Confusion. Arousal. Shock. Humor. His eyes widen and narrow and he looks from her to me back to her.

‘Huh?’ he says again. ‘You’re… serious?’

She nods. Her eyes gleam. Like they did before, in the restaurant, when she spilled her wicked little secrets and fantasies to me.

Joe looks at me, still confused, still trying to make sense of it all.

‘I guess… yeah?’ he says. He has no idea what the right answer is here.

Lucy turns to me, excitement on her face.

‘Alice,’ she says in a soft, faint voice, ‘do you mind if my husband touches your breasts?’

It all clicks into place for me. The reason she told me her fantasy. The reason we came back to her apartment. The reason she opened another bottle of wine. She doesn’t want to see her husband with any woman. She wants to see her husband with me
.

I finish the last of my wine and place my glass down next to Lucy’s.

‘If you want Joe to touch me,’ I say, ‘I’m happy to let him.’

I stand up and walk over to the couch and stand in front of my best friend’s husband. He still looks bewildered, like he can’t believe this is really happening.

‘Seriously?’ he says, looking at Lucy. ‘You’re serious?’

She nods.

‘Please,’ she says. ‘For me.’
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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…’
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Unfinished Business

On the night before her wedding five years ago, Jemma almost hooked up with a guy she met at a bar. It’s a secret she’s carried throughout her marriage, one that she’s tried her hardest to forget.

But fate conspires against Jemma. When her new boss begins working at the company, she realizes why he seems so familiar. He’s a handsome, powerful man, and he wants to finish what they started five years ago…

I kissed him urgently. Desperately. I tasted him, tasting the alcohol on his breath and mine. I caressed his tongue with my own. My hands roamed his body. Fumbled with his shirt buttons. Alarm bells were screaming inside my mind. I ignored them. Ignored everything except him.

He grabbed me and squeezed my ass. I groaned into his mouth. My body was burning with intense heat and desire. I wanted him. He wanted me. I could feel his stiff length growing, hardening, strengthening. It grew inside his pants, pressing into my hip. It was so big and firm and thick. My body shuddered with delight. I wanted it. I needed it.

His hands slid lower and he began to push my skirt up, exposing the tops of my stockings and the smooth skin of my thighs. I moaned again as his red-hot hands brushed my bare skin. The alarms bells in my head still rang and screamed for attention, but I ignored them. Yeah, this was wrong, but it felt so damned right.

My fingers fumbled over the buttons on his shirt. It was taking too long. I wanted him. Needed him. Now. Right now. Couldn’t wait any longer. I tore his shirt open. Buttons flew free, torn from the shirt. Some hit me. They felt like little rain drops. The rest of the buttons scattered across the room. I heard them falling and bouncing on the hard, wooden floor.

He groaned in my mouth now. It sounded vaguely amused to my ears. I tossed the shirt over his shoulders and caressed his firm body. My sex burned with need and desire. I needed to take him inside me – right here, right now – and to hell with the screaming alarm inside my head. I knew I shouldn’t be here. I knew I shouldn’t let him slide his hands up my thighs. But what I wanted at that moment – more than anything in the world – was him. I was filled with lust and a burning need for sexual release and he was more than happy to provide it. Tomorrow didn’t matter. The rest of the world didn’t matter. The only thing I cared about in that moment was taking my clothes off for this handsome stranger and being his slut.

I prized his belt open and unzipped his fly. His hands began to get a little more aggressive, a little more controlling, as they pushed my dress higher and higher, revealing my tiny pink thong. The front of the thong was wet with my passionate, burning need for satisfaction. His hands moved around my body and groped my bare ass cheeks and I moaned once more and leaned back, breaking off the kiss. His eyes gleamed with lust in the half-light of his dark apartment. We hadn’t even made it to the stairs. We were tearing each other’s clothes off in the living room.

He ran one hand around to the front of my thong and traced my molten slit with a finger. I shuddered with erotic anticipation. I had never done anything like this before. I had never gone home with a stranger. I had never been so wild, or felt so devilishly slutty. I wanted to do everything this man wanted me to do. I wanted to please him.

I opened his pants and let them fall to the floor. His hard length pushed at his shorts, pulsing like a vein, eager to be free. Eager to be mine. My body trembled at the thought of taking this man inside me. I wanted him. I needed him more than I had ever needed anything in my entire life.

He smiled as I reached out and took hold of his length, gently grasping him through the thin fabric of his shorts. I could feel the heat of his burning manhood and my sex reacted, flowering open and growing hotter and wetter than ever before.

I wanted to fuck him so badly. And I was just a few seconds away from having his thick, hot, hard cock inside my tight, hungry sex.
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If My Husband Won’t…

Carrie and her husband have been together for a few years now, and they’ve done everything together – well, almost everything.

Carrie is desperate to experience anal sex for the first time, but her husband isn’t so willing. If she can’t convince him to try it with her, then what’s a girl to do?

‘Okay, fine,’ I say. ‘That’s option one. What’s option two?’

‘Do it yourself.’

She looks over her mug with calm, clear eyes. We both know what she’s suggesting, but neither of us wants to go down that route. I try to picture it, but I can’t. I own a couple of vibrators – one a little bullet, the perfect fit for handbags on long weekends, ideal for teasing and stimulating; the other a larger, more realistic phallus with three speed settings and a ribbed shaft. I try to picture myself lying in my bed, attempting to squeeze either toy into my ass, gritting my teeth with concentration while romantic music plays in the background and candlelight flickers across the ceiling, but the image doesn’t excite me.

‘No,’ I say, shaking my head.

‘Why not?’ she says, a frown creasing her perfectly sculpted eyebrows.

‘Because,’ I say, picturing the scene in my bed again and thinking how best to describe it, ‘I don’t want to lose my virginity to a toy. Does that make sense?’

She nods, a slow, sage-like bow of her head. If anyone would understand where I’m coming from on this final point, it’s Marci.

‘Sure,’ she says. ‘I felt the same way, once.’

‘I feel bad for wanting it,’ I say. ‘But I want to know… what it’s like. Just once.’

‘Sure,’ she says again. ‘New experiences and all that.’

‘Maybe I’ll like it, maybe I won’t. But I want to know.’

She nods again and slowly drains the rest of her mug. She lets out a long, satisfied sigh. I follow suit and drink the remains of my coffee. It’s delicious, as always.

Marci stands and takes her coat from the back of the chair, sliding her arm into the sleeve. I stand as well, pausing to collect my bag and push my chair back under the table. We start walking back through the café, heading to the front door. I thank the man behind the counter for the coffee. He nods in reply.

Marci pushes through the door and we step out onto the street. The air is cold. I should have brought a coat. It feels like snow is on the way. We walk along the street before I finally say what’s on my mind.

‘So, what should I do?’

‘Well…’ Marci says glancing at me, ‘if he doesn’t want to do it, and you don’t want to do it yourself, that leaves secret option number three.’

‘Which is…?’

‘You get someone else to do it.’

I flinch in surprise. I watch her face, waiting for the punchline, waiting for her to crack into a broad grin and laugh at me, but she doesn’t.

Marci is deadly serious.

‘Huh?’ I say, my mouth hanging open in an expression of bovine stupidity. She shrugs and keeps walking, as casual as can be. I hurry to keep pace with her. ‘You’re serious?’

She shoots me a look that says, Well, you know how it is…


‘Marci!’ I say, my voice full of shock. ‘I can’t believe you would joke about something like that!’

‘What?’ she says. ‘It’s only us girls. You better believe that if I wanted to try something and Harvey turned me down, I’d be calling a hooker to help me out. Hey, maybe if you make that joke around Michael, he’ll go for it.’

She pulls her coat up around her chin and walks on. I try to keep pace, my mind reeling with images and possibilities. Marci’s words seem to echo in my mind, reverberating around my brain.

You get someone else to do it…
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