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Dedication

For everyone who encouraged me to write a hotwife book... and let me do it my way.


Prologue: Bulls, cuckolds and hotwives

Why do bulls desire hotwives? Is it because they are sexually wanton women? Or is it because a hotwife has married another man? Everyone has fantasies about taking things that don’t belong to them. How can a bull resist pounding his cock into another man’s wife while the fool sits there and watches? Any bull who indulges in an open relationship knows the cuckold doesn’t deserve to enjoy her sweet pussy anyway.

Why do cuckolds want to share their wives with other men? Does he want to reduce her to a slut, to feel like he’s the only man who could ever claim the hand of a promiscuous woman? Does it make him feel like he married a pornstar, a girl who knows how to use every part of her body for sexual gratification? Any cuckold who indulges in an open relationship deserves every ounce of angst he feels as she lets other men use her body for their pleasure.

But what of the hotwife herself? If her husband wants to share her with other men, is she an equal in their relationship or serving his desires? What sexually liberated woman would let her husband reduce her to a character in his script? Any hotwife who indulges in an open relationship to please her husband is only perpetuating the patriarchy.

If a hotwife wants a true open relationship with the absolute freedom to explore and experience everything she desires, she must cast off all bonds of monogamous relationships and become more than a hotwife alone. She must discover her inner domme and divine femininity, so her bulls and cuckolds worship her as she deserves, as their goddess.


1: Cuckolding 101

Sinthea’s Penthouse Apartment, The Present, Sinthea aged 25

Damien broke into a light sweat as he approached the apartment door listed on his invitation. It was a flashy building. People had to have a lot of money to live in such a place. He heard music and voices beyond, chatting with the uninhibited levity induced by alcohol. Drawing a deep breath, he began his self-talk, telling himself not to feel nervous. He was only attending a party with lifestylers out of innocent curiosity. But he was only lying to himself, as he had gone to a lot of trouble to find out about this gathering and get an invitation to attend.

He rang the doorbell and hoped he didn’t look like a nervous wreck. A man dressed in a formal black and white waiter’s suit opened the door and greeted him. The sight and sound of the party overwhelmed Damien’s senses, and he missed every word the doorman said.

There were about thirty people spread about the luxury apartment, drinking, eating and chatting. A few were dancing to the soulful jazz playing on the sound system, which wasn’t loud enough to make people raise their voices to hear one another. This was a social event for mixing, mingling and meeting new people.

Although the invitation said relaxed cocktail attire for the dress code, he could see everyone had made an effort to look their best. The sexual energy in the room washed over him like a wave, and he considered leaving before he found it too seductive, but it was already too late. He was more than curious, which was why he had taken action to be here tonight. He wanted to meet women who had become hotwives to enjoy sex in open relationships.

“May I take your jacket, sir?” said the doorman.

Damien instinctively grabbed the lapels to keep the man from taking it. He wanted to keep it close, to hide behind it as if it were a disguise. He was an imposter among lifestylers, and deservedly so. She didn’t know he was here. She believed he was at a work event, schmoozing prospective clients. For her, it neatly explained why he had dressed up, attended to his grooming and used his best cologne. She had even checked him over herself before she kissed him farewell and wished him good luck. As he recalled the touch of her warm, wet lips, his guilt set in deep like a block of ice in his stomach.

The doorman ushered him inside. “There’s a full bar service, and the canapés are circulating with the waiting staff.”

Damien thanked the man. Although he was used to working a room in his role as an account manager, he couldn’t shake his nerves. He headed straight to the bar, ordered a bourbon on the rocks, downed it and ordered another, hoping to induce some Dutch courage. The burn of the alcohol helped him gather his senses. The blur of colour and sound came into focus, and he heard the delight in the voices of the other guests as they talked about life in open relationships. He had prepared a few stories too, which were, of course, entirely fiction.

He turned around and leaned against the bar to size up the room, looking for an opportunity to break in on a group and get talking. The women didn’t match his expectations of how hotwives dressed. He supposed all the stories about hotwives becoming sexually wanton and dressing like sluts were also fiction. These women were elegant and confident in both their manners and sexuality. The men also flirted with other women in the comfort of knowing they had their wives’ approval to do so.

As he looked around the room, he saw a woman approaching. His breath caught in his throat as he looked her up and down. She was an enchanting brunette in a classic black cocktail dress, radiant in her femininity and sexual allure. He drew a sharp breath through his teeth as he imagined her naked. The plunging neckline and long slash up the side of her dress helped him visualise it. She had an athletic figure with firm, pert breasts and moved with feline grace. The black lace bridal garter around her left thigh was incredibly sexy, and he could imagine sliding it off her leg using only his teeth.

She took a seat at the bar beside him and raised her champagne glass in a toast. She carried it in her left hand to display her wedding ring. Her husband obviously had money, as it looked expensive. It was white gold or platinum, with a large diamond surrounded by smaller stones and more diamonds inlaid in the band. He carefully touched his glass to hers and enjoyed the crisp chime. It was like a bell, announcing the beginning of a new chapter in his life.

A small smile formed at the corners of her lips. “Sinthea Wedd.”

He looked into her sapphire-blue eyes, both far prettier jewels than the central stone on her ring finger. “Damien Brown,” he replied.

“Ah, Mr and Mrs Damien Brown. Yes, I’ve been expecting you. I’m your hostess this evening. Would you like to meet the other guests?”

He nodded.

She looked around, like there was a problem. “Are you alone tonight?”

He had prepared for this lie, practicing it over and over until he could deliver it with ease. “She sends her apologies. She came down with a migraine but insisted I attend, as we’re new to the city and don’t know anyone enjoying the lifestyle.”

Sinthea nodded. “Then you must meet some, darling.” She looked him straight in the eye and licked her full lips. “We’ll miss meeting your wife, but we also enjoy meeting hot husbands.”

“And where’s your husband tonight?” he said, feeling exposed.

She smiled again, but he couldn’t make out its meaning. “He’s… currently indisposed.”

The mischievous edge in her tone conjured wild ideas in his mind. As far as he knew, some hotwives enjoyed humiliating their husbands. Some used chastity devices and bondage to make them feel impotent as they watched their wives have sex with other men. He imagined Sinthea’s husband, shut away in the bedroom, with a cold metal cage clamped to his cock, waiting to see who she would bring through later for sex. It sent a shiver down his spine.

“Come, darling. You’re about to make a lot of new… friends.”

Sinthea was the perfect hostess, taking him from one group to another to make the introductions. She guided the conversation, then excused them so they could meet another group. It became a blur of faces and conversations, and he hoped he had kept his story straight, especially as Sinthea listened to every word he said.

It was strange to hear couples casually discussing sex as if they were talking about the weather. And they had desires for more than sharing their wives and husbands with other lovers. They craved taboo pleasures. Every flavour of sex was on the menu except vanilla.

After a few more drinks, there was only one hotwife in the room he desired, the one who had organised this event. The other women were also attractive, but she was special in a way he couldn’t define.

Although he had enjoyed himself, living a lie was emotionally draining. He had taken a mouthful of forbidden fruit and hadn’t prepared himself for how to digest it. He excused himself, saying he should get back to his wife and make sure she was feeling better. Sinthea walked him to the door.

Sinthea had a twinkle in her eye. “It was lovely to meet you, Damien. I would like to see more of you… without your clothes, of course. How will tomorrow night suit you?”

Damien’s throat tightened as if she had put a noose around it. He was entirely unprepared for this, but it was too late to back out. And yet it was an irresistible offer, a chance to have sex with a woman who promised uninhibited sexual freedom.

His mouth responded with a will of its own. “Sounds great.”

She gave him her mysterious smile again. “Eight o’clock. You don’t mind if we have someone else in the room, do you?”

He shook his head, bewildered by the speed at which everything had happened.

Sinthea adjusted his lapels, as his own wife had done earlier in the evening. “What’s your wife’s name again?”

“Faith.”

Sinthea blinked slowly. “Yes, that’s right, Faith. It’s a pretty name. Would she like to watch too?”

Damien swallowed hard. “No, er… we usually share our experiences after the fact.”

She nodded again. “Try not to look so nervous, darling. It’s only sex. See you tomorrow night.”

Damien left the apartment feeling dislocated from reality. He felt elated but was equally afraid of what he had done and of the commitment he had made to Sinthea. Although nothing physical had happened yet, he had already betrayed the sanctity of his marriage. His mind raged with confused thoughts and emotions as he made his way to the lobby to order a cab.

As he watched the city lights pass in a blur, the reality of the situation hit him hard. Not only had he made plans to sleep with Sinthea, but in the hotwife dynamic, he would play the role of the bull. In one evening, his whole life had turned upside down. The angst raged through his system.

But he was a man. He had needs. This affair was necessary after the decline of his sex life with Faith. He couldn’t reverse what had happened between them, and he imagined she would have it differently too, given a choice. How had everything come to this? He closed his eyes and recalled the events of the past few years.

The doctors had diagnosed Faith’s cancer too late. It wasn’t their fault, as it was rare for a woman in her early thirties to develop ovarian cancer. The only way to save her life was a hysterectomy. It put their sex life on a necessary hiatus as she underwent surgery, chemotherapy and a slow recovery.

They tried again afterwards, but it wasn’t the same. She didn’t have the same desire for sex as he did. She seemed to put up with it to please him, but before long, she made excuses to avoid it. He had to accept the truth. The price of saving her life was the slow death of their sexual relations. At first, he convinced himself he was okay with it. He could make do with occasional sex supplemented by regular sessions with his right hand, but it wasn’t enough.

He didn’t want the complications of attachment to another woman, so a mistress was out of the question. He only wanted sex, to enjoy the physical release of sharing pleasure with a woman, the warmth of her body and the addictive grip of her pussy. This was how he discovered people living in open relationships. It wasn’t cheating if both the husband and wife agreed to let her sleep with other men. Everyone got what they wanted without the constraints of monogamy or a sense of betrayal.

When he got home, Faith was already asleep in bed. He undressed and crept into their bedroom like a thief in his own home. Looking at her under the sheets in the dim light, how would he feel if he were the cuckold? He didn’t want to share her with another man. The idea of seeing her moan with the pleasure of an orgasm while he looked on as a spectator was terrifying. It would be as bad as losing her altogether, and that was a reality he had already faced with her cancer.

Did this make him a hypocrite? He padded quietly to the bathroom to splash cold water on his face to clear his head. No, it wasn’t the same. He only sought sex to relieve the insistent urges of his body and to compensate him for what he had lost. It would mend the rift in their relationship and take what was missing out of the equation. He would never leave her for another woman, not even one as sexually exciting as Sinthea. He couldn’t anyway. Sinthea was already married to another man.

Returning to the bedroom, he slipped into bed as quietly as he could. Faith stirred and reached out to touch him. For a moment, he believed she was touching him the way she once initiated foreplay. If there was still a spark to reignite the fire, he wouldn’t consider looking for sex elsewhere, but her hand merely brushed his arm.

“Make some deals?” she said, somewhere between waking and sleeping.

“Yes,” he whispered.

He was in for a long night, lost in the plagued thoughts swirling around his head.

* * *

Damien went through a torrent of emotion ahead of his forbidden tryst with Sinthea. As one emotion morphed into the next, the only constant was guilt. He found it hard to look Faith in the eye when she asked about his evening, so he made excuses to bury himself in errands and work. The lie about following through with a client as the reason to go out again was even harder to tell. When Faith said she was proud of him for working so hard to get ahead in life, it felt like a knife in the heart.

He also felt excited as he looked at himself in the mirror, trying to see himself playing the role of the bull. Would he please Sinthea? And how would he feel with her husband looking on? It would put pressure on him to perform. He told himself to relax and enjoy it. It was only sex, nothing more, a quick roll in the hay to get his frustration out of his system.

He took a shower and dressed in a linen shirt and plain black pants. Faith kissed him as he departed, and for the brief time their lips touched, he wanted to call it off with Sinthea.

She ushered him out the door. “Now go hit a home run.”

He caught a cab to Sinthea’s apartment building, too nervous to drive himself. It was a long ride through the city with troubled thoughts, but he perked up as he arrived. Feeling like he had come too far to turn back now, he paid the driver and hurried inside for his first experience as a bull.

Sinthea looked delighted to see him as she let him into her apartment. She wore a black satin robe with the hem to her thigh, and he could see she still wore the black lace bridal garter on her left thigh. She looked stunning, making his sense of guilt evaporate as his primal urges overwhelmed his muddled head.

It was strange to be in an empty apartment after the vibrant gathering, but he saw they weren’t alone. A balding man, who was easily a decade older than Sinthea, sat at the bar, sipping a drink mixed with cola. He could only be Sinthea’s husband, a wealthy older man with a gorgeous young trophy wife.

“Damien, this is Henry,” said Sinthea. “Can I fix you a drink? Bourbon on the rocks, right?”

He nodded, not knowing where to look. Sinthea looked lovely, but she was this man’s wife. Now it was happening, he couldn’t believe this man could share such a treasure, let alone want to watch it happen.

Henry raised his glass with a genuine smile. “Nice to meet you, Damien.”

Damien blew out a slow breath and leaned against the bar to sip his drink.

“How’s Faith? Feeling better, I hope.”

Damien nodded. “Still sleeping it off.”

What did Henry get out of the arrangement? Perhaps he was unlucky and couldn’t get it up anymore but still wanted to see his wife enjoying herself as she had sex. There could be any number of reasons. While he understood people had fetishes about playing the voyeur, fantasies never played out in reality the way they did in the head.

“I’m sorry we didn’t get the chance to meet her last night. Another time?”

“Perhaps.”

Sinthea finished her wine and took him by the arm to lead him to the bedroom. His pulse quickened. Soon, their physical coupling would become real, sealing the deal for him as an unfaithful husband. She looked deep into his eyes as if searching beyond his irises, then gave him a knowing smile.

“Let’s get you out of those clothes. Coming Henry?”

Henry laughed as if they had shared a familiar joke. “You know the answer to that question, Sinthea.”

He slid off his stool to follow them. Sinthea’s bedroom was as grand as the lounge, with tasteful cream, beige and pastel pink decor. It was distinctly feminine, which made him wonder if Henry slept in another room or if she called all the shots in their marriage.

Despite his nerves about the cuckolding session, Henry was calm about it. If they swapped roles, Damien would feel riddled with angst. Henry pulled off his pants with gusto and sat in an armchair off to the side of the bed. There was another chair on the opposite side, and both had belts sewn into the armrests as restraints.

“Why do you need those?”

“Those are the naughty chairs. For naughty boys who like to touch themselves when they watch, but Henry doesn’t have that problem, do you, darling?”

Henry grinned and shook his head.

Sinthea indicated he should lift his shirttails. “Show him, darling.”

Henry proudly did as she asked, like he wanted to show off an impressive cock. Damien swallowed hard as he looked between Henry’s legs. It was nothing of the sort. Sinthea had locked up his poor cock in a chastity cage. At least it explained why Henry couldn’t perform, but what did this make Sinthea? Did she enjoy humiliating him as she had sex with other men? Was he a masochist to let her do it? He shivered as he imagined being in Henry’s shoes with the cruel cage clamped to his cock, leaving him desperate and frustrated.

Before he could gather his wits, Sinthea was all over him. She undressed him like she was unwrapping a gift in a hurry to find out if the surprise was as good as the anticipation. In moments, she stripped him naked before them both. Thankfully, his cock had a mind of its own, and he was sporting an erection, even though his head wasn’t in the game.

Sinthea turned him to face Henry, showing him off like a prize pet. “What do you think of his cock, darling?”

Henry shrugged, looking unimpressed. “It’s about average.”

Damien couldn’t understand any of it.

Sinthea led Damien to the bed. “We’ll, it has a nice shape. And average is good. Not too big for the girl downstairs.”

Having had a sexual relationship with the same woman for so many years, Damien wasn’t sure what to do, so he let Sinthea lead. She guided him onto the bed on his back and climbed over him, straddling him at the waist. She looked back at Henry and winked as she undid the strap at her waist, exposing herself to Damien.

She had a magnificent body and was clearly fit, as every curve was smooth and toned. He admired her pert, round breasts and slender waist as his eyes travelled to the treasure between her legs. Faith gave up grooming herself long ago, and it excited him to see a perfect, hairless pussy, exposed and available for sex.

His nerves set in hard. This was it, the moment he would break his vows to his wife. He told himself he was saving his masculinity, but as she took his cock and positioned it at the entrance to her sex, he couldn’t lie to himself anymore.

“Don’t look so nervous, darling. I don’t bite. But if biting is your thing, I can introduce you to a friend of mine who gets off on it.”

She lowered her hips onto his cock. As she drew him inside, her wet, velvety heat and the glorious sensation of her clenching engulfed him. Then she laced her fingers through his, and the points of her diamond wedding ring dug into his skin.

As she took him all the way in, he felt her strength keenly through his cock. She had powerful pelvic muscles, which clamped him inside her, adding heavenly friction to her initial thrust. While he should feel like groaning for joy to experience the bliss of coupling again, his mind felt detached from his body. All he could focus on was his guilt, the strangeness of being with a different woman, and having her husband look on as they cheated together.

Sinthea was the opposite. She relished the physical pleasure of coming together as one, pushing her hips down hard to bury his cock balls deep inside her. She rose and fell, rolling and rotating her hips gracefully as she lavished his cock with her tight pussy. Her knuckles were white from her grip, and her breasts rose and fell beautifully as she whimpered and moaned.

The sex was incredible, but Damien felt like he had a knot in his cock, preventing him from reaching an orgasm. Even when she picked up speed to increase their pleasure, he wouldn’t cum. His head wouldn’t let him. As she rode him like a bucking bronco, he felt like a piece of meat, a toy for her to enjoy until she had finished with him. With his head in the wrong space, her pussy was as good as a chastity cage clamped to his cock, building his frustration with each hot, wet thrust. She clenched him as she orgasmed, her pussy as tight as the steel tube keeping Henry from getting an erection.

It seemed the more frustrated he became, the more Sinthea enjoyed herself. She flooded him with her juices as she moaned with pleasure. The irony of the situation struck him like a slap across the face. As a man, he couldn’t fake an orgasm to end it. She could ride him for as long as she liked. And she did, enjoying one orgasm after another as she painted his body with her cum. Finally, to his relief, she closed her robe, tied the strap at the waist and climbed off.

“Well, that was most satisfying. I need a shower to freshen up. Henry, be a darling and fix Damien a drink.” She leaned down and kissed Henry on the cheek as she passed his chair. Then she looked at Damien over the cuckold’s shoulder. “Gosh, what staying power! I’m all spent, but he’s still hard and hasn’t cum yet. When he was inside me, I felt the blockage to his orgasm. What do you think it was, Henry? A guilty conscience, perhaps?”

Damien wanted to curl up into a ball and hide as she left the room. He got up and pulled on his clothes. Henry didn’t move. He watched Damien with a small smirk on his face. Damien’s frustration reached a breaking point. How could this man look down on him when he was the one locked in a chastity cage?

“How can you let her do this to you, man? Don’t you find it degrading? You’re her husband! Grow a pair and take a goddamn minute to look at yourself!”

Henry seemed unphased by his outburst. “Sinthea isn’t married. We’re friends. She likes an audience, and I like to watch.” He pulled a chain from under his shirt with a key hanging from it. “I enjoy wearing the cage because it adds authenticity to the event, but I’m my keyholder, not Sinthea.”

Damien gaped like a fish out of water, struggling to find the words to express himself. “Why?”

“Sinthea enjoys honest, open relationships, but she also has a talent for spotting cheats,” said Henry calmly. “She finds unique ways to enjoy herself as she exposes them. She doesn’t do it to humiliate a man, but to make him take a long, hard look at himself.” He gave Damien a wide-eyed stare. “She’s also an expert at controlling a man’s orgasm. The reason you didn’t cum was because she didn’t let you.”

Damien felt dazed and perplexed. “I don’t get it.”

“You will in time, but let me give you a clue to get you started. In this relationship triangle, she wasn’t the hotwife, and I wasn’t the cuckold.”

Henry’s remark hit him like a punch in the gut, as he understood. He felt humiliated and ashamed, not by what had happened but for being the one to pursue it. How could he look Faith in the eye without falling apart when he got home?

“I assume you won’t stay for another drink.”

Damien shook his head and grabbed his jacket. He couldn’t wait to get out and never come back. Henry followed him out, still naked from the waist down, with his chastity cage weighing down his cock and balls.

“Word of advice, friend. Why don’t you go home and try talking to your wife? I know it’ll be hard, but maybe a little honesty is what you both need.”


2: The Ring

Sinthea’s House, Sinthea aged 18

After her grandmother’s passing, Sinthea Wedd was alone in the world. Everyone expected her grandmother’s death, as she had been sick for many years with a terminal disease, but the loss still hit Sinthea hard. She had been mother and father to Sinthea, who had lost her parents in a tragic car accident before her first childhood memory. Sinthea had been in her grandmother’s care at the time, and there she remained.

Her grandmother never spoke about the accident, presumably to protect Sinthea from the pain. She was a kind and caring woman, but not one to express her emotions. Even though she had suffered great loss, outliving her husband, son and daughter-in-law, she had always taken an optimistic approach to life.

When Sinthea was eleven, the doctors had given her grandmother six months to live. She died one week after Sinthea’s eighteenth birthday. It was like she had the determination to hang on until Sinthea was an adult, so she wouldn’t have to live with a foster family.

Sinthea got counselling and support to help with her grief. Her grandmother also provided for her well, leaving her entire estate to Sinthea in trust until she turned twenty-one, making her the sole recipient of several lifetimes of income. Unlike other people her age, Sinthea had a freehold home and an allowance. However, she wouldn’t inherit the entire estate until she had completed her education. Her grandmother always said she was intelligent and should learn to use her gifts.

The reality of the tragedy was Sinthea quickly discovered her genuine friends. People were kind and offered her condolences, but there was only one person who would do anything for her without question. Her name was Claire Chase, and although they had only been friends for a short time, Claire stood by her side through every challenge and ordeal. She helped Sinthea arrange the funeral, made her meals and let her cry on her shoulder as often as she needed.

Sinthea got close to Claire during the first few months after her grandmother’s passing. It was like she had known her for a lifetime, not a handful of months. They thought the same way, had the same sense of humour and enjoyed the same pastimes. People often joked about how they were as inseparable as new lovers.

They even had the same dress size, so Sinthea enjoyed sharing her clothes, as Claire had a limited wardrobe on her student allowance. From behind, Claire could pass as Sinthea’s sister, as they both had thick, wavy chestnut hair, but they looked poles apart from the front. Sinthea had a porcelain complexion and deep blue eyes. Claire had a bronze complexion and big brown eyes, like a sultry seductress. But her eyes had a comforting warmth, like an open fire on a chilly night, and sparkled with intelligence and good humour.

In the short-term, boys were out of the picture for them both, but for different reasons. Claire buried herself in her studies when she wasn’t supporting Sinthea, determined to become a teacher. And Sinthea wasn’t interested in having a relationship with anyone but Claire in the meantime. She could never be without her, no matter what happened throughout the course of their lives.

Time passed, and although no wounds ever fully healed, the pain dulled enough for Sinthea to move on. She wouldn’t need to get a job when she graduated unless she wanted to work. It was strange knowing she didn’t need to study for any vocation. But she had to get an education all the same, as it was a condition of receiving her inheritance.

So, she changed her focus to an arts degree, studying literature, music and painting. She took up dancing for fitness, posture and pleasure, learning the various styles from ballroom to contemporary. A dancer moved with exquisite grace, and she wanted to train her body to move with fluid ease in everything she did, from dancing to peeling an orange.

Focusing on the beauty of life helped her heal. It made her appreciate the joy of each day and gave her a thirst to live her life to the fullest. The sense of moving on also gave her the courage to clear her grandmother’s bedroom, the only room in the house she and Claire hadn’t touched yet. Sinthea hadn’t even been into the room since the funeral, and now she felt ready to close that chapter of her life.

She opened the bedroom door cautiously, as if her grandmother were waiting on the other side. The room smelled musty from months of disuse. So she flung the curtains aside and opened the window to let in the fresh air. The crisp, sweet scent of orange blossoms filled the room. The old tree in the backyard was in flower again, even though it still had many of last season’s bright fruit.

The tree held many happy childhood memories. Even as a little girl, she used to climb the tree to harvest the luscious fruit and throw them down to her grandmother waiting below. She always finished the task by eating one while sitting in the canopy.

She did a circuit of the room, wondering where to look first. Settling on the wardrobe, she looked through her grandmother’s clothes and shoes. Most would go to charity. There was no sense in hanging onto them for sentimental reasons if they could get a new lease on life with someone who needed them. She liked the idea of doing charity work if she didn’t need a job, but she had an education to complete first.

Sinthea found a box hidden behind the shoes. She opened it and pulled out a photo album. Taking it to the bed, she sat and flipped through the pages. It was her grandmother’s memorial to her years with her husband. She pored over the photos, travelling to another time and place in her mind. They spanned many years, from their wedding day through to middle age, when he suffered a sudden, massive heart attack that ended his life.

It was strange to see them looking so young, but they seemed so happy together. Her grandmother was an absolute beauty in her youth. She wore long, winged false eyelashes, which weren’t as popular as they were now. Even in black-and-white photographs, she could imagine the way they made her grandmother’s deep blue eyes the most striking feature of her face.

She closed the album and sat at her grandmother’s makeup table, comparing their looks in her mind’s eye. There was a powerful resemblance between them. Would she look as captivating if she adopted a similar look?

The hidden chapters of her grandmother’s life piqued Sinthea’s curiosity. She got bolder about looking through her more intimate possessions. Opening her lingerie drawer, Sinthea found a felt-lined box hidden beneath her panties.

“Oh, Grandma!” she said as she opened it.

Neatly packed inside the box were dozens of bridal garters, but not the kind she would have worn as a young woman. Back then, a garter was a practical item used to hold up a woman’s stockings. These were the decorative kind, purely to add sexual allure to a single thigh. Sinthea found an ornate white lace garter with a long silk ribbon to tie it to the leg. Was it her grandmother’s bridal garter, the one she had worn on her wedding night? Her grandfather would have had the privilege of removing it from her leg in the buildup to consummating their marriage.

Even through the comfortable years of their marriage, they were passionate about their lovemaking. As a little girl, Sinthea remembered several occasions, even though she didn’t know what they were doing at the time. She heard them on the nights she couldn’t sleep. She would slip out of bed, sneak down the corridor and listen from outside their bedroom door. The groans and moans were peculiar, but she could tell they were both happy.

Running the garter through her fingers, had it become the cornerstone of their lovemaking? Considering how many garters her grandmother had owned, she must have worn them. Perhaps she wore one when she was ready for sex as an invitation for him to remove it during foreplay.

It was romantic, but the idea of having a man undress her gave Sinthea a pulsing rush of sexual desire between her thighs. The garter was powerfully symbolic, a sexual wedding ring, reminding them both of the first time they had made love together. What girl didn’t want a man to cherish her body with the same passion as the first time, every time?

Sinthea’s initial flood of desire held firm, gripping her body and becoming more intense by the second. She unzipped her skirt and pulled off her blouse in her rush to tie the bridal garter around her thigh. Looking at herself in the full-length mirror, it didn’t look right. She needed to remove everything except the garter. Removing her bra and panties, she felt closer to realising her vision of the woman lying dormant inside her. She was ready to indulge in the most beautiful, natural way to share physical love with a man, the pleasure of sex.

Her breasts were filling out as she matured, but she would always have a nubile figure. Running her fingers through the soft brown curls covering her pussy, they would have to go. She wanted men to see her exposed, to worship every inch of her body and ignite a burning lust when they touched her silky, smooth skin. Removing every hair on her body from the neck down, including the peach fuzz on her forearms, would leave her as naked as a woman could become. But the garter would always remain on her left thigh, as a bride wore her wedding ring on her left finger. The only man who would have the honour of removing it would be her Mr Right.

“The ring,” she whispered, realising how one vital detail would complete her transformation.

From all her grandmother’s possessions, Sinthea treasured her wedding ring the most. It was a vintage piece and beautiful. The setting had a platinum band holding a single large diamond surrounded by smaller stones, with more down the shoulders. She imagined it was worth a fortune but would never sell it, even if she became destitute. It was the ring that represented her grandfather’s love for his wife. For Sinthea, that made it priceless, and despite its value, she wanted it with her at every moment. She wanted it against her skin as a constant reminder of the people who had loved and cared for her as their own child. More so, she wanted to honour and treasure the love they had shared for each other.

Fetching the ring from her grandmother’s jewellery box, she slipped it onto the ring finger of her left hand. It fit as if it were her own. She had similar hands to her grandmother, small with slender fingers. They often held their hands up and pressed their palms together to marvel at their identical size and shape.

Sinthea refused to consider getting the ring resized to fit another finger. It was appropriate to wear it on the finger where it represented love. She vowed never to replace it until her Mr Right offered her the ring that represented his love. He would have to love her as much as her grandfather had loved her grandmother for her to consider removing it.

Feeling like she had matured years in a matter of hours, she set about making her transformation a reality. She had the money for lingerie, pretty dresses and beauty treatments at a salon. Focusing on the beauty of life was only the first step in blossoming into womanhood. Now, she had to unleash her inner and outer beauty too, and there was no time to waste.

Sinthea only kept her grandmother’s bridal garter to start a collection of her own. Like the ring, it held potent significance, as she could imagine herself wearing it on her own wedding night.

After a half-day session at the beauty salon, followed by a shopping spree for lingerie and clothes, Sinthea was ready to impress. But her transformation was more than skin deep. The haircut, makeup, eyelashes, cobalt blue dress, lingerie and garter were an outward expression of her inner change. She walked with her head high, taking each step with confidence and grace. She felt powerfully feminine and grown up. The girl, who had been uncertain about her future, now had a purpose. In a sprinkle of stardust, she had emerged, fully formed and ready for action.

The way people reacted to her changed immediately. They looked at her when she entered any space, large or small. She had a presence born of her new awareness of herself and her desire to treat every moment of life as a precious gift.

Women looked at her with admiration, envy or sometimes desire. But the change in the way men looked at her was astonishing. The boys on campus had given her admiring looks in the past, but now they seemed intimidated by her overt femininity. It was like she was suddenly out of their league, an unattainable goddess.

While it was strange, she liked it. But she also attracted the looks of other men, older men, the ones with plain gold bands on their ring fingers. It stirred feelings within her that had until now been dormant, lust, temptation and forbidden desires. She liked these feelings even more.

Was it wrong? Even from a young age, she had never been one to follow the crowd. She liked being different. As a girl, she insisted on spelling her name differently from the way it read on her birth certificate, as Sinthea, not Cynthea. Eventually, her grandmother gave in and let her change it by deed poll.

“Well, look at you!” said Claire, as Sinthea arrived for their coffee date. “I know you were getting a makeover, but it took me a moment to recognise you.”

Sinthea slid into the chair opposite Claire. The waiter made a beeline for their table. He also had a gold band on his ring finger and a look of lust in his eye.

“Too much?”

Claire shook her head. “You look gorgeous, Sinthea. Have you seen the way men are looking at you?”

Before she could respond, the waiter arrived at the table. He was breathless and looked her over with shameless appreciation. His request to take their order sounded like he was asking her out on a date. They ordered coffee and exchanged meaningful looks.

Claire could barely contain her giggles. “Oh my god, Sinthea! He’s married, but he looked like he wanted to hit on you!”

“I guess that’s what it’s all about, doll.”

Claire peered at her. “Most times, I know what you’re thinking. This time, I don’t.”

Sinthea collected her thoughts. “I can’t be a girl anymore. I have to grow up fast.”

Claire shook her head, still struggling to understand. “You’re holding out on me, Sinthea. This is more than makeup and clothes. You’ve changed.”

Sinthea nodded. “I have, and it’s both exciting and scary to discover you aren’t the person you imagined you were when you were young. A part of me still says I’m a bad person for having so many wicked fantasies, but I like them too much to ignore.”

The waiter returned with their coffee, placing a cup before Claire and presenting the other to Sinthea with a flourish.

“Enjoy!” he said, as if he were Casanova offering a red rose.

Sinthea dismissed him with a single blink of her winged eyelashes. Then she turned back to Claire, who seemed breathless with excitement.

She leaned across the table like a conspirator. “C’mon, Sinthea, what is it? You know you can tell me anything.”

Sinthea blew on her coffee, but returned the cup to the saucer untouched. “There’s one vital rite of passage a girl has to take to become a woman—”

“Losing her virginity.”

They both finished one another’s sentences when they were thinking as one.

Sinthea nodded. “I don’t want some boy from university to be my first, doll. Do you remember your high school flings? All that fumbling behind the gymnasium, not knowing what to do or how far to take it?”

Claire nodded. “Awkward, embarrassing and not fun.”

Sinthea took Claire’s hand and squeezed it, desperate for her to understand what she was about to say. “I want an older man to be my first, an experienced lover who knows his way around a woman’s body. I want him to cherish and adore me, to make it an unforgettable occasion, not a passing moment I tick off my list.”

Claire was holding her breath. She let it out slowly. “Sinthea, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

Sinthea nodded. “Yes. The only way I can be sure he’s an experienced lover is if I lose my virginity to a married man.”


3: It Takes Two

Smooth Moves Dance Studio, Sinthea aged 18

Sinthea arrived at the studio early, wanting to speak to their instructor, Javier, alone. The space felt huge without people, the mirrors on opposite walls reflecting her image to eternity. Javier was still setting up and testing the volume on the sound system. He looked up with a gleam in his eye as he saw Sinthea. Ever since she had worn her grandmother’s wedding ring, he had looked at her in a different light. He had an appreciative eye for all women, but it had now become more intense.

“Sinthea!” he called out with his usual exuberance.

She loved his Spanish accent, even if he exaggerated it to sound exotic and impress his students. They all had an appreciative eye for him. Now in his thirties, his hair showed a few greys, but with his Spanish blood and unlined, rich olive skin, he looked younger. And, of course, he was a professional dancer who ran a studio when he wasn’t touring, so he was in magnificent physical shape. All the women in the class had danced with him and felt his hard, lean body through his loose white shirt.

“You’re early!”

He picked up a broom as if it were his dance partner to sweep the polished hardwood floor. Sinthea felt excited to be alone with him. She couldn’t deny her attraction to him, coupled with his age, experience and the fact he wore a plain gold band on his ring finger.

“I was hoping to ask a favour.”

She felt like she had a hopeless schoolgirl crush.

He approached her with a flourish and leaned on the broom. “A favour? Of course.”

He smiled, and her knees buckled with swooning excitement. “I was hoping you would give me some private lessons. I’m keen to practice some dance routines that aren’t in the course.”

He leaned closer, and she smelled his cologne. It was rich, masculine and seductive, like sandalwood and leather.

“I’ll pay you,” she said quickly, worried he might think she was taking advantage of him.

“What can this old dog teach a girl as motivated as you? You already move like a pussycat, every step graceful and precise.” He grinned, waiting for her to respond.

She needed to fan her face as her cheeks became hot. “Latin dance styles. For that, I need a partner.”

“Ah… Latin dancing!” He stepped closer, entering her personal space, becoming intimate. It felt natural, as he had already held her to his body in the fleeting moments they had danced together as part of the group.

“Latin dancing is energetic and sensual. You must dance with your whole body, but the secret is in the way you move your hips.”

He gave her a brief demonstration, rolling and rotating his hips in one fluid motion. She looked deep into his eyes, past his inky irises. For what felt like an eternity experienced in the blink of an eye, she understood him as a man. Sinthea had experienced these intuitive flashes before, but this time, it struck her with vivid clarity. He was like her in so many ways, wanting to cherish every moment of life as a lover, not a fighter.

She was certain he loved his wife. He spoke about her often in class, but he was a professional entertainer, so she wasn’t always around. When he was touring in a show, he could be away from home for weeks or months at a time, surrounded by dozens of beautiful young dancers who adored him. The temptation would be overwhelming, even for the most devoted married man. It spoke to primal urges more potent than monogamy, the human desire to enjoy the pleasure of sex. Nature was a powerful force. It was no wonder people worshipped her as a goddess.

Her voice was husky. “I’m keen to learn.”

“Then it would be my pleasure to teach you, darling Sinthea.”

He took her left hand. Like a gentleman, he raised it to his lips and planted a soft kiss on the back of her fingers. It sent shivers down her spine. He looked up at her after the kiss, their eyes meeting and locking.

“I didn’t know you were married.”

He left his sentence dangling. She struggled to find her words under the intensity of his gaze.

“Oh… I’m…”

“It is an exquisite ring. He must treasure you.”

Sinthea’s heart thudded in her chest. It wasn’t the temptation of sex that excited him. He had looked at her with an appreciative eye before, but now he believed she was another man’s wife. She recalled the times the single women in the class had flirted with him. He enjoyed the attention, but openly joked with them about being unavailable as a married man. Now he believed she was also unavailable, and it made her infinitely more desirable. She played along with it. Did a little white lie matter if they both got what they wanted?

“Yes, he does. It was his idea for me to learn Latin dancing, to have the freedom to express myself with my body.”

He gave her a knowing nod. “How about six o’clock tomorrow night?”

She fluttered her lovely, long eyelashes. “It’s a date.”

* * *

Sinthea arrived for her private dance lesson wearing a long coat. Javier waited with a broad grin on his face. He wore tight black pants and a loose white V-neck drawstring shirt, which gave her a tantalising view of his powerful pectoral muscles. He approached to greet her.

“Where do you want to begin?”

“Salsa.”

He raised his eyebrows. “The salsa is passionate. Are you sure your husband won’t mind?”

She bit her lower lip and shook her head.

“It is also energetic. I hope you’re not wearing anything too restrictive.”

She removed her coat and tossed it over the back of a chair. Underneath, she wore her blue dancing dress, the one that made the boys go wild at the nightclub. It was sleeveless with spaghetti straps to hold up the bust and a short skirt that spiralled up to her waist if she spun about, flashing her panties. His eyes raked her body without shame, coming to dwell on the matching sequin garter around her left thigh.

“Let me show you the steps.”

He took her by the waist and pulled her to his body.

She looked up at him. “I already know them. I only wanted to gain some experience with a partner.”

“Then you have made a good choice, as I am experienced.”

There was no doubt in Sinthea’s mind they both understood the double entendre in their banter. How could she take it further? She didn’t want to be overt about sex. It was entirely possible he was simply a flirtatious man, and all her instincts about him were wrong. It was one thing to pretend she was a married woman, and another altogether to proposition him as a married man.

They danced for a while without speaking, finding the rhythm of the steps. When he held her close, she was certain the bulge in his pants was plump with desire. As they tuned into each other, dancing fluidly as one, her pulse quickened at the idea of becoming intimate. How would it happen? What would she do if it did? She knew nothing about sex, but if she were a married woman, she should.

They reached the end of the routine. Javier spun her about, caught her in his arms and arched her over to take her weight. They remained in the pose for a long moment, looking into each other’s eyes. She wanted to tell him to kiss her but hesitated because of her doubt.

Closing her eyes, she opened her mouth and breathed. It felt like an eternity had passed. Then his warm lips pressed against hers, tasting her mouth and waiting to see if she would respond. After a salsa, he could excuse the kiss as part of the dance, as one performer thanking the other. It was innocent enough for either of them not to take offence. But this was what she wanted, and she kissed him back, igniting the fire of their passion.

He lifted her to his body so she could wrap her legs around his waist while they kissed. It was hot and hungry, mouths locked together, tongues continuing the salsa as he carried her to the sound desk. Sitting her down, still locked in a fiery embrace, he kissed her neck and shoulders as he pulled the straps of her dress away. She sighed with the pleasure of his kisses, helpless in his arms as he bared her breasts.

His hands flowed over her body, exciting her senses and making her wet. As he tweaked her nipples to harden them to points, she gasped with surprise and joy, not knowing until now how much pleasure her body could give her. He continued to kiss her neck and shoulders while he delicately played with her nipples. In moments, she had a molten well of aching desire deep in her pelvis.

He eased her legs apart, running his hands up her inner thighs, tracing the creases where they met her pubic mound. She whimpered, becoming more of a helpless, shuddering wreck by the moment. Her arms felt useless, and even if she could respond to his advances, she didn’t know what to do.

Running his fingers over the triangle of her panties, he sighed in appreciation, feeling her excitement through the satin. He pulled her close so she felt his swelling cock through his pants, the fabric the only barrier stopping him from penetrating her. She yearned to know what it felt like and groaned as her orgasm mounted. The anticipation was torture, but he seemed determined to tease and excite her with his hands and mouth. He believed she was an experienced lover, not a virgin on the brink of emerging into womanhood.

She wanted to tell him to hurry but couldn’t say the words. Arching her over his arm, he leaned down to take her breast into his mouth. The soft, wet rasp of his tongue made her breathless with the need to cum. He was so hard, and she was so ready. He slipped his finger into her panties to pull them aside. She whimpered as his fingers stroked her bare mound, tracing the outside of her pussy lips. It made her ever more desperate for him to pull the trigger of her orgasm.

He kneeled between her legs and breathed deeply through his nose. “My darling, your perfume is heavenly.”

His remark was startling, but pleasantly so. He wasn’t talking about the rose and jasmine scent she wore, but the perfume of her pussy in heat. She didn’t realise there were so many ways a woman could arouse a man.

She didn’t get another chance to consider it, as he extended his tongue to taste her. Her senses exploded into white light. There was only the pleasure of his tongue gliding through her folds, tickling her clitoris and tasting her juices. She couldn’t take it for more than a moment. The burning heat deep in her pelvis erupted, and she flooded his mouth with her cum. He licked her more vigorously, enjoying the gift of her love juices.

She tried to fan her face as her cheeks boiled with raging pleasure, but she couldn’t control herself. In minutes, he had made her cum harder than she ever had in her life, with only his mouth and hands. He was priming her for his cock, making sure she was ready to take it.

He unzipped his pants as he stood and pulled his cock from his briefs. She looked on with dazed awe. She had seen many erections on websites, but it was strange to see one for real for the first time, twitching with desire.

Taking her by the small of her back, he guided the swollen head to her pussy. Her breath caught in her throat. She wanted to tell him to be gentle with her because it was her first time, but it would reveal her lie. He pushed the head of his cock into her entrance. She couldn’t breathe as the sensation overwhelmed her senses again. She had pushed her finger inside herself many times, but his cock felt entirely different. It was hot, thick and throbbing. It hurt as he stretched her open, but she didn’t want him to stop.

“My darling, you are as tight as a virgin.” His voice was gravelly with desire. “Your husband is a lucky man.”

She couldn’t answer him, as she was entirely transfixed on the sensation between her legs as he worked his cock deep. She was so full, it was like she had his cock all the way to her stomach, and although she had already orgasmed once, it set her off again.

It didn’t stop him from thrusting, slowly at first, coating himself with her juices to make it easier to push his cock into her tight, clenching passage. She wrapped her arms around his neck as if holding on for dear life as he emptied and filled her up, over and over again. Her orgasms blurred into one continuous stream of pleasure. Finally, when she couldn’t take any more, he pulsed inside her, and there was a rush of heat as he pumped her womb full of cum.

They held each other for many minutes, unable to speak as they caught their breath. Then he let her go, pulling his cock free and letting her take her own weight. He looked concerned as their eyes met, as if he had hurt her.

“Darling, are you all right?”

She managed to find her words. “I’ve… never done that before.”

She was making her virgin confession. Naturally, he took it otherwise, assuming she was referring to breaking her marital vows. There was a long silence between them, the moment of realisation about what had happened and the fear of the consequences.

“And would you do it again?”

She swallowed. “Yes. I want you to teach me everything you know.”

He smiled. “It would be my pleasure, my darling… my adorable hotwife.”

She loved it when he called her darling. It made her feel special, treasured and adored. But as he said the word ‘hotwife,’ she loved the idea he saw her that way. As a hotwife, she was still his darling, but it also made her a sexually liberated woman in hot demand.

In an instant, she knew what it would take to meet the man who loved her as much as her grandfather had loved her grandmother. She had to become the unattainable goddess for single men to make her Mr Right work for her hand. She would refuse all single men and only make herself available to married men. Only the most determined single man, one who was willing to fight for her love despite her rules, would gain her hand. And he would have to prove his utter devotion to her before she accepted his ring.

Until then, she would enjoy the men who had already become Mr Right for other women and discover every quality she desired in her perfect man. For this to happen, she had to embrace the lifestyle people enjoyed in open relationships. Without being married herself, she had to become Sinthea, the hotwife.


4: Sharing Her

Javier’s House, Sinthea aged 19

Javier’s wife was away for the weekend visiting her family, so he invited Sinthea to stay overnight. The affair remained a regular event in their lives. Although they still practiced a few dance steps together, most of the action happened in bed. It was strange to have sex with a married man in the same bed he shared with his wife. But Javier was a wonderful lover and happy to teach her everything he knew about giving and receiving pleasure. Over the months he had given her private lessons on the dance floor and in the bedroom, she had learned a great deal about sex. She was no longer an innocent virgin and had become an experienced seductress.

She never told him he had been her first, preferring to maintain the illusion she was a married woman. He liked the idea she belonged to another man. She felt the intensity of his lust whenever they had sex and the way he enjoyed claiming what he believed wasn’t his own. She passed off her former innocence as inexperience, saying her husband wasn’t an imaginative lover.

“Then you make me jealous of him. He’s the one who will benefit from all these… dance lessons.”

“I’m not so sure. I still have so much to learn, and you’re an excellent teacher.”

At this moment, Javier had his mouth between her legs. He had been edging her for what felt like hours, taking her to the brink of an orgasm, then stopping, never letting her reach a release. She was a quivering mess as he started up again, kissing her bare mound, circling her clitoris and taking long, slow licks through her folds.

He couldn’t get enough of her pussy, and she couldn’t get enough of his tongue. With the current exception, it was always her first orgasm of the evening before he treated her to many more with his cock in various positions. He had been the best teacher she could have hoped to learn from. He had shown her how to take it slow, building to an orgasm in tiny degrees, until she couldn’t take it anymore and exploded. On other occasions, when they were short on time, he had shown her how to make their coupling quick and intense, so their orgasms were dirty and satisfying.

“So sweet,” he said, between licks. “I’ve never known a woman to taste as sweet as you. It’s… most addictive.”

“Then stop talking and get back to it. You tease me and take me so close, then stop and leave me hanging.”

He got onto his hands and knees and climbed over her. “I enjoy edging you. I love seeing you desperate to cum. You look so beautiful this way.”

His cock probed the entrance to her sex, and he slowly pushed it inside. No matter how many times they had done this, he always made it feel like the first time. Her breath caught in her throat as he eased himself inside her for what felt like a millimetre at a time. He made her hungry to feel him stretch her open and fill her up. She moved to drive her hips to meet his, but he gripped her by the bottom and held her in place.

“Javier, you’re driving me insane!”

“This is today’s lesson, darling Sinthea. I want you to beg me to let you cum!”

“Please!” she whimpered, aching to have his length inside her. Her orgasm was beyond reach, and the way he denied her the full length of his cock was unbearable.

He gave her a little more, gliding over her G-spot. His hot, throbbing cock was like part of her own body. It was excruciating, as if he was forcing her to experience the nuances of a single thrust in slow motion.

Her voice ached with pent-up frustration. “Please!”

He pushed deeper, filling her up and making her clench helplessly in her desire to reach release. She grabbed his biceps, needing to hold on to anything solid or lose her mind to her maddening desire. She felt his pulse through his arms and through his cock, flowing into her body to synchronise the rhythm of their hearts.

Finally, he filled her up inside, so his hard, heavy balls came to rest against her inner thighs. With the gentlest tap, the crown of his cock met her cervix. The sensation triggered her release and she flooded. He pulled her to his body, holding her close as she quivered like a helpless wreck in the throes of passion. With one thrust, he had made her cum, and with his pulsing cock still lodged deep in her pussy, he sustained it. She felt tormented and powerless to this pleasure, but safe, adored and protected as he let her ride it out to the end.

“What have you done to me?” she gasped when she could finally speak.

“Taught you the most important lesson of all. If you want your husband to worship you, learn to control his pleasure, as I have done for you now. Make him understand you have the power to make him cum or leave him denied if he doesn’t treat you like his goddess.”

She slumped into the mattress as he let her go, feeling delightfully lightheaded. He rolled out of bed and slipped on his shirt.

She patted the sheets. “Come back to bed. You haven’t finished yet.”

“My darling, you’re missing the point of the lesson. It was my pleasure to give you pleasure. I enjoyed myself as much as you, without the need for an orgasm. Come to the lounge, and I’ll open some red wine.”

Sinthea forced herself out of bed. The sheets were heady with the perfume of their lovemaking. Should she offer to wash them before the weekend was over? They hadn’t discussed the subject of whether their spouses knew about the affair, even though Sinthea’s husband was pure fiction.

She slipped on her robe and followed Javier to the lounge. He opened a bottle of wine, poured two glasses and presented her with one. She swirled it to help it breathe and let her mind ponder the idea of couples sharing one another with other lovers. Her thoughts went straight to Claire, who had been seeing a young man named Travis.

Although Sinthea had only known Claire for a little over a year, she felt like she had known her forever. They had also become so close, it came as a shock to share her with Travis. Sinthea hadn’t met him yet, but she had seen them together on campus. He was an attractive young man with a lean, athletic build and the whitest blonde hair. Sinthea assumed he must have dyed it to make it look like silver with a sheen of gold.

Javier eased himself into an armchair opposite, making it look elegant in only the way a dancer could. “Penny for your thoughts?”

Sinthea met his gaze. “I was thinking about a friend. She’s seeing someone, and I don’t like not having her all to myself. It’s silly. I shouldn’t feel this way, and it’s not that I’m jealous. I’m happy she has found someone, but I don’t like sharing her. Is that wrong?”

“How does it differ from her sharing you with your husband or me?”

She nodded. “You’re right. Claire has never complained if I wasn’t available because I was with a man. I owe her the same courtesy and respect.”

Javier chuckled. “I hear a ‘but’ coming…”

Sinthea rested her wine on her knee. “It’s his body language, the way he looks at her. It gives me the same sense of unease as thinking a spider is crawling up my leg.”

“Have you met this young man?”

“Not yet. Claire is currently keeping him all to herself.”

Javier scratched his chin. “Then perhaps it’s time you met this young man for yourself, for everyone’s sake.”

* * *

Sharing Is Caring Cafe, the following day

Despite her transformation into a hotwife, Sinthea dressed down for her meeting with Claire and Travis. She didn’t want to wear anything too provocative in case she upstaged Claire. In this relationship triangle, she was the cuckold, the jealous lover who wanted to see the bull who had claimed the affections of her lover. Dressed in a plain shirt and pants, she looked like one.

She entered the cafe, where they had planned to meet. It was neutral territory, but Sinthea felt as nervous as if they were in the bedroom, watching from an armchair as the bull claimed his hotwife. Claire and Travis sat at a table by the window. Sinthea saw them holding hands under the table as if trying to keep their relationship secret. Claire also looked nervous, like Sinthea had caught her cheating.

Travis was a handsome young man. His white hair was striking, immaculately cut and styled to look like fine wool. It was possible his hair was prematurely white and he had enhanced its appearance. He looked at her with a roguish glint in his green-grey eyes. It gave Sinthea a similar feeling to the one she had experienced with Javier, his potential to cheat on his wife, but she couldn’t work out why. They were only dating and not in a committed relationship yet.

She was overthinking everything, but she was as anxious as a cuckold having second thoughts about sharing his wife. She sat, smoothing her pants to calm herself.

“Sinthea Wedd, this is Travis Pearson,” said Claire.

He grinned and extended his hand. Sinthea took it, and he gave her a playful squeeze. She bit her tongue, fighting down her dislike of the young man. Surely his name alone would ring alarm bells for Claire. She already had a lovely name, and it would be a tragedy to change it. Claire Chase sounded like a sexy spy or a superheroine’s alias. If their relationship got serious enough to take them to the altar, she would end up being Claire Pearson. The awful rhyme made Sinthea cringe.

They passed pleasantries, ordered coffee and made small talk. As she got to know him better, she understood why he appealed to Claire. He had every quality she lacked, and vice versa. Sometimes, opposites did attract, as one person brought balance to the other. But the current conversation only delayed the inevitable. She had to know if they were getting serious and if she would have to factor in Travis as a permanent fixture in their lives. Travis excused himself to use the bathroom.

Sinthea leaned across the table, acting on an impulsive idea to keep Claire close. “Claire, I was thinking you should move in with me. The house is too big for one person. I keep most of it closed up. You can live rent-free. Imagine all the fun we would have together!”

Claire smiled and reached out to squeeze her hand momentarily. “That’s sweet of you, Sinthea, but I don’t mind living in the dorm. It’s so close to university, and I would only get under your feet.”

A wave of grief flooded her body. Claire was being polite, but she understood her friend too well to miss the subtext of her remark. She came with Travis now, and she didn’t want to rub Sinthea’s nose in it every time he came around.

Travis returned from the bathroom, looking pleased with himself. He looked at them, sensing the tension. He was intelligent. Sinthea would have to remember never to underestimate him.

“So, Travis, what are you studying?”

She tried to sound casual as she sipped her coffee. Claire eyeballed her, detecting the note of tension in her voice. She couldn’t hide anything from Claire, no matter how hard she tried.

“Business.”

He cocked an eyebrow, as if he expected her to look impressed.

She kept a straight face. “And what do you hope to do with a business degree?”

Claire shook her head. “Geez, Sinthea. This sounds like a ‘meet the parents’ session.”

Travis put his hand on her shoulder. “It’s okay, Claire. I don’t mind.”

He looked at Sinthea, keeping his hand in place. Sinthea didn’t like it. The gesture looked possessive, like he had her on a leash.

“Well, Mrs Wedd, I plan to have a career in business development. I should make plenty of money to look after my family.”

“Oh, Sinthea isn’t married,” said Claire. “That’s her late grandmother’s ring. She wears it as a keepsake.”

There was an awkward silence between them. Then Travis put his arm fully around Claire’s shoulder. “I’m sorry for your loss,” he said, looking straight at Sinthea.

He kept looking at her over his cup as he sipped his coffee. Sinthea doubted the double meaning in his stinging remark was unintentional. He wasn’t a fool and could see she was jealous. He was laying claim to Claire as the primary love interest in her life, sending a clear warning to Sinthea not to get in the way.

Although it was dangerous to mess with the affairs of the heart, she couldn’t let Claire go without a fight. The situation seemed to spiral out of control before her eyes. How could she do anything about it? They weren’t a married couple, they were friends. And any friend who tried to come between two lovers always lost.


5: Girls’ Only Night

Sinthea’s House, Sinthea aged 20

Sinthea carefully glued her winged eyelashes to her lids. She waited a moment for them to set, then fluttered them at herself in the mirror in her ongoing pursuit of mastering the perfect alluring gaze. The way they framed her eyes enhanced the lapis lazuli colour of her irises, making them the striking feature of her face. A woman could captivate a man with her body, but seducing him was all in the eyes.

Claire sat beside her, cursing under her breath. Sinthea suppressed a laugh. Claire never used strong language, so her string of polite expletives was becoming ever more colourful. She had fixed one false eyelash in place but had the other one crooked across her eyelid. It looked like an icy wind had frozen an expression of disapproval on her face.

“Flipping pile of dookie!” She directed her attention to Sinthea. “How in heaven’s name do you put these things on every day?”

“Here, doll, let me help you with it.”

Sinthea carefully removed the misplaced eyelash and fitted it correctly. Claire blinked at her, clearly feeling the subtle difference in weight compared to simply wearing mascara.

“I’ll be fighting the boys off tonight,” said Sinthea with false modesty, before giving Claire a cheeky wink. “Fighting them off you.”

Claire looked at herself in the mirror. “You think so?”

Sinthea shook her head. She didn’t understand why Claire had a low opinion of herself. It wasn’t because Claire thought she was unattractive. She simply gave so much to everyone else she spent little time thinking about herself.

“I know so. Tonight, we’re both going out as hotwives.”

Claire sniffed a laugh through her nose. “Me, a hotwife? What is a hotwife anyway?”

Sinthea looked at her squarely. “A woman with the same sexual appetite as the average man.”

Claire rolled her eyes, which looked adorable with her false eyelashes. What man wouldn’t look twice when he saw them together? She wore her blue dancing dress, showing off her matching garter. Claire had borrowed Sinthea’s form-fitting black dress. She looked like a sultry brunette, but the eyelashes and makeup gave her a smouldering beauty.

“It’s wonderful to have you all to myself for as long as it lasts. When does he get back?”

Travis was away with the university football team. They had performed well this year and had made the regional playoffs. Sinthea had seized the opportunity to take Claire out for a girls’ only night, which involved drinking, dancing and flirting with boys. Claire had been hesitant about the idea, as if Travis would find out and disapprove. They had an uneasy truce over Travis, but he and Claire were becoming more serious by the day.

“A couple of days,” said Claire. “Promise you won’t get me into any trouble tonight.”

“You look far too sexy for me to make that promise, doll. Do you want a glass of wine before we head out?”

Claire shook her head. “I’ll stick to soda. You know me, I’m a cheap date.”

Claire seemed anxious, even though she said nothing about it. The offer of wine was only to help her relax a little, but Sinthea understood. She could dance the wine off and keep a clear head, but Claire turned into a giggling idiot after only one glass. It didn’t help she drank it like soda, instead of taking small sips. Sinthea reminded her constantly to pace herself, but after a mouthful, Claire always lost her head.

They ordered a cab and asked the driver to take them to one of Sinthea’s favourite clubs. Fifteen minutes later, they were in the thick of the pulsing atmosphere, crowded dance floor and flashing lights. She enjoyed her wine and danced, showing off her Latin moves to attract male dance partners. They were always so eager to cut in and shamelessly admired her body in her tiny blue dress, as if she couldn’t see their eyes. She made sure they saw her wedding ring before they got too bold and loved the sudden change in their attitude as they looked around for her husband.

Her husband for the evening was also attracting the attention of the boys, and one had his hands all over her as they danced. Claire had stuck to soda, so she wasn’t in need of rescue. It was good to see her enjoying herself. While she seemed happy with Travis, Sinthea believed she had committed to him too soon. A girl needed to live a little first and try out some different men for size.

As she watched Claire dance with the young man, she had a naughty idea, but it would be fun. Crossing the dance floor, she cut in, to the young man’s surprise, not expecting to lose his opportunity with Claire to a woman. But there wouldn’t be anything more than dancing between them in a nightclub. To encourage Claire to try out a more intimate dance, they needed a different venue.

“Let’s split this joint, doll,” she said, raising her voice so Claire could hear her over the music.

She took Claire by the hand and led her outside. Claire followed like an obedient puppy, but looked confused. She knew how much Sinthea loved to dance and clearly wanted to know why they were leaving so soon.

“I’m in the mood for variety. Do you want to live a little, or should I take you home for a nice cup of tea, Grandma?”

Claire scowled. “Variety, Sinthea?”

“It’s a surprise. Are you in or not?”

“I suppose so. It took so long to get dressed, I want a decent night out.”

“Great!”

Sinthea waved down a cab. After a short ride, Claire gaped at their destination as the cab deposited them at the entrance, a solid black door guarded by a mountain of a bouncer. She pulled Sinthea close and hissed in her ear, so the bouncer couldn’t hear.

“Sinthea! This is a strip club! Why on earth did you bring us here?”

“Because it’s full of men packing boners in their pants,” said Sinthea, as if the answer were obvious.

Claire looked flustered. “But you have to be twenty-one to go inside.”

“Claire, you’re a woman. With your tight dress and makeup, the bouncer won’t care if you’re eighteen or eighty-eight. At a place like this, we’re good for business.”

She took Claire’s hand and headed for the door. The behemoth in a black suit gave them an appreciative smile and opened the door without saying a word. Sinthea gave him a polite nod and dragged Claire after her.

It was one of the better strip clubs in town, attracting wealthier patrons who had plenty of cash to tip the beautiful dancers. The auditorium had a catwalk stage with luxurious gathered drapes where the dancers made their entrance. The soft violet light gave the patrons seated around the stage a degree of privacy. Spotlights on the stage showed off the toned, curvaceous feminine flesh on display. It was a shrine to male sexual desire.

As it wasn’t late, the club wasn’t full yet, but Sinthea immediately spotted her ideal targets. There was a group of men sitting together, drinking and enjoying the show, as a busty blonde stripper took an eternity to remove her glittering bra. One man in the group wore a sash across his shirt that read: Dead Man Walking. It was obviously a stag party, and he was the groom.

“How appropriate,” she said, as she thought about helping Claire live a little before she fully committed herself to a relationship with Travis.

“Jeepers, dressed like this, people will think we work here,” muttered Claire, as she looked around nervously.

“Relax, doll.” She led Claire to the bar. “On your student allowance, would you complain if a few men gave you some tips?”

On the way, she made deliberate eye contact with a man in the group as they passed their table. He looked her up and down with more interest than the blonde on the stage. What he didn’t realise was it went both ways. He was her type, a handsome older man with a gold ring on his left hand.

They got to the bar, but before she could open her purse, the man swooped in and offered to pay.

“Then make it a bottle,” she said to the bartender. Then she turned to the man. He had lovely brown eyes, but she could see the look of desire deep within. “Thank you… er…”

“Ian. We’re having a send-off for our friend, Karl. He’s getting married next week. Want to join us?”

“We’d love to,” she replied.

Claire held her back as Ian returned to his seat. “Sinthea, is this a good idea? We don’t know these men.”

“That’s why I brought you here. So you can make some new friends. Relax, enjoy yourself and sip your wine slowly.”

Claire frowned. “Yes, Mom!”

They pranced over to the table, and bold as brass, Sinthea sat on Ian’s lap as if there weren’t any chairs available and it was the only alternative. Claire watched her wide-eyed. Ian grinned and wrapped his arm around her waist. Sinthea looked at Claire, waiting for her to do the same, but Claire didn’t budge.

“Why don’t you sit with Karl?” she said, eyeing the groom’s sash. “You’re right for each other.”

Karl patted his leg and looked pleased with the idea. With pursed lips, Claire eased herself onto his lap as if lowering herself into freezing water. They made their introductions, chatted and enjoyed their drinks. Now she was drinking wine, Claire relaxed and got lost in conversation with Karl.

“It’s a beautiful ring. Where’s your husband tonight?”

“Not here,” she said, feeling the swelling in his pants against her thigh. “And where’s your wife?”

“She didn’t get an invite. Stag nights are usually for men only.”

Sinthea looped her arm over his shoulder to sit closer, her ring sparkling in the violet light. Anyone who looked their way would see a married man and woman and wouldn’t give their intimate contact a second thought.

“Then thank you for making an exception for us.” She wriggled her bottom. It had the desired effect, making his cock strain in his pants. She leaned close, so their lips were a hair’s width from touching. “Now, tell me, Ian, is the lump in your pants for me or the blonde?”

He grinned. “What blonde?”

She slipped her hand between her legs to open his fly. “It must be uncomfortable. Let me help.”

Nobody saw her free his cock from his pants. She pressed it between her legs, and it throbbed with desire. “Better?”

“Much,” he said, all eyes for her like there was nobody else in the room.

“Give me your phone, Ian.”

He pulled it from his pocket without question and unlocked it. She took it, opened his contacts, entered her name and phone number, and gave it back.

“Sinthea from work,” he said, reading it.

She wiggled her thighs together, teasing his cock between them. “I’m sure your wife knows how to unlock it, and women can be suspicious sometimes.”

As she sipped her wine, the situation also changed with Claire. She wasn’t talking to the groom anymore. They were kissing, and not cute flirtatious pecks, but with lips locked to taste each other’s mouths. Her wine glass was empty, and another man was busy filling it again.

“How many has she had?” she asked Ian.

He shrugged. She watched Claire for a moment, feeling oddly aroused to see her friend getting it on with another man. It helped she had Ian’s cock throbbing and twitching between her thighs, but it felt exciting to also play the voyeur. Perhaps she needed to add an audience to her forbidden trysts with married men. Having someone watch would add another dimension of excitement as they had sex. And hotwives needed cuckolds.

Karl had his hand on Claire’s inner thigh and was steadily making his way under her skirt and up to her panties. Sinthea bit her nail as the heat swelled between her thighs. Claire didn’t object when Karl went all the way, pulling her panties aside to touch her tight treasure. He eased her legs open to gain better access and fingered her pussy as they continued to kiss.

Sinthea carefully adjusted her position, not wanting to miss out on getting some action herself. She pressed her back against Ian’s chest and carefully pulled her panties aside, sitting as if she wanted to watch the show. She wiggled her bottom as she gave him her weight again, easing him into her pussy as if swinging her hips in time to the music. Once she had him all the way in, she sat on his lap, gently swaying as if nothing had happened. The only person who had seen anything was the blonde dancing on the stage. Their eyes met, and they exchanged winks.

“I love to dance, but I’m a hotwife and could never be a stripper,” she whispered in Ian’s ear. “You see, I always want more than a tip.”

He growled with pleasure as she treated him to a session of pompoir, the art of squeezing, massaging and stroking a man’s cock with her pelvic muscles without needing to thrust. All the squeezing would also give him an aching cock, reminding him for days how good she could make him feel, even if she didn’t let him cum. It was turning into a perfect evening. She had a throbbing cock lodged in her pussy, and Claire was finally making out with a different guy.

“Doesn’t she look gorgeous when she’s excited?” she said innocently, as if she and Ian were having an idle conversation. “If I didn’t love cocks so much, I’d have her all for myself. I’d lock her in a room and never share her with anyone. She would be my gorgeous bedroom plaything. Look at how she’s breathing. He’ll make her cum soon.”

She could tell Ian was close. His cock was hot and throbbing, with his head pressing against her cervix as she stroked him inside. All the lessons with Javier had paid off. She could control a man’s orgasm and make him cum or keep him frustrated inside her for hours.

Meanwhile, Karl was obviously enjoying Claire’s tight honey hole, pushing his finger in deep. Even in the violet light, Claire was panting and had flushed cheeks. She edged Ian’s cock as Karl teased Claire’s pussy. It would be perfect if they both orgasmed at the same time.

But the moment died as Claire broke the kiss, pushed Karl away and leapt to her feet. She looked like she wanted to burst into tears. In a flurry of panic, she grabbed Sinthea’s arm to pull her to her feet and drag her from the club.

Sinthea looked back to see Ian hurriedly stuffing his cock back into his pants. “Call me,” she mouthed, as Claire led her outside.

Claire sucked in deep breaths, which fogged as she exhaled in the cool night air. She raised her hand to hail a cab.

“Claire, what is it, doll? You looked like you were enjoying yourself.”

Claire shook her head, unable to look Sinthea in the eye. “I had too much to drink. I shouldn’t have let him take advantage of me.”

A cab pulled into the curb. They got in, and Sinthea gave the driver her address.

“You did nothing wrong.” She reached out to hold Claire’s hand. “It’s okay to fool around if no one gets hurt. You were enthusiastic about kissing him. What’s wrong with him giving you pleasure?”

Claire pulled off her false eyelashes and held them in her fist. “I’m not like you, Sinthea. Karl is a nice man, but he’s marrying another woman next week. It didn’t feel right.”

They sat in silence for a while, watching the city lights pass in a blur of colour.

“What’s truly wrong, Claire? You’ve been wound up all night, and I can tell there’s way more to it than fooling around with a guy.”

Claire looked at her hands. “Travis is planning to propose. I found a ring in his bedside cabinet. He could ask me any day now.”

Sinthea’s chest tightened as she absorbed Claire’s angst. “And you’re not sure?”

“If I say no, it’ll be over between us. I think I love him, Sinthea, but I’m not sure. How does anyone know if they’re in love when they’ve never experienced it before?”

Sinthea didn’t have an answer. She was searching for love too, albeit by different means. She wanted Claire with her on the journey, which was why she had taken her to the strip club to meet men. It had been a mistake. She had to let Claire find her own way. Perhaps Travis was the one, or maybe he wasn’t, but it was Claire’s decision to make.

She took a deep breath, let out a long sigh and squeezed Claire’s hand. “It’s a long, hard road to find Mr Right, doll. Remember, we have each other.”

Claire returned the squeeze and smiled, but it felt bittersweet.


6: Mr Almost Right

Sinthea’s Penthouse Apartment, Sinthea aged 22

Sinthea had settled into the apartment lifestyle and was enjoying herself. It was great to be in the heart of the city, where she could go out at a moment’s notice if she wanted to socialise. Since she had gained her arts degree and inheritance, there was no point in living in her grandmother’s house anymore. Despite the fond memories, it was too big for a single woman living alone. And since she wanted to host parties, she didn’t want to disturb her neighbours, who had been kind to her for many years. So, the old house went to auction.

Claire and Travis were planning their wedding, so Sinthea didn’t see as much of her as she wanted to anymore. Even though she was Claire’s maid of honour, Claire insisted on organising the wedding herself. Sinthea was certain Claire was being proud and not wanting to let her pay for anything. But Claire was teaching, and Travis had been good to his word with his career. He was ambitious, making a good living as a junior business development manager and climbing the corporate ladder fast, so they had means. Most importantly, Claire seemed happy with her decision to marry him.

The apartment lifestyle helped to fill the hole in Sinthea’s life that was sharing Claire with Travis. But she had her charity work, hobbies and fabulous social life. She had also joined a hotwife book club and was steadily widening her circle of contacts. And, of course, she had her hot husbands for company and sex. Her extraordinary life was a blessing, and she reminded herself never to take it for granted.

She brushed her hair until her chocolate ringlets hung around her shoulders in glossy coils. Dressing for an evening with one of her hot husbands was a ritual she enjoyed, often taking many hours to ensure she looked perfect from head to toe. She gave herself a last inspection and positioned her garter around her left thigh. Colson loved undressing her, but he knew the rules: the garter stayed on.

Like the diamond ring on her left hand, the garter was her sexual wedding ring. No other piece of lingerie signified a woman wanted sex more than a single garter around her thigh. Although she wore different garters depending on her mood or to match her lingerie, each one represented her bridal garter. And according to tradition, the only man who would remove it would be her Mr Right, the same man who would offer her a ring to replace the one on her finger.

Tonight, she wore a black lace garter to go with her satin corset, bra and panty set. It was worth wearing as many items of lingerie as she could whenever Colson visited. He made the act of undressing her incredibly erotic. He loved teasing her before they got down to business, undressing her slowly, one item at a time, like a ritual.

Did he still undress his wife with the same passion? It wasn’t likely, as he now cheated on her as often as he could. They had married young, like Claire and Travis were about to do, and now they were in their mid-thirties, the fires of passion had already died.

Sinthea hadn’t known this until Colson had become a regular sexual partner. The subject of his cheating hadn’t come up, and she hadn’t suspected him of it. Her intuition for spotting cheats had failed her because she had fallen for him hard, even though she couldn’t have him. He would never leave his wife, even though their sex life had all but died.

She fell for him the first time they had sex together. He was easily the most experienced lover to share her bed, more than Javier, Ian or any of the others. And her passion for having him pleasure her body grew until she ached for him through the long nights they were apart.

Her heart skipped a beat as the doorbell chimed. It was like he knew how eager she was to see him tonight. She flung on a black satin robe, tied it at the waist and skipped out of the bedroom and into the lounge to open the door.

He swept her into his arms before she had opened it fully. Holding her by the small of her back, he pressed her to his solid body and devoured her mouth with a kiss. The first kiss was always hungry, the kiss of a lover separated from the other for longer than they could bear. She kissed him back the same way, eager to taste him and feel his rough jaw press against her soft skin. His mouth tasted bittersweet, earthy and astringent. It excited and rejuvenated her like the first sip of espresso in the morning after a late night. He tasted manly, and the swelling in his pants pressed against her sex declared his desire.

She was faint after the kiss, but pulled him inside and closed the door, pressing her back to it to steady herself on her feet. He dropped his briefcase on the lounge suite, loosened his tie and grinned at her with animal hunger.

“What excuse did you give your wife tonight?”

The question had become their standard greeting since Sinthea had discovered the nature of their affair. It shocked her to think how easily she had accepted the situation without question. She also felt like a cheat, because she wanted him as much and was living in denial about it. If he wasn’t married and got down on one knee to present her with a ring, she would be on the phone to Claire to ask her if she would be her maid of honour.

“The usual.”

“Working late?” she said breathlessly.

“Works every time. I earn a good wage. She likes the money.”

He always talked about his alibi as if it were a badge of honour, taking pride in how clever he was to hide his affair from his wife. Everyone told themselves lies to get what they wanted. In a way, Colson’s wife was lying to herself too, if she had never considered why he worked late so often. It was a classic sign of an affair.

Her name was Grace, and Sinthea had met her several times. The first time was a chance meeting at a wine bar. Colson had introduced Sinthea as ‘a colleague from work.’ Sinthea knew enough about his job to play along, but it was the moment she confronted the consequences of having a relationship with a cheat.

Colson and Grace shared a comfortable rapport, one born of spending so many years together, always working to maintain the status quo. Sinthea understood how it had taken the excitement out of their sex life. They had fallen into a routine, and neither of them could rekindle the spark of passion they had felt when they had first fallen in love. It was common and entirely normal, even though people never spoke about it. Society had set the expectation ‘normal’ couples humped like rabbits until the grave.

It made Sinthea realise the high bar she had set for herself. Perhaps it was unrealistic for her to want the passion to last forever, to have a man desire her as much as these men did, and for the fire to never wane.

That night, over a few glasses of wine, they had all gotten along well together. They even caught up again a few times afterwards. It was like Colson wanted to test Grace to see if she could sense if they were having an affair. The fact she couldn’t only stroked his ego, as if he were so clever, he could cheat on her right in her face.

For Sinthea, it confirmed he would never leave his wife. She would always be the other woman, his naughty secret, no matter how much he desired her for sex. And even if he left Grace and offered her a ring, would their love last? Or would she find out one day he had cheated on her too? Colson was comfortable with the status quo. His sex life with Grace had cooled, but their bond was as strong as ever. He had stability at home and a great sex life on the side.

“I don’t think it’s the money.” Grace accepted the excuse because she loved and trusted him. Sinthea left him without an explanation and walked to the bar. “Drink?”

He removed his jacket and tossed it over the back of the lounge suite. “I’m only thirsty for you. I haven’t seen you for a week.”

“It has been nine days.”

Sinthea was annoyed at herself for keeping count. Why did he affect her this way? She lost her mind in his company. When he looked at her as he did now, she couldn’t stop the aching desire from welling between her legs. And when she had to wait to see him again, she felt like a schoolgirl pining for him, counting the days as if they were a prison sentence.

He took her hand and led her to the bedroom. She followed, weak-willed with desire, ready to surrender to pleasure as he worked her body like an artist. She was already giddy with lust and eager to feel his hands and mouth on her bare skin, priming her for his cock.

Flicking on the lights, he glanced at the naughty chairs positioned on either side of the bed. They were both empty for the first time since he had visited her bedroom for sex. “No audience tonight?”

Sinthea stroked his chest, wallowing in his cologne. He smelled of leather and spice, stoking the furnace of desire between her legs. “Are you getting used to having one?”

Sinthea enjoyed having an audience whenever she had sex. It reminded her of the night Claire had made out with the groom. But it was more than having someone play the role of the cuckold and never to shame or humiliate a man unless he deserved it. It added sexual tension to the room, knowing another person was nearby, sexually aroused and intimately involved. The performance became more thrilling when it brought pleasure to the audience and the players.

He grazed her shoulders with his fingertips, running them down the sides of her breasts to her waist and back up to her neck. She shivered with delight, feeling weightless from his touch. He caressed her gently, but his fingertips had calluses, which gave her the most delicate sense of pleasure and pain as he traced the lines of her body.

“I’m happy to have you all to myself,” he said, easing her onto the bed.

She lay on her back, feeling like a princess, as he hooked his thumbs through the waistbands of her panties. As he pulled them away, he kissed her hips and the exposed skin of her pubic mound. She shivered with delight. He always made an event of undressing her as if he wanted to enjoy her front and back, from head to toe.

Sliding her panties down her legs, his lips followed until he reached her garter. He snared it in his teeth and let it snap back into place. She gasped from the gentle sting, becoming more aroused by the second. Finally, he pulled her panties over her feet and dwelled there, kissing her arches and sucking her toes. The tickle of his tongue made her giggle and squirm and put her in a playful mood.

He pressed her panties to his nose and breathed deeply. “What’s your secret, Sinthea? I’ve never met another woman who smells or tastes as lovely as you.”

She eyed him down her nose. “There are others? Not only your wife?”

“There’s only you right now. No other woman compares.”

He ran his hands up her legs and eased them open to expose her pussy lips. She groaned as he slipped his tongue inside her, loving the gentle rasp and heat of his mouth. But she was still in a playful mood and feeling naughty. After all, she was a hotwife. Getting into mischief was part of the job description.

“I saw Grace at the mall today.”

He looked up. “You did?”

She pushed his head back between her legs. “I didn’t tell you to stop. I met her at the lingerie store. These are new, by the way, if you didn’t notice.”

His voice slurred as he tried to speak and pleasure her at the same time. “I never notice. I’m too interested in getting you out of your lingerie.”

“Shut up and let me tell the story. I saw her looking at some spicy nightdresses. You know, sheer numbers, lacey ones and a super sexy camisole. A woman only buys sexy lingerie if she’s planning to have sex. So, I ‘bumped’ into her. We talked, and she asked my opinion about what I liked best. Being a blonde, Grace is a white lace and satin girl, so I showed her a classic nightdress with lace trim at the breasts. She was grateful and put it in her basket. Naturally, I asked her if you two had a special occasion and if she was planning to get lucky tonight.”

She paused for a moment, as she was getting short of breath as he teased her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. It was getting hard to concentrate, but she wanted to tell him her story.

“What did she say?”

“Oh, Colson, the poor woman broke down and confessed. I had to take her for coffee so she could get it all off her chest. She told me everything! I mean everything! All the personal details about how your sex life had cooled and how you worked so much you were too tired for it when you got home.”

Sinthea giggled with glee. “So, I gave her a few tips about getting you in the mood, as a friend, of course, giving another friend advice about men. She lapped it up! Oh, Colson, it was so fun getting her excited about having sex with you when I would be the one enjoying your tongue between my legs and not her.”

He chuckled. “You are a wicked woman, Sinthea.”

“Oh, I know! It was even better when you messaged her with your alibi. You should have seen the look on her face. I consoled her and told her to try another night, as you would only feel pressured after a long day.”

She paused to catch her breath again. The story was clearly getting him excited too, as he had become more enthusiastic. Her clitoris burned for an orgasm, but her conscience was fully aflame. She pulled him away and made him look her in the eye, needing him to believe every word she was about to say.

“Colson, everything I told you after the bit about meeting Grace at the lingerie store was pure fiction.”

He squinted at her. “What are you talking about, Sinthea?”

Sinthea swallowed. She loved the way he made her feel when they had sex. She loved the attention and the fact he desired her more than his wife. They had the perfect relationship, but for all the wrong reasons.

“She loves you, Colson, and senses you slipping away. Women have an intuition for these things. She was shopping for lingerie because she wanted you back and was doing it the only way she knew how. We talked at length, and I decided she needed to know the truth.”

Colson’s jaw dropped. He blinked rapidly, trying to process what she had told him, but she had said enough for now. Their conversation wasn’t important anymore. He needed to talk to his wife.

Sinthea slid off the bed and into a robe. “Grace, you can come out now.”

Grace emerged from the wardrobe, where she had seen and heard everything through the slats in the louvre doors. Grace hadn’t believed her when she told her the truth about their affair. What woman would believe such news from anyone but her husband? So, Sinthea told her she would prove it, and now she had done it. She gave them the room and tiptoed to the lounge to fix herself a drink.

She adored Colson as much as his wife, but couldn’t continue to have a relationship with a cheater. There had been too many now… Ian, Javier and others. She wanted consensual partners with happy, honest agreements with their wives. She never wanted to come between a couple, even as a temptation for a man to stray. There had now been too many lessons in dishonesty for her to continue to turn a blind eye, even if the sex was as good as it was with men like Colson.

She would consider sharing her Mr Right when the time came, but only if he was honest about it and they agreed it would be good for them both.

She heard raised voices coming from her bedroom. At least Grace and Colson were having an honest discussion now, even if it hurt. But she shared their pain, as this was the last time she would enjoy having him in her bed.


7: Off-Limits

Travis and Claire’s House, The Present

Claire caught herself watching Sinthea from the corner of her eye. Sinthea was staying for the week, and Claire had become conscious of her habit. As she considered it, she had kept a close eye on Sinthea ever since her wedding day. Sinthea hadn’t shown any interest in Travis, but now he wore a wedding ring, the situation could change.

It had been interesting to see her closest friend become the woman she was now. In one sense, she was still the carefree, fun-loving girl she had met at university. It was rare to meet someone she clicked with right away, but they clicked like a light switch.

Their university years had been good times, hanging out and laughing at each other’s jokes, each day becoming closer friends than the last. Sinthea had even given her a dress for her first date with Travis. She had impeccable taste, which was why she trusted Sinthea to help her downsize for their imminent move to another city. Travis had a new job, and as a teacher, she could work anywhere. The move was a mixed blessing. She would miss Sinthea like she had lost a part of herself, but she also believed moving away would keep Travis safe.

Sinthea picked up a red vase textured like bark. Her face twisted with a look of disgust. “Ugh! This has to go.”

“It’s a Pearson family heirloom. Travis will want to keep it.”

Sinthea winked. “Then it has to go. It all goes to the dump in the end.”

Sinthea was referring to clearing her grandmother’s estate. It had taken them both many months to sort through a lifetime of possessions, choosing what to keep, what to sell and what to throw away. In the end, Sinthea had made a clean sweep, sold up everything she could, donated the rest to charity, and moved to her uptown apartment in the city.

Claire supposed her good fortune at a young age was the reason she was living ‘the lifestyle’ as she called it. It was her work, hobby, entertainment and sexual gratification rolled into one. Although she loved Sinthea and would never interfere, she didn’t understand why it appealed to Sinthea so much. Her rule of only sleeping with married men seemed to contradict her desire to meet her Mr Right.

“Let’s take a break.”

She needed to divert Sinthea away from Travis’s family heirloom. He would have a fit if Sinthea disposed of it. They manoeuvred through the minefield of packing boxes and paper to the kitchen. Claire put on a pot of tea, and Sinthea sat at the table to peel an orange. Whenever Sinthea came to stay, Claire made sure she had plenty of oranges. She couldn’t recall seeing Sinthea eat any other fruit variety.

She supposed it was like Travis’s emotional attachment to the red vase. The orange tree at Sinthea’s grandmother’s house was old and prolific. It produced so many oranges, they could eat them year-round. No doubt, the fruit reminded Sinthea of better times, before she had lost her only remaining family.

She listened to the kettle boil and watched Sinthea expertly peel the skin from the orange. She used her thumbnail to pierce the skin, then rotated it with her left hand to score a spiral from the stem to the navel. Then she removed it in one long coil. Even though she had seen Sinthea do this many times, it bothered her now. It seemed predatory, like a cat toying with a mouse, not the habit of a woman reminiscing about fond times.

She seemed to enjoy getting under the skin to expose the fruit, removing it in a calculated way, inch by inch, as she prepared to devour it. No doubt she enjoyed doing the same to the men she seduced, getting under their skin and making them fantasise about her obsessively. Some men seemed so besotted with her, did they stop caring about their wives and family? If that happened, Sinthea would consume their every waking thought until she devoured them in bed.

This was the reason she feared the same could happen to Travis. All men were vulnerable to a predatory woman, as her attention stroked their masculine egos. What man wouldn’t find the attention of a gorgeous, sexually liberated woman flattering? Only Sinthea didn’t want any man. She wanted the men whose cocks were off-limits to her to make the impossible seduction as many times as she could. Perhaps it was the thrill of the chase, stealing a man’s heart through his cock and taking him from another woman.

Sinthea finished peeling her orange. She placed it on her plate, returning the coil to its original shape, as if she had stolen the fruit’s heart and left it a hollow shell. Was the same true of the married men she sought for companionship and sex? Did she steal their hearts and leave their wives hollow shells?

Sinthea divided the segments and popped one into her mouth. “What’s on your mind, darling? And don’t tell me it’s the move. I know you far too well.”

Claire met Sinthea’s piercing gaze. She didn’t like it when Sinthea called her ‘darling.’ She didn’t say the word in a drawn-out, affected manner like some women. Sinthea said ‘darling’ as a one-syllable word, like a sweet, crisp musical note. She had picked up the habit from her former dance instructor and used the term of affection with most people she knew. But it made Claire feel like one of the crowd, not Sinthea’s closest friend. She couldn’t remember when Sinthea stopped calling her ‘doll’ like they were an old married couple, and she missed it.

“It’s you, Sinthea. Why are you here?”

Sinthea shrugged. “You wouldn’t take my money to help you move, so I’m helping you pack instead. And thank heavens! Otherwise, you’d have an apartment littered with abominations like that awful vase.”

The kettle boiled and clicked loudly as the steam switch activated. Claire turned to fill the pot and dropped two tea bags into the water. “No, I mean, what are you doing here, when I’m sure you would prefer to be back at your apartment living your flamboyant lifestyle?”

Sinthea feigned a look of shock. “Oh, you wound me, darling! We won’t see as much of each other once you move. And I want some time with you before you go.”

Claire bit her tongue. They hadn’t seen each other regularly since the wedding. It was like Sinthea was jealous she had found her Mr Right first, but Sinthea would never admit it. She didn’t understand Sinthea as well as she thought she did. How could Sinthea find her Mr Right if she only had relationships with married men?

She swirled the teapot and readied the cups. “I’ve never questioned your lifestyle. I’ve never criticised you for pursuing it. But I don’t understand the appeal.”

Sinthea devoured another segment of her orange. “Single men are too eager. They don’t reveal themselves to the woman they’re trying to impress. They only show you the aspects of themselves they think you’ll appreciate and find attractive.”

She gave Claire a look. Claire understood its meaning. She was referring to the fact Claire had dated no man but Travis.

Sinthea continued to eat her orange. “Once a man has a ring on his finger, you see his true self. I’m simply sampling the goods prior to purchase, discovering what other women believe it takes for a man to be Mr Right.”

Claire sniffed a laugh. “You also like the other ones, Sinthea. The liars… the cheats.”

Sinthea nodded. “I won’t deny it. They’re fun. And I enjoy helping them discover the consequences of lying and cheating.”

Claire set the tea on the kitchen table and poured. “So now you’re a hotwife and a good samaritan?”

“Not at all, darling. I do it because the sex is devilishly good.”

“And not to assuage your conscience for undermining other people’s marriages?”

Sinthea looked at her squarely as she separated another segment from her orange. “C’mon, darling. You know me better. I never set out to hurt anyone.”

Claire blew on her tea to cool it. “It’s your life, Sinthea, and I’ll never judge you for it. But if you ever lay a finger on Travis, it’s over between us. He’s off-limits. Understood?”

Sinthea’s eyes twinkled in the way they always did when she was about to crack a joke. “Are you saying you want me to let you keep the vase?”

Claire stared her down, letting her know she meant business. “I’m saying I want you to let me keep my husband.”

* * *

The night before

Travis waited until Claire’s breathing was slow and steady before slipping out of bed. He padded quietly to the bathroom, cleaned his teeth again and ran his hand across his jawline. There was a touch of stubble, but his skin didn’t feel like sandpaper yet. Satisfied he was good to go, he crept down the hallway to the spare room. There was a strip of light at the base of the door. Sinthea never turned in early, as she didn’t have to get up for work like other people. He knocked lightly but didn’t wait for her to respond before letting himself into the room.

She was reading one of her hotwife books, as if studying up on her trade. She looked up, surprised to see him. “Is everything okay, Travis?”

He approached the bed. “It will be soon.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Travis? What are you doing?”

He sat on the bed and pulled back the sheets. “Coming for the full hotwife experience.”

Sinthea held the sheets at her sides. “I always saw this potential in you, even if Claire didn’t. I prefer married men, but not all married men. That means I won’t have sex with you simply because you wear a wedding ring.”

Travis tried to snuggle in next to her, but she held the sheets tight. “Don’t be like that, Sinthea. I know you’ve been itching for a taste of what Claire gets to enjoy. She doesn’t need to know.”

“No, Travis. Now, return to your room before everyone regrets this ever happened.”

“You’ll scream? Claire has taken a sleeping pill. When she’s had one, the house could burn down around her, and she wouldn’t even stir.”

Sinthea shot him a searing look. “And I suppose she wouldn’t have a white knight to come to her rescue either?”

He pulled the sheets from her grasp. She was a cock tease. And she had teased him for years in her sexy outfits. Why should he miss out? Her black nightdress left little to the imagination. It was sheer, allowing him to see her mouthwatering curves beneath. She wasn’t wearing panties, but she was wearing her garter. Claire had told him Sinthea always wore a garter when she was ready for sex. She was clearly planning to hit on him sometime during the week, but he couldn’t wait for her to get around to it. His cock felt good as it hardened.

“You’ve wanted this all along. You’re playing the good girl to save yourself from getting a guilty conscience.”

She was wide-eyed now and wary of his advances. “No, Travis. I don’t want this, and I never did. Leave now. That’s your last warning.”

He snickered and grabbed her by the arms. “Go ahead. Scream. She won’t hear you. And even if she did, who would she blame? You, because you’re the one with the reputation. You’ve put seven years into it, seven years of seducing married men.”

The fire in Sinthea’s eyes excited him even more. She wouldn’t risk it. He had her right where he wanted her, and it would make the sex all the sweeter.

“When a woman says no, she means it, Travis.”

He wrestled her onto her back, holding her down by the arms as he positioned himself to force her legs apart. “Not women like you. You say ‘no’ to make men want you more. I see through your games. You put yourself on a pedestal, claim you’re unavailable to single men. Everyone wants what they can’t have, and you’re no different, having sex with other women’s husbands. You’ll open your legs for me, or I’ll tell Claire you tried to seduce me.”

She looked at him calmly, as if she had been in this position many times before. It wouldn’t surprise him to hear it happened to her every week with the way she teased men. He wished she would struggle and fight him off. It would make plundering her pussy feel even better.

He let one hand go. She didn’t move, as if still pinned to the mattress. He quickly freed his cock from his pants, then pulled down her nightdress to grab a handful of her breast. She didn’t react and only looked at him like she was waiting for him to get off. Determined to show her he meant business, he forced her legs open and positioned his cock at the entrance to her sex.

“If you push your cock into me even once, I’ll arrange a visit from my BBC friends. And I don’t mean the British Broadcasting Corporation. My boys get upset when a man mistreats their girl. They’re more than happy to give the man a lesson in manners. I’d love to know how you’ll explain that to Claire.”

He stared her down, cock poised to penetrate her, trying to work out if she would do it. His mind raced through the problem. She lived alone, which made her vulnerable to men who wouldn’t take no for an answer. It made sense she would have a few men on call if she needed any dirty work done.

She stared at him blankly, waiting for his response. Enjoying her pussy was a risk. He took her nipple and twisted it hard. She blinked but didn’t make a sound. He climbed off and grunted dismissively.

Sinthea pulled up the sheets. “Goodnight, Travis. Watch the door doesn’t slap you in the ass on your way out.”

“Cockteasing, rich bitch.”

He shook his head at her, walked out and fumed as he crept back down the hallway to the main bedroom. Claire didn’t even stir as he climbed into bed. Would Sinthea tell Claire about what had happened? He doubted it. When he asked Sinthea who Claire would believe, the look in her eyes told him everything. She was a slut. He lay awake for some time, nursing an aching, unsatisfied cock, while he listened to Claire snoring softly beside him.

* * *

The present

Sinthea plucked another orange from the bowl and scored it with her thumbnail to peel it, remembering how Travis had twisted her nipple. It had taken all her willpower to hide how much it had hurt, as she didn’t want to concede anything to him. He didn’t deserve it.

Regardless, he had been right. There was no way she could ever tell Claire what he had tried to do last night. Claire would never believe her. She would always blame her, and her warning about leaving him alone confirmed it.

After the incident, her sixth sense for cheaters had become dulled to him. Claire believed he was a faithful husband, so she ignored the instinct whenever she saw the telltale look in his eye. Her soul ached with the need to tell Claire the truth. If he had the potential to force himself on her while Claire slept in the next room, he would try again with another woman.

Claire looked over her teacup, waiting for Sinthea to respond to her demand.

“I would never take your husband from you. I wouldn’t do it to any woman, but most of all, not you, no matter what happens between us.”

Before Claire could respond, Travis arrived home from work. He hung up his coat and tossed his keys in the bowl on the foyer cabinet. Without saying a word, he crossed through the lounge and into the kitchen, eyeing them both carefully. His shoulders were stiff and knotted, but when Claire smiled at him, they relaxed. He kissed her on the top of the head.

“Sinthea,” he said, with a curt nod.

“Travis,” she replied, with a blank stare.

Claire looked at each of them in turn. “Is everything okay?”

Sinthea peeled her orange and glanced at Travis. “Darling, the red vase has to go.”

He looked at her for a long moment, then shrugged. “Fine. I never liked it anyway.”

Claire peered at him like he had lost his mind. He kissed her on the head again and left the kitchen without saying another word. Sinthea watched him head upstairs from the corner of her eye. Claire fixed her with an astonished gaze.

“Okay, that was tense. Is everything all right between you two?”

Sinthea met her gaze. Of all the people in the world, she could never lie to Claire. And even if she did, Claire would know. They knew each other so well, it was a wonder she couldn’t guess what had happened. Only Claire trusted her husband without question and would never consider it possible. She would only ever believe the alternative.

Claire wasn’t ready to let the subject go. “C’mon, Sinthea. If there’s a problem, you can tell me. We share everything, remember?”

“I’ll miss you. From the moment I met you, I knew you were my soulmate.”

The subtle shift in conversation steered it away from Travis. What was going through his head at the moment? Her threat about a visit from a few boys with big black cocks had been hollow, but he didn’t need to know. It had worked.

Travis understood her as a stereotype, a hotwife who craved men with the biggest cocks she could get. Society had instilled the idea men with big cocks were virile, strong and powerful. Travis found those men intimidating and a threat to his masculine ego. Regardless of their ethnicity, even if she had plenty of well-endowed and easily upset male admirers, she would never go through with such a threat. No good would come of it. Everyone would lose.

Claire peered at her without blinking. She rested her cup on the table. “After all these years, I finally understand your lifestyle at last.”

Sinthea separated a segment from her orange and ate it. “How so, darling?”

“You’re afraid of loss.”

“Everyone is afraid of loss.”

Claire shook her head. “You understand the pain of loss better than most people ever can or will. That’s why you only have relationships with married men, because you can’t have those men all to yourself. You can’t lose someone who doesn’t belong to you.”

Sinthea nodded, even though Claire was only partially right. She was afraid of loss, but she was most afraid of losing the only person who mattered to her in the world. And she was slowly losing her to a liar and a cheater.


8: BPH

Sinthea’s Penthouse Apartment, The Present

Byron Phillip Harris loosened his tie as Sinthea poured him a scotch on the rocks. She had a flash apartment, but he only had eyes for her tonight. After their quick fling a week ago, he was eager to enjoy her body to its fullest again. It was rare for a hotwife to chase him so eagerly and want to see him again so soon. The usual hotwives he banged liked to play hard to get, like they were princesses, not sluts. He supposed it made them feel like they were special, but he never chased any woman. He was a bull, and bulls ruled the bedroom.

Sinthea’s husband, the cuckold, was also at the bar, sipping a dirty martini. Byron could see why she had wanted to become a hotwife. He didn’t look like he was packing much in his pants. Real women wanted real men who could screw the living daylights out of them. They didn’t want some loser with a weenie and not enough stamina to last longer than five minutes.

Since adopting the lifestyle, Byron loved playing the role of the bull. He didn’t get to screw many hotwives in front of their husbands, but when the opportunity presented itself, he was always keen. It was as much of a surprise for the cuckolds to see what he was packing in his briefs as it was for the hotwives. Showing it off made him feel good. They didn’t deserve to enjoy their wife’s pussy if they didn’t have the right equipment and couldn’t perform.

The husband’s name was Max, which seemed ironic. Was Sinthea’s pet name for him ‘Min’? Byron snorted a laugh, unable to contain his mirth over his own joke.

“Do you have an amusing thought to share, Byron?” said Sinthea.

At their dinner last week, she had worn a sexy, off-the-shoulder red dress. She had the tits for that style of dress, not so big they needed the support of a bra, but big enough to present an exciting view of her cleavage. Tonight, she wore a slinky black dress with one shoulder exposed. It clung to her figure before splaying out at the skirt. With her hair up in a French plait and long black eyelashes framing her big blue eyes, she looked like a film star.

“I’m remembering the fun we had last week.”

He glanced at Max to let him know he had banged his wife once already. Max looked up in surprise but said nothing. Byron smiled. From his reaction, the loser didn’t know about it.

“And there’s more of that to come, darling.”

Sinthea sipped her wine and gave Max a little wink. The guy looked uncomfortable. Perhaps Sinthea didn’t cuckold him often. Maybe he was one of those guys who fantasised about sharing his wife, then discovered the reality was entirely different. Sinthea was a strong-willed woman, and despite looking breathtaking in her black dress, she clearly wore the pants. He leaned against the bar and looked around the apartment. The guy was rich and submissive, a perfect catch for a hotwife.

“Finish up your drinks, boys. The girl downstairs needs some attention. And she doesn’t like a man to keep her waiting. Max, be a darling and show Byron where he can freshen up.”

Byron downed his scotch in one mouthful. The warmth of the alcohol took the edge off nicely and put him in the mood to make this man regret sharing his wife with any other men ever again.

“I’m good,” he said.

Sinthea gave him a small smile. “Then let’s head to the bedroom.”

Max followed her like a puppy on a leash from the spacious lounge to the main bedroom. Byron shook his head in disbelief. Sinthea got her way in everything, including making a cuckold of him without a fight. What the hell was wrong with these guys? They were pathetic.

Byron followed, taking a moment to peruse the setting for this most important second session with Sinthea. The bedroom had a distinctly feminine look with its cream, beige and pastel pink decor. Even the flowers on each bedside table were colour-coordinated with the throw pillows and bedding. While it wasn’t to his taste, Sinthea obviously had a flair for interior design.

The only details out of place were two armchairs, side by side, facing the bed. They matched the decor with their cream leather upholstery, but each had a set of belts on the armrests to restrain the occupant at the wrists. Sinthea pointed to each chair, indicating they should both sit.

While this wasn’t what Byron had expected, it piqued his curiosity. He marched to his chair, sat and placed his hands on the armrests with bravado, as if indifferent to the restraints. Max was more timid and sat like a man carrying a burden of guilt. Sinthea calmly fastened the belts around Byron’s wrists. When she had finished, he tested them. They weren’t for show.

“You’re both naughty boys.” She buckled Max into his chair. “And naughty boys aren’t allowed to touch themselves while a lady gets undressed.”

Byron licked his lips, enjoying her game, even if he didn’t know where it was going. Sinthea turned her back on them, reached behind herself and unzipped her dress. Sliding it off her shoulder, the sleek black dress fell to the floor in a neat pile. His eyes raked her sleek figure, enjoying her taut curves. Now he could see her bare back, he was right about her not needing a bra with her perky, upright tits. And Byron saw she wasn’t wearing panties either, only a pretty black lace garter on her left thigh. She looked back over her shoulder and gave them both a wink like a 1940s pinup girl.

She slid onto the bed without showing a nipple or the tight treasure between her legs and tucked a throw pillow under her chin. Byron still had a good view of her ass. He adored her ass. It was like God woke up one day, decided to make the most perfect ass for spanking and sex, and gave it to Sinthea. It wasn’t too big or too small, and each cheek was firm and perfectly rounded, begging a man to redden it all over with his bare hand. The cleft parted naturally, exposing the inviting button of her forbidden entrance, like she was always ready to get it jammed full of cock.

And below it were the tiny, coin slot lips of her pussy. Byron couldn’t wait to pound it raw again. The other time he had enjoyed it was the quickie up against the toilet door in the women’s bathroom of the restaurant where he had taken her. He couldn’t wait to head back to her place after dinner, so he followed her into the bathroom and got on with it right away.

The sight of her body and her beautiful ass made his cock harden and strain in his pants. He glanced over at Max, who was also hard, but the tiny tent pitched in his pants was nothing compared to Byron’s circus big top. It was as he had expected. The loser might be rich, but he had a tiny dick and couldn’t please his trophy wife. It was no wonder she wanted sex with men as well-endowed as him.

Most women felt as tight as virgins with the size of his cock, except for his wife. But after pushing three kids out, it wasn’t nearly as tight as when she had been young. On the rare occasions they had sex, the train easily fit inside the tunnel. He was certain if they had sex outdoors, he would hear the wind whistling through it as she parted her legs.

As a man who had gorged himself on tight pussies all his life, that was what he wanted when he had sex, and her pussy didn’t do it for him anymore. And the tighter they were, the better. He had made his fair share of girls cry during sex as he pounded his cock into them. He liked it when they asked him to stop, but he never did. Knowing it hurt turned him on even more.

And since his married sex life had lost its appeal, it was fun to relive those good old days with hotwives instead of college girls. It was how he had come to enjoy the lifestyle. There were plenty of hotwives around, all eager for the biggest cock they could get, and he could deliver that in spades.

But Sinthea was special, a level up from those women. Her pussy was unbelievable. It was like pushing his cock through a tight knot, and even then, he had three inches to spare before hitting her cervix. The feeling of slamming his cock into it had given him one hell of a powerful orgasm. It was a wonder she hadn’t coughed up cum after the huge load he had ploughed into her womb.

Tonight, he had his eye on the tight button of her ass. If she wanted to cuck the loser beside him, he would give this man nightmares about sharing his wife. Hotwives enjoyed being bad girls. They wanted a man to spank them and use them like a slut. When she had finished indulging herself in her little game, her God-given ass was about to get one hell of a drilling.

She smiled. Her voice was a purr. “Tonight, only one of you will get to enjoy me. And that will be the man with the superior assets in his pants.” She sat up, baring her lovely breasts at last. “I can see you’re both hard, so let’s measure those cocks and find out which of you naughty boys has the one I need.” She opened her bedside drawer and fetched a measuring tape. It was pink and encrusted with diamantes. Bryon snorted a laugh.

Sinthea slid off the bed with feline grace, and Byron’s eyes went straight to her pussy. It was smooth and bare, fully exposed and gagging for his cock. She unzipped Max’s pants first and pulled his cock free. He looked worried, not pleased, as she placed the tape at the base.

“If I push it down a bit, we could call you a five. Don’t say I’m not generous with my measurements.”

He had a tremble in his voice. “Five? Truly?”

“Yes, if I also use Swedish rounding. Don’t pretend you don’t know you’re on the smaller side of average.”

She gave him a piteous look. Byron chuckled. Sinthea was giving Mr Tiny Dick a hell of a time, and they hadn’t even had sex yet. How often did she humiliate her husband like this? It was a wonder he wasn’t a nervous wreck.

He shot Max a grin as Sinthea eased herself onto his knee and unzipped his pants. He took a moment to enjoy the perfume of her arousal, which reminded him of citrus blossoms.

“Now… let’s see what we have in here!” Sinthea freed his cock from his briefs. “Oh my, you are a big boy! But of course, I already know it’s big because I’ve already had it inside me.”

She looked at Max as she extended her measuring tape further to press the end against the base of his cock. The loser looked terrified.

“A comfortable ten inches without being generous with my measurements or using Swedish rounding. And it’s so thick, I can’t get my fingers all the way around it. We have a considerable size difference, and one of you doesn’t have what a hotwife wants.” She put her arm over Byron’s shoulder and pressed her firm breasts under his chin. “For me, it’s a simple decision. The man with the best equipment will enjoy me. The other one gets to sit and watch, all pent up and frustrated, and getting nothing but blue balls.”

Byron couldn’t contain his chuckle as he shook his head at Max with disdain. He couldn’t believe how the guy was taking it as if he deserved it for having a small dick.

Sinthea looked at him with nothing but lust in her mesmerising blue eyes. “What a hotwife wants… is not your cock, Byron. It’s too big. But what’s more important is you don’t know what to do with it. You are a terrible lover, easily among the worst I’ve ever had.”

Byron blinked in disbelief. Surely she was joking. He laughed nervously, waiting for her to tell him she was pulling his leg, right before she pulled his cock.

“That’s why you need to see a real man in action, Byron, a man who knows how to make a woman cum again and again.”

“Hey, Sinthea… c’mon! This is all a big joke, right?”

She pressed her finger to his lips, silencing him. “If you say another word, I’m putting that monster in a chastity cage. And I don’t own one big enough for it, so it’ll hurt.”

She slid off his knee, unbuckled Max and led him over to the bed. “Look at his gorgeous cock, Byron. This beautiful bull is more than enough for any woman because he knows what to do with it.”

“Hang on, isn’t this guy your husband?”

Sinthea lay back on the pillows and opened her long legs for Max, adding to Byron’s amazement about how the situation had spiralled out of control.

“Oh, I don’t have one. I have many. So many, I’ve lost count of them all. But Max is a regular. Thank heavens, his adorable wife, Hope, enjoys sharing his talents. Show him why, darling.”

Max prostrated himself between Sinthea’s legs and dipped his tongue into her sweet, tight honey hole. Byron licked his lips, feeling uncomfortably envious of the guy with a cock half his size. And Max wasn’t worshipping her between the legs because she told him to do it. Byron could see how much he enjoyed her heavenly juices, and the aching moans coming from Sinthea also told him she was enjoying it.

“Oh, yes! Max… darling… you know exactly how to get me ready for your perfectly proportioned cock!”

Byron swallowed hard, still unable to believe his eyes, as Max expertly brought Sinthea to an orgasm. He watched the creamy juices weep from her pussy as she writhed in the sheets. Max licked her tenderly, savouring the honeyed offering of her sex until her pleasure subsided. They changed positions. Max got to his knees, and Sinthea climbed onto all fours before him.

She looked at Byron and winked as she cupped Max’s balls in her palm. “One good orgasm deserves another.”

Byron growled as she took his cock into her mouth, seeming to swallow it whole. She cratered her cheeks, and he could see how busy she was with her tongue. His cock twitched and throbbed, making him frustrated to be a spectator to the action.

“See, Byron. I can swallow his entire length without gagging. As I enjoy sucking a cock as much as the next hotwife, I don’t want a monster who leaves me with a sore throat and an aching jaw. Five inches is the perfect length!”

Max looked at him with a smug grin. “With Swedish rounding!”

She returned to his cock, taking him deep again and letting him thrust his hips. Each time his balls slapped against her chin, Byron saw the bulge in her throat. The lucky bastard was getting to enjoy the tight passage while she sucked him hard. Hell, the girl knew how to suck a cock like a pro. Her oral technique was so good, she didn’t need to use her hands. It would be mindblowing.

Whenever he rammed his cock into a girl’s throat, she always fought to get away. It was fun, especially if they cried, but this looked incredible. Clearly, it felt incredible too, as Max grunted hard and bucked his hips. Sinthea kept him deep in her throat, swallowing each time he ejaculated, seeming to drink a fountain of cum. Then she sighed, looked at Byron and licked her lips.

“Oh dear, Max has lost his load. And I’m not fully satisfied yet.”

Byron grinned, seeing through her game. After a blowjob from heaven, Max’s tiny dick would shrivel back to a noodle, leaving Sinthea high and dry. There was only one other cock in the room, and it was hot, hard and raring to go.

“Nice move. Build up his ego, so you can bring it crashing down again. Now he gets to watch a real man show you a good time.”

Sinthea looked at him as she lay on her back. “Whatever are you talking about? I always make Max cum before we have sex. He goes for ages the second time around.”

Byron clenched his fists as Max positioned himself above Sinthea. The bastard couldn’t still be hard after a powerful orgasm, but his cock remained stiff. He eased himself inside Sinthea, taking his time to open her up.

“Oh, Max, your cock is so good! So good! So much better than his one.”

Byron shook his head, becoming more frustrated by the minute. How could a small cock compete with a big one? Girls liked big cocks. It was a fact, wasn’t it?

She looked over at him, and he saw the look of wondrous pleasure in her eyes as Max slowly worked his cock in and out of her heavenly pussy. “I’ll let you in on a secret, darling. For most girls, an average cock is more than enough. A girl doesn’t want a freight train pummeling her cervix, so you need to learn to be gentle. Watch how it’s done.”

Byron was speechless. He sat and watched Max use his below-average cock to make her moan. He took his time and wasn’t rough, slowly building her pleasure. When he sensed she was close to an orgasm, he sped up, giving her more friction with each thrust. She raised her hips to meet him, driving him balls deep inside her. The sounds she made were sweeter than angelic music. He had never heard a woman make such a sound when she orgasmed, not even his wife.

They switched positions so Max could take her from behind. Again, he took his time, letting her adjust to the different angle of entry before he built up speed. Sinthea looked lovely with the flush on her cheeks and the faraway look in her eyes. She bit a pillow as she orgasmed again, using it as an anchor for her release.

Max pulled her upright, spooning her against his body and continued to thrust. He ran his hands over her hips and up her stomach to her breasts. She ran her hands wildly through her hair as he toyed with her nipples, sustaining her pleasure to bring her to a peak again.

Byron had to admit Max’s coordination was pretty impressive. Working her nipples with his fingers while he thrust into her with his cock looked difficult, but it sure did the trick. Sinthea’s whole body shuddered as he made her cum again. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her tight as she lost control in the throes of pleasure. Then, as if laying down a baby, he brought her to rest on the bed.

She sighed happily and reached for him to kiss him delicately on the lips. “Look, Byron. Max has been going for over thirty minutes, and he’s still up for more. At the restaurant, there was a clock on the bathroom wall. Your cock was doing nothing for me, so I watched it instead. And thank heavens it was over so soon, as you only lasted two and a half minutes.”

She looked at him, and he saw his shame reflected in her sapphire eyes. “Max, Byron has seen enough. Be a darling and show him out. Then bring that gorgeous five-inch cock back to bed so I can give it the long, slow session of pompoir it deserves.”

Max hopped off the bed and released Byron from the chair. He wanted to fire a parting shot to mollify his bruised ego, but it would only make him look like a sore loser. He gathered his jacket and tried not to look at Max’s erect cock as he showed him out.

Once he got outside, he didn’t feel so bad about what had happened. The way Max had pleasured Sinthea had looked fun, way more enjoyable than a quickie with a girl with a tight pussy. Perhaps it was time to rekindle his sex life with his wife. In terms of size and performance, at least they were still highly compatible.


9: Claire

Sinthea’s Penthouse Apartment, The Present, Sinthea aged 26

Sinthea sat facing the window, looking out over the cityscape as she idly scrolled through her contacts. She wanted company but couldn’t decide which of her hot husbands would suit her mood. They all expected her to want sex. Tonight, she simply wanted to talk about everything and nothing, to laugh, snuggle and share a few drinks before turning in for the night. One name popped up. It was who she was missing most: Claire.

She accepted the distance Claire’s marriage had put between them. Travis was possessive to the point of controlling, but he was her primary loyalty. She couldn’t expect Claire to be as close to her now as she had been before their marriage. She had hoped Claire would come back to her in time, when she found a way to balance the key relationships in her life.

As Sinthea considered it, they had drifted even further apart since the move. She had passed it off as having less contact in person, but Claire wasn’t chatty whenever she called. Sinthea pulled up her call history and saw she had been the one to make contact each time. Claire hadn’t called her once since a flurry of calls in the first few weeks after the move, when she had been eager to maintain contact. But one day, everything changed as abruptly as flicking a switch, making them drift further apart.

At the realisation she could lose Claire forever, she felt an emptiness in her heart so bitter and cold, nothing could ever fill it. The feeling would dull over time as she slowly accepted it, but the wound would never heal. Her finger lingered over the call button. She wanted to talk to Claire and find out if everything was okay between them. But she didn’t want to come across as needy, as it would only push Claire further away.

She felt the strength of her emotions as a physical ache and wanted to cry, but couldn’t find the trigger to give it a release. Tossing the phone aside, she got up and stumbled to the bar to mix herself a drink. There was always the solace of alcohol to dull the pain, if only for a brief time.

Before she could decide what to have, the doorbell sounded. The surprise helped her gather her wits. She kept a meticulous diary and hadn’t forgotten about any gentleman callers tonight. She gasped as she looked through the peephole. Even though the woman had her back turned to the door, Sinthea recognised her instantly. It was Claire.

Sinthea flung the door wide. Claire stormed into the apartment with panda eyes and black streaks down her cheeks from crying. She wasn’t crying now. The tears were old, dried up and caked on her face. There was fire in her dark brown eyes, the like of which Sinthea had never seen before. While they rarely had any misunderstandings between them, Claire always looked at her with warmth. She wanted to take Claire in her arms and hold her close, but the look in her eyes was terrifying.

“Claire? What’s happened? What’s wrong?”

Claire’s tone was icy. “It’s Travis…”

Sinthea swallowed hard. “What’s happened? Is he okay?”

Claire shook her head in mock disappointment. “He told me what happened before we moved… the week you stayed.”

Sinthea felt beyond words. She waited for Claire to continue.

Claire shot her a gaze that felt like a dagger through the heart. “He told me you tried to seduce him!”

* * *

One month earlier

Claire checked the kitchen clock for the third time in as many minutes. It was now past eight o’clock. Travis had messaged her to say he was running late, but there was only so long a stuffed chicken breast would last in a warm oven without drying out. It may have been a workday, but it was still their wedding anniversary.

Although they planned to celebrate properly on the weekend, Claire had gone to the effort to get home early and prepare dinner. Chicken cordon bleu was one of Travis’s favourite meals. Claire had given it a special twist with paprika and white wine sauce, which was now cold in the pot.

Sinthea had taught her the recipe on one of many nights she had turned up on her doorstep at the last minute for a home-cooked meal. At that time, Travis had been living with his parents. They had given Claire an open invitation to turn up for a meal whenever she wanted one, but she didn’t like to impose, as she felt a foolish pride in accepting a meal as if it made her unworthy.

In those years, when she had been living off a shoestring budget, Sinthea had never turned her away, not even if she had a gentleman caller, as she liked to refer to her lovers. The man was always politely ushered out the door before Sinthea rustled up some culinary delight. Then they ate, drank wine and talked deep into the night before Claire fell asleep on the couch.

She sighed and sipped her wine as she reminisced about those seemingly simpler times, trying not to have too much on an empty stomach. The girls’ only night with Sinthea all those years ago had helped to change her habits. But drinking alone had become a regular event since the move, as she sought to dull the ache in her heart.

She accepted Travis was working hard to make a good impression in his new job, but she felt lonely. There was a gaping hole in her life she couldn’t fill. The move had been good for them financially, as they were both pulling in good incomes. But the long hours at work weren’t doing wonders for their relationship.

She snapped out of her reverie as Travis unlocked the apartment door. He tossed his keys in the bowl on the sideboard and gave her an apologetic grin. It amazed her how he still looked fresh after working a twelve-hour day. He dropped his briefcase and jacket, and threw his arms wide as he approached her, taking a deep breath through his nose.

“Mm… cordon bleu! I’m so sorry, honey. If I’d known you were cooking, I would have tried to get away earlier.”

She fell into his arms and pressed her face against his broad chest. It felt like she hadn’t seen him for days. He kissed her on the top of the head and swayed as if they were once again dancing at their wedding reception.

“This is nice. But it won’t save the chicken. It’s as dry as an old sandal.”

“Forget about it. It’ll still taste great, and we can celebrate properly this weekend. I’ve booked somewhere nice.”

He let her go, poured himself a glass of wine and sat at the breakfast bar. They had also taken to eating their meals there instead of at the dinner table, as they always seemed to be in a hurry. She set about reheating the sauce to serve the meal. He watched her keenly.

“I’m sorry for being so late. Are you okay, honey?”

She forced a smile. “It’s not you. I’m a bit lonely. I miss Sinthea.”

Travis sat up, squaring his shoulders. “Honey, I need to tell you about an incident. I never wanted to come between you two, but you need to know the truth.”

Claire swallowed hard. Dread filled her stomach from the look on his face. She gripped her wineglass so tight, her knuckles turned white.

Travis grimaced. “That week, when she stayed to help us pack… she hit on me.” Claire opened her mouth to speak, but he paused her with a raised hand. “It was after you went to bed. I was sitting up for a quiet drink when she came downstairs in a sheer black nightdress that left nothing to the imagination. Christ, Claire, she might as well have come down naked! I told her to go back to bed, but she wouldn’t take no for an answer. I had to force her off me.”

“Christ!”

She didn’t want it to be true, but how could she think otherwise? Sinthea had the potential to make a move on Travis, but not only had she done it, she had lied about it happening.

“Nothing happened, honey. I never told you about it because I didn’t want to upset you. You don’t need to miss her. You’re better off without her.”

Claire pressed her palm to her mouth as a wave of profound grief hit her hard. She would cry at some point, but not yet. She had to come to terms with this news before the floodgate of tears overwhelmed her.

“The incident with the vase. At least I now know why there was tension between you.”

He nodded and gave her an apologetic smile. “She’s no hotwife, Claire. She’s a homewrecker. You’re best to keep your distance from her. You’ll make new friends. She’ll soon lose interest, and we can all move on with our lives.”

* * *

One month later

Claire drove slowly along the suburban streets. She was unfamiliar with this part of town, but Sinthea had told her about an old friend who had set up a hair salon out the back of her house. According to Sinthea, she was a good stylist, so Claire was trying her out. She also wanted to talk to another woman who knew Sinthea to understand why she had tried to seduce Travis.

It wasn’t easy to wean herself off Sinthea. Although she was less forthcoming about her personal life, she still craved contact with her closest friend. She supposed she needed closure before she broke it off forever, although how she could get it was a mystery. She hoped Sinthea would confess to what had happened, but during their conversations, she never said a word about it. If she confessed, it would show she had some honesty in her character. Then Claire could find a way to forgive her, even though it would never mend their friendship. Perhaps Sinthea didn’t have a guilty conscience because nothing had happened, but it didn’t change the fact she had tried.

Having no luck finding the house, she pulled over to the curb to retrieve her phone from her purse. She opened her map application, checked the directions and saw she had driven right past it. She sighed, flicked the indicator and checked both ways to make a U-turn.

As she looked across the street, she saw a red Nissan Leaf parked on the driveway of the house opposite. It was identical to the one Travis drove. From her viewpoint, the white picket fence obscured the number plate. She paused for a moment, then disregarded it, as electric cars were becoming more common on the roads.

She picked up her phone again. They both used location sharing in the maps application in case they needed to find one another in an emergency. Right now, Travis was exactly where she expected him to be, sitting at his desk in his office in the middle of the city. She shook her head. What was she thinking? Ever since Travis told her about the incident with Sinthea, she felt on edge. The feeling lingered at the back of her mind but was always present, a little voice telling her not to trust anyone.

“Geez, I’m getting paranoid. It’s only a car.”

Checking both ways again and seeing the road was clear, she pulled out. She caught a glimpse of the red Nissan in her peripheral vision. It was taunting her, daring her to stop and check the number plate, and when she did, it would make her feel foolish.

As she drove away, she couldn’t shake the feeling inside her. It grew in her mind with every passing second until it became all-consuming. She pulled over to the curb again, turned off the engine and took a deep breath.

“Okay. I’ll go back and check the number plate. Then I can learn my lesson, laugh it off and go get my haircut.”

She got out of the car, locked it and walked back down the street. The sight of the red Nissan made her stop dead in her tracks. The number plate read: BLOND1E. It was Travis’s car. He couldn’t get his university nickname spelled right, so had settled for the letter I transposed with the number one.

She checked her phone again. His location showed him as being at the office, so what was his car doing in a driveway in the suburbs? A dozen explanations raced through her mind all at once. Perhaps he had lent his car to a colleague. Maybe he was visiting a client at home and had forgotten his phone. He mentioned a staff carpool once. None of it made sense.

She walked up to the front door and reached out to press the doorbell, but hesitated at the last moment. How would she explain herself? It would look bad, like she didn’t trust him when he was out of her sight. Nobody liked a jealous partner checking on their affairs, but she couldn’t let it go. She crept around the side of the stairs to see if she could get a peek through the windows, but someone had closed the curtains.

“Who closes the curtains in the middle of the day?” she whispered.

A maddening curiosity possessed her. She had gone too far to back out. Creeping around to the back of the house, she tried the laundry door. It opened. She covered her mouth as if she needed to stop herself from making any noise and crept inside.

As she passed into the hallway, she heard the strangest sound. It was like a woman drowning, a desperate swallowing sound, seeking air but only finding water instead. She had an urge to cry out and see if the woman needed help, but immediately reconsidered. She was an intruder in a stranger’s house, and it came with consequences.

Easing the lounge door open a crack, she peeped through and understood why the woman was making a noise. She was a pretty young blonde, on her knees before an armchair with her blouse open. She had full round tits that jiggled seductively as she bobbed up and down.

A man held her head, pushing it down on his cock to force it deep into her throat. She struggled to breathe, but he didn’t let her escape for air. Claire couldn’t see the man from her angle, but she could hear him. He was enjoying using the blonde’s mouth in this way and chuckled between gravelly groans.

Claire felt petrified for so many reasons, but in her heart, she knew the truth. What lay before her was daunting, but by sneaking into the house, she had opened Pandora’s box. For better or worse, there was no way to undo the situation. She wasn’t one to use profanity, but this occasion warranted it. She burst into the room and unloaded.

Travis leapt to his feet, scuttling the blonde. He blinked several times, unable to believe his eyes. Fire welled in Claire’s stomach, and she told him what she thought of him with no polite expletives.

Travis tried to stuff his cock into his pants, but with an erection, he couldn’t do up his zip. “Claire, this isn’t what it looks like. You have to believe me! It was an accident.”

Claire’s stomach boiled with fury like she had never known before. “An accident? She tripped on the carpet and landed with your cock down her throat?!”

The blonde got to her feet. “Who is this bitch, and what is she doing in my house?”

Travis waved his hand angrily. “Shut up, Darlene!”

Claire felt beyond words and emotion, as if dislocated from her body. Darlene was Travis’s secretary. He always carefully avoided talking about her, as if the subject didn’t interest him. Now Claire knew why. There was nothing more to say now she had seen the truth for herself. How had she been so blind to the long hours, his lack of enthusiasm for sex and her loneliness? It was an impossible situation where nothing good would result. And in such situations, the best course of action was to walk out. So she did.

* * *

The present

The icy touch of dread coursed through Sinthea’s body. Claire had a wild look in her eyes, which she had never seen before. It scared her to the core.

“Yesterday, one month after he told me, I found him with his cock down his secretary’s throat. It turns out they were having an affair since we moved. I’m certain what he told me about you isn’t the only lie he told me.”

Sinthea drew a slow breath and looked at Claire. She wanted to tell her what had happened, but this wasn’t the time. It would only add to her pain, and Sinthea never wanted to do anything to Claire that would cause her distress.

Claire looked back at her, swaying as if she might faint and fall. “Why, Sinthea? Why would he cheat on me?”

Sinthea took a step forward, opened her arms and held her tight. Claire didn’t hug her back. Her arms hung limp at her sides. She took a shuddering breath and unleashed a torrent of tears.

“Shh,” Sinthea crooned, stroking her hair. She had a sudden, vivid memory of the many times she had cried on Claire’s shoulder after her grandmother’s death. Now it was her turn to offer unconditional support. “You’re safe with me now, precious doll. Cry it out of your system. I’ll take care of everything.”


10: Book Buddies

Ye Olde Bookstore, Sinthea aged 24

Between her social life and charity work, Sinthea’s book club was a highlight of her week. The club met at an old bookshop in the city. The owners had refurbished the interior and added a cafe and bar. Patrons could enjoy a coffee or a glass of wine while they poured over a book. As the book club read erotic books, it was also a great place to meet other hotwives and hopefully some new hot husbands to widen her circle of contacts.

She loved the smell of the bookshop the most, the alluring scent of ink and paper mixed with coffee and freshly baked bread. It had an old-world charm, as well as whetting the appetite. As she would also discuss the latest book with another member, it delighted her between the legs to relive all the spicy sex scenes.

It was a women’s reading group. Some were regulars, like Sinthea, but others came and went, and there were always a few new people each week, the kind who felt a book club was a safe way to explore their sexuality. As usual, the club coordinator encouraged everyone to buddy up with someone they didn’t know to help the group mingle. She whispered in Sinthea’s ear, asking if she would do her a favour and befriend the new wallflower hiding in the corner behind the pages of a magazine.

Sinthea nodded. “No problem, darling, always happy to help.”

She weaved through the tables and slid into the chair opposite the newcomer. The woman lowered her magazine when she saw she had company. As Sinthea scanned her face, she tensed up. The woman looked at her for a long moment, then smiled. Sinthea relaxed and returned the smile.

“Do I know you from somewhere?”

Sinthea shrugged. “I have one of those faces.” She extended her hand. “Sinthea.”

The woman took it and gave her a polite shake. “Yvonne.”

Sinthea sat back and studied Yvonne’s face. She had fiery red hair, obviously dyed to achieve a rich mix of red, orange and gold, and large green eyes. The contrast was attractive, but she had a harried expression, which undermined her beauty.

“Welcome, Yvonne. It’s always good to meet a new member.”

Yvonne looked around, as if she didn’t want anyone she knew to see her with a group of women discussing erotic books. It wasn’t uncommon with newcomers.

“How did you enjoy the book?” said Sinthea, to break the ice.

Yvonne gave her an awkward smile. “If I’m honest, I don’t read erotic books. I enjoy spy thrillers, the ones where the author’s name is larger than the title of the book. Switching to a different genre was… interesting.”

Sinthea nodded politely, even though there was more to Yvonne’s story than she had revealed yet. No one spontaneously joined a book club that only read erotic books without a reason, especially if she wasn’t already a fan. It could only mean she was curious about a situation in her own life.

The latest title was about a hotwife who couldn’t stop herself from cheating on her husband. It was a classic, where his fantasy about sharing her had turned into a nightmare.  Now, he struggled between his desire to mend the relationship because he still loved her and his contemplation of seeking revenge for all the lying and cheating. But the hotwife continued to cheat on him anyway, as all her bulls had elephant-sized cocks, which she needed for a sense of fullness during sex. Sinthea supposed she was a loose woman in more ways than one.

But regardless of the plot, Yvonne clearly wanted to learn more about infidelity. She fiddled with the pretty emerald wedding ring on her left hand as if it irritated her finger or she wanted to take it off.

“And I wanted to talk to other women about why people cheat on their partners. I’ve read dozens of these hotwife books now, and they’re always about a woman who cheats. I want to know about men—”

She paused as a waiter set their coffee cups on the table. Sinthea took a moment to compose herself. Yvonne had come to the point quickly. She was clearly eager to talk about it, seemingly to anyone. Sinthea changed her mind. Yvonne could discuss it with her therapist if she was desperate. She wanted to talk anonymously to a stranger, one who was also interested in the subject.

Yvonne leaned across the table and whispered as she finished her sentence. “Men who cheat.”

“I… know a fair bit about it.”

Yvonne’s emerald eyes lit up. “You do? From books?”

Sinthea nodded. “And personal experience.” She sipped her coffee. How much should she share?

Yvonne reached out and touched her hand. “Please… tell me.”

* * *

Three months earlier

Sinthea was always attuned to the way men looked at her, even when she was out jogging in a pair of sweatpants and a loose T-shirt. With one look, they revealed their sexual desires, which was why smart men wore sunglasses. Even then, Sinthea felt like she could read their minds as she jogged past each man on her circuit around the park. She didn’t care for the hopeful looks of single men. They were too eager or desperate. It was the looks of married men that interested her the most, the ones who took a second look, then a third.

Mark was one of those men. She saw him several times before she learned his name. He was walking his dog, or presumably his wife’s dog, as it was a small black poodle and not at all manly. After taking a lingering look as she jogged past, he glanced at his watch to note the time.

His assumption she got her exercise at the same time each day paid off, as he was at the park again the next day. He wanted her to see him, to see the look of desire in his eyes, so she obliged.

He stood on one side of the path while his poodle sniffed the grass. Sinthea slowed to a walk, as if needing to catch her breath. He smiled at her as she approached. She returned it and knelt down to pet the dog. It wagged its tail. Glancing at the lump in Mark’s pants, he was also enjoying her attention and thinking about a different petting.

“What an adorable dog.”

His smile said everything she needed to know. Her sixth sense for cheats was unnervingly accurate. For Mark, it was like he had a sign pinned to his chest. But he had a nice chest. It was broad and muscular, and he clearly looked after himself. She also liked his looks with his sandy-blonde hair, big brown eyes and chiselled features. Cheats were always fun, so she indulged him in a flirtatious game to see how far it would go.

They ‘bumped into each other’ after the initial encounter every day for a week. Soon they had swapped names, discussed the weather and established the dog belonged to his wife. Sinthea exchanged her sweatpants and loose T-shirt for Lycra running shorts and a tight crop top. After their idle conversation, she resumed her exercise, feeling the weight of his gaze as he admired the shape of her bottom and taut, toned figure.

The next day, she told him about her exercise regime as part of their ‘idle conversation.’ She jogged to stay fit and healthy, did pilates for pelvic strength and yoga for flexibility. He understood the point. She could read it in his eyes. He could imagine himself buried balls deep in her tight pussy, with her legs over his shoulders, allowing him to thrust deep. It was time to accelerate their relationship.

“It’s the perfect exercise regime for a hotwife, wouldn’t you agree?”

He didn’t even bat an eyelid at the mention of her being a hotwife. He only grinned. Soon, they were making out in the bushes while people walked past only a few metres away. Sinthea enjoyed an audience, but sex in public places was altogether different. It was naughtier.

Like all men, he couldn’t wait to get his tongue between her legs to taste the object of his desire. He was skilled with his tongue and told her he was in an open relationship, so she had no qualms about sending him back to his wife with her cum all over his face. And she kept him hooked with sensual blowjobs, bringing him right to the edge of an orgasm again and again without letting him cum. Keeping a man denied and frustrated always made him want her more. It acted like a drug, addicting him to the idea only she could give him the release he needed. And when he begged her to let him cum, she had him.

“If you want to cum, I’ll need more than a quick lick in the bushes. If you want to do a hotwife, you have to do her right.”

“Tomorrow afternoon.” He scribbled his address on a slip of paper. “At my place.”

Sinthea took it, wondering if she had been wrong about him. Mark planned to screw her in his own bed, the one he shared with his wife, and would let her perfume the sheets with her cum. This was a bold move, not the actions of a cheater. They always chose a hotel and checked in under a false name, hoping to leave no evidence of their transgressions. It gave her plenty to consider ahead of their tryst the following day.

Sinthea rarely had sex in the same bed a married man also shared with his wife. Mark couldn’t wait to get her between the sheets. He was desperate for the orgasm she had denied him, but she made him work for the privilege of getting to push his cock into her pussy.

She made him lick her thoroughly first to get one orgasm out of her system. She held him by the hair, keeping his tongue buried in her pussy until she squirted on his face and wet the sheets.

He was delirious with lust when she took him to her entrance, working him into her tight sex for the grand finale. He was eager to see if she was as fit and flexible as she had said, pounding his cock into her in various positions, eager to build his orgasm and fill her with cum.

She rode him on top, then took a break while he climbed on board to do the work. It was hot and furious, twisting and turning this way and that until the sheets were a tangled mess. Mark pounded her hard, his cock burning with the need to cum. He grew hotter and throbbed inside her, mounting her own orgasm as they reached their peak together. He grunted and swore as his balls tightened, hard against her pussy as he pushed himself deep.

At that moment, a woman opened the bedroom door. She stepped through, and Sinthea knew she was Mark’s wife from the look on her face. Her wide-eyed, gaping expression also confirmed Sinthea had been right about Mark all along. But even now, with his wife watching them hump furiously, he wouldn’t stop for any power in heaven or on earth until he had his orgasm, not even for his wife.

Sinthea craned her neck to address her over his shoulder. “Darling, turn around and close the door on your way out. I’ll let you have him back in about five minutes.”

Much to her surprise, she walked out without saying a word. She punctuated her silence by slamming the door. Even then, Mark kept going until he exploded inside her, filling her pussy with a huge load of hot cum.

Sinthea pushed him off as soon as he had finished and got dressed in a hurry. Pulling on her shoes, she left the room and tiptoed down the stairs. Mark’s wife sat in the lounge, white as a sheet with shock and rage. She looked straight through Sinthea, like she wasn’t there. It was the first time anyone had caught Sinthea in this situation, and it amazed her Mark’s wife didn’t show her the slightest interest. But she understood how the poor woman felt. She could have stamped her feet, had a tantrum and called Sinthea every name under the sun, but there was nothing to resolve between them. It was all between her and Mark.

“He’s all yours now, darling.”

Sinthea let herself out the front door. She never saw Mark at the park again. Cheaters got a wake-up call when their wives or husbands found out what they had been up to with other women or men. How many relationships survived the greatest betrayal of loyalty, and how many fell to pieces?

It was rare to find a couple who could genuinely share each other with other lovers without some sense of angst, betrayal or humiliation. She supposed it was the standard she had set for finding her Mr Right, a man who loved her so much, nothing could ever come between them.

* * *

Ye Olde Bookstore

“And so, darling, there are many reasons people cheat, but mostly because they desire what they can’t have, money, power… sex. Often, the latter is to compensate for a desire their partner can’t or won’t give them. But some people simply enjoy cheating. They convince themselves it’s a game. They become good at believing their own lies, telling themselves they’ve worked out how to break the rules and get away with it. It isn’t cheating if you don’t get caught, right? When they do, it becomes real as their white picket-fenced marriage comes tumbling down around them.”

Yvonne hung on to Sinthea’s every word. It was a surprise for them both when the club coordinator brought the session to a close for the week.

“Oh my, hasn’t the time rushed by?”

Yvonne sighed with disappointment. “Thank you for everything, Sinthea. You’ve been most enlightening. Will you be here next week?”

“Yes, darling. I’m the cornerstone of the club.”

They gathered their things and stood to leave. Yvonne glanced over Sinthea’s shoulder and raised her hand to wave to someone in the distance. “Oh, here’s my husband now. Right on time.”

Sinthea nodded. “Just as a husband should.”

Yvonne gave her a small grimace. “Oh, he wasn’t always this well behaved.”

Sinthea turned around and flashed Yvonne’s husband a smile. As he looked at her, he turned white. Yvonne made the introductions.

Sinthea extended her hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mark.”


11: The Full Hotwife Experience

Sinthea’s Penthouse Apartment, The Present

Travis kept looking over his shoulder like someone was watching him. He was visiting Sinthea to sign the divorce papers. Now he had done it, and Sinthea had locked them in her safe. She asked him if he wanted a drink and the chance to become reacquainted. He accepted, albeit suspiciously. She watched him swirl the glass in his hand, hesitant to take a sip of his scotch as if she had laced it with poison. Even though she wore little more than a pink satin robe, he had lost his brazen confidence, like it had dissolved along with his marriage.

“Where’s Claire now?”

Sinthea shrugged. “I’m not her keeper, so I don’t know. But let’s not talk about her. Let’s talk about us. The reason I refused you before was out of loyalty to Claire. She’s not part of the picture anymore, so we can all… move on.”

Their eyes met, and she held his gaze now she had his interest. She raised her ‘sex on the beach’ cocktail and sipped it from a pink straw matching her ultra-shiny lip gloss. His eyes followed her movements and came to rest on the straw as she gently sucked it with her luscious pout.

“Claire blames me for what happened between you. She said my lifestyle was a bad influence. Apparently, I gave you ideas and led you to believe it was okay to stray.”

He took a large swig of his scotch. The ice rattled in the glass as he rested it on the bar. “Is that so? And yet you’re conveniently taking care of her legal affairs.”

“I begged her to let me, Travis. She believes I was full of regret, trying to redeem myself for my part in your breakup…” She let her sentence dangle.

He peered at her, waiting for her to finish.

“But how else would I get a chance to see you again?”

His eyes widened as he considered her words.

“Yes, Travis, I am a bad girl. I have sex with so many married men. Claire is a lovely girl, but virtuous to a fault. I understand your frustration. She could never give you what you wanted because of her morally upright principles. And let’s face it, what man doesn’t want his wife to suck his cock like a pornstar?”

He gave her a crooked smile. “I expected you would be on her side, but I guess it makes sense she would want to divorce you as well.”

Sinthea sipped her drink again. “Which means we can pick up where we left off without having her in the way.” She leaned over the bar, so their lips were close enough to kiss. “A little birdy told me you like getting your cock sucked. Tell me, Travis, has your secretary ever given you a prostate blowjob?”

His voice sounded gravelly with lust. “I don’t believe so.”

Sinthea pulled a look of mock horror. “Oh, you poor man! A prostate blowjob is the most decadent way a girl can pleasure a man’s cock with her mouth. While she licks and sucks, she slips her finger into the man’s bottom to tickle his prostate.”

Travis pulled a face, but Sinthea didn’t let him escape her gaze.

“It amazes me how many men don’t know the potential of their sexuality. I’m sure you enjoy jamming your cock into a woman’s ass, but if she suggests putting her finger in yours, you baulk at the idea. If you want to live the lifestyle, you’ll have to adjust your thinking, darling. Hotwives and hot husbands explore their sexuality. They open their minds to new ideas to discover and experience new pleasures.”

He shrugged. “Fine, tell me more.”

“With the right stimulation, getting tickled inside can give a man a prostate orgasm. It also forces more cum into his balls. A girl can overfill a man, loading more cum into his balls than normal. After he enjoys his prostate orgasm, he’s ready for a second, even better one, where he cums harder, stronger and longer than ever before. I’ve made a man cum so hard, it hit the ceiling. But it tastes delicious, and hotwives need their protein, so it’s wasted on redecorating the room.”

A light flashed in his eyes. He sucked a breath through his teeth. “I get it, Sinthea. You want revenge. Am I right?”

Sinthea ran the point of her tongue around her lips. “Yes indeed, Travis. I want to have my wicked way with you. Claire has conjured up this fantasy I’m responsible for corrupting you, so I’m making it come true.”

He grinned. “Then what are we waiting for?”

Sinthea shrugged. “You know the way to my bedroom.”

Travis downed his scotch in one gulp and headed for the bedroom like his pants were on fire. Sinthea followed, feeling pleased with herself. Travis hesitated once he entered her bedroom. He knew where it was from many prior visits but had never been inside. Like most men, the sight of the naughty chairs with the wrist restraints gave him pause.

“What are those?”

“They’re the naughty chairs. Take a seat.”

He sat cautiously and toyed with the belts. “We don’t need these, right?”

“Oh, we do. You’re a naughty boy, Travis. I understand you like to grab women by the hair and force your cock down their throat. You once told me you wanted the full hotwife experience. If you want it now, I’ll drive the action.”

He eyed her for a long moment, not making a commitment either way.

She slipped off her satin robe. “I’ll make you a deal.”

He immediately looked her over, admiring her slender figure in nothing more than a matching pink satin bra and panty set. She also wore a garter on her left thigh, as she always did when she was ready for sex. It was also pink and had a shiny bow.

“I’ll remove one item of lingerie as a trade for each of your hands. If you want to work out which ones I’ll remove, the garter always stays on.”

With absolute defiance, he slapped each of his hands into position, as if daring her not to go through with it. “New experiences, right?”

“Now you’re getting it.”

She turned her back, unhooked her bra, slipped it from her body and tossed it over her shoulder. It landed on his face. He caught it before it fell and inhaled the scent of her perfume, mixed with the musk of her arousal. She turned to face him, hands cupped to her breasts to hide her nipples and sank to her knees between his legs. His cock strained in his pants as she treated him to the view of her bare breasts. She let him enjoy the sight as she buckled his right hand to the chair, fastening the belt tight. He didn’t resist or attempt to escape, as he was too excited to back out of the experience now.

She got to her feet and turned her back to him again, slipping her thumbs through the waistbands of her panties. In one sweeping motion, she slid them down her legs and stepped out of them. Then she stood straight, looked over her shoulder and raised them to her nose as she inhaled deeply.

“Mm… so sweet,” she said, tossing them away.

His eyes followed, his expression eager to share the pleasure of her scent. She sidled back to the chair and buckled the belts over his other wrist.

“You’ve wanted this since the first time we met. You would have cheated on Claire right away if you could. Admit it.”

He nodded. She sank to her knees between his legs and opened his fly. “How many others have there been? How many times did you cheat?”

“Never kept count.”

He watched eagerly as she pulled down his pants and briefs to free his cock.

“Before you two got married, I once tried to see if she would cheat on you. I didn’t know it at the time. I believed I was helping Claire to live a little. She was tipsy and got carried away with another man, but she backed out. She wouldn’t even cheat on you then, before you had even proposed.”

“Her loss.” He looked excited at how close her lips were to his cock.

She squirted some gel onto her hand. “No, it was my loss. I was jealous and didn’t want to lose her to you.”

He shrugged. “You? Jealous?”

“Not about the idea of losing her affections to a man, only you. She was always too good for you. That’s why she still appeals to you, even now, after your divorce. She gave you a mask of virtue, the perfect disguise for a cheat.”

She looked at him, winked and massaged his cock from the base to the tip. He grinned again, looking more like his old self, with the roguish charm and confidence that had won Claire over. It faded as quickly as his erection, but Sinthea had expected as much as she had used medical-grade numbing gel.

He looked around like a hunted animal. “What’s going on?”

Sinthea sighed as she pushed his cock and balls through a metal ring. “Exactly what I promised. I am a woman of my word and giving you the full hotwife experience.”

She eased his limp cock into a metal cage and connected it to the ring. With the turn of the key, she had him locked up. And as a woman of means, she had purchased the most secure chastity cage money could buy. It was tungsten steel with a laser-cut, magnetically coded key, considered impossible for the wearer to escape, cut off or pick the lock.

“I never said I would give you a prostate blowjob, Travis. And besides, you’re no longer married, and I only have sex with married men.” She patted his cheek. “But every hotwife needs a cuckold, so that’s how you’ll enjoy the full hotwife experience. Anton, darling, you can come in now.”

Her latest lover emerged in a cotton robe. He was devilishly handsome, dark-haired and clean-cut, the polar opposite of Travis. Her latest cuckold swore under his breath and tested his bonds. He looked at the chastity cage on his cock with fire in his eyes, like he blamed it for this turn of misfortune.

Sinthea sat Anton on the bed and knelt between his legs. She looked back at Travis as she opened Anton’s robe to reveal his erection. “It takes a lot of tickling to juice up a man’s balls. I’m sure you’ll want this to be over as soon as possible, especially before the gel wears off and your cock gets sore from the cage. So, here’s a pair I prepared earlier.”

Anton’s balls hung low and heavy now she had overloaded them with cum. She lifted them on her palm as if weighing them. “Heavens! I’ve outdone myself this time! How do they feel, darling?”

He stared Travis down. “Like two cannonballs ready to explode.”

As a hotwife, Sinthea loved the performance as much as she loved the sex, and she would put on a show Travis would never forget. It also had the bonus of giving Anton an orgasm he would never forget.

She sank to her knees and kissed the length of his cock. He was already hot and throbbing, but it wasn’t a surprise, as earlier, she had tickled his prostate for an hour while they kissed on the bed. She hadn’t stopped filling his balls until he told her they were so full they ached.

She tasted each in turn, sucking it into her mouth and swirling it around. They were as hard as bullets. Anton groaned, already desperate to cum, even though she hadn’t gone to work on his cock yet. The poor man would have to wait, as she wanted this performance to last as long as possible. It would be fifteen minutes before the numbing gel wore off, so she would have to control Anton’s orgasm, as he was ready to erupt.

She teased him mercilessly with her mouth, nibbling his length, kissing his crown and building his pleasure with soft kitten licks. She kept half an eye on Travis, who looked thoroughly miserable. But he wasn’t stupid, and it wouldn’t do him any good to make a scene. She had the key to his cage, and his only chance of her removing it was if he behaved.

She looked at Travis as she took Anton’s cock into her mouth, wanting him to imagine himself in Anton’s place. She cupped his balls, massaging them as her mouth savoured his cock. It tasted delicious after priming his balls for so long and was already leaking salty-sweet treats. Anton shuddered as she swirled her tongue around the head, taking it to the back of her throat. While he twitched with the need to drive his hips, he knew how to behave and let her remain in control.

She sucked him until his balls tightened, then gave him a break to allow his orgasm to subside. Travis sat with his fists balled, barely blinking, as she lay on the bed with her head over the edge to open her throat. Anton leaned over her and gently slid the full length of his cock into her mouth. She let him have control now, and he eased it in and out while she sucked hard until her cheeks cratered. When she sensed he was close again, she gave him the cue to stop.

While she didn’t enjoy putting a condom on him, it was necessary this time. Once the sheath was on, she guided him onto the bed to take the dominant position, straddling her shoulders to resume the decadent oral pleasure. He slid his cock into her mouth, and she rose to meet it, forcing the crown into the tight passage at the back of her throat to maximise his pleasure. While he enjoyed thrusting, she slid her middle finger into his ass, finding his prostate again to enhance his pleasure.

Then she sucked him mercilessly, cratering her cheeks and swirling her tongue around his length. Feeling his pleasure intensify was wonderful. She moaned with him, enjoying the swelling heat between her thighs. There was joy in giving pleasure as well as receiving it, and she loved making him cum.

Anton growled like he was in pain when he reached his peak, but it was the force of his orgasm ripping through his body. He went rigid, every muscle clenching as the cum thundered from his balls. While she couldn’t taste it, the pulsing heat filled her mouth as he pumped the condom full to breaking point.

She gave him a moment to recover, carefully removed it without spilling a drop and tied the end with a knot. Anton lay down, panting hard. He looked like he was seeing stars. Travis glared at her. She could tell his cock had enjoyed the performance and was now feeling the effects of the cage. It was astonishing how it could operate independently of a man’s brain. She held up the condom. There was easily twice the normal amount of cum in the slender balloon. She got off the bed and pushed it into his lapel pocket.

“A little keepsake to remind you of what you won’t be doing for some time. Those cages are extremely difficult to remove without a key. So you won’t get to bang your secretary anytime soon.”

He looked at her, gaping like a fish on dry land, as he fought to find the words to express himself. She asked Anton to escort him out before he did. There was still one more part of the performance Travis couldn’t witness.

She waited until Anton gave her the thumbs up, then marched to Claire’s room and tapped on the door. Claire opened it and emerged, looking around with worry lining her face. Sinthea didn’t like to see her this way, but the visit was necessary to confirm he had signed the divorce papers. The lawyers could have managed the process, but Sinthea wanted to make sure it went through as quickly as possible. What Claire didn’t know was what she had done afterwards.

“Did he sign them?”

Sinthea nodded. “Yes, doll. He’s gone for good.” She handed Claire the key.

Claire looked at it. “What’s this?”

“The key to the chastity cage I clamped to his cock.”

Claire looked at her wide-eyed, suddenly her old self, vital and vibrant again. “Sinthea! You didn’t!”

Sinthea nodded. “I did. He wanted the full hotwife experience, and I delivered. The key is now yours. Do what you want with it.”

Sinthea smiled as Claire took a sharp breath, marched to the bathroom and flushed the key down the toilet. She had expected nothing less.


12: Oranges

Sinthea’s Penthouse Apartment, The Present

Claire pressed her keycard to the panel and heard the subtle snick as Sinthea’s door unlocked. She pushed it open wearily, drained after the day, having started a new teaching job. Teenagers always gave the new teacher a hard time, but she won them over in the end.

Now she needed a glass of wine and a hot bath to melt the tension in her body. While it had been many months since the divorce, she still carried the angst of a failed relationship. She convinced herself she needed time to heal, but lately, it was more complicated. There was a blockage to her path to recovery, but she couldn’t identify it.

Pressing the door closed behind her, she saw Sinthea sitting in the lounge suite, facing the window. She had her back turned to Claire. Her shoulders rose and fell as she breathed heavily, her whimpering moans announcing an imminent orgasm. Now Claire had lived with Sinthea for a few months, finding her in this position was a common event. Tonight, she felt too tired to turn around and give Sinthea the room until they had finished.

“Honey! I’m home!” she said, walking to the bar to pour herself a glass of wine.

Sinthea spun about, and a man emerged from between her legs. He licked his lips eagerly, despite the interruption. It was Anton, a gentleman caller, as Sinthea liked to refer to her many lovers. He was fast becoming her preferred gentleman caller. If he didn’t have a ring on his finger, Claire suspected they had the potential to become a serious item together.

Sinthea stroked his cheek. “Perhaps we can continue this another time, darling. Hubby is home, and I don’t think he approves of me cheating on him so often.” She turned her head and gave Claire a wink. “I’ll get my poor bottom spanked bright red.”

Claire sipped her wine, trying not to look, as Sinthea kissed the man eagerly. She couldn’t understand why Sinthea enjoyed kissing a man so much after he had given her oral sex, but Sinthea always finished this way. Sometimes, she would even lick his face. She waited patiently as Sinthea led Anton to the door, making promises of resuming where they had left off another time. Sinthea sighed and joined her at the bar, pouring herself a glass of wine.

Claire studied the dreamy, faraway look on her friend’s face, wondering if she would ever feel that way again. “Every time I catch you with a man, he has his mouth between your legs. It’s like you put super glue on your pussy to keep them in place.”

Sinthea gave her a smug smile. “What can I say? I’ve never met a man who didn’t want to return for seconds, thirds, fourths, fifths… ah, I lose count.”

Claire sipped her wine. The idea of having a man spend some quality time between her legs with his tongue was appealing. And right now, it would be the tonic she needed to wash away the tension of the day. She eyeballed Sinthea. “What’s your secret?”

Sinthea shrugged. “I have a magical pussy. They can’t resist it.”

Claire cocked an eyebrow. “A magical pussy? Are you serious?”

Sinthea giggled. “I can’t explain it. Men can never get enough.”

Although Sinthea didn’t mean to hurt Claire, her words stung. It was yet another reminder of her failed marriage. Travis had given her oral sex from time to time, but never with the same enthusiasm as Sinthea’s lovers. It had been more of a chore for him, an exchange of services so she would suck his cock in return, but as she had found out, never the way he wanted it. The vision of him pushing Darlene’s head onto his cock to force it down her throat was still as fresh as the day she had seen it. She looked up and saw her pain reflected in Sinthea’s cobalt blue eyes.

“Oranges,” said Sinthea.

With one word, and despite being cryptic, Claire’s pain evaporated. “Oranges?”

Sinthea nodded. “A girl can influence the way she tastes with what she eats herself, so I wouldn’t recommend garlic or asparagus before oral sex. But oranges have a special quality. They have this wondrous synergy with a girl’s natural juices. Eat one before a man plugs his tongue into your pussy, and you can keep him there for hours.”

Claire knew when Sinthea was joking and when she wasn’t, but this was different. Her voice ached with desire. Claire felt it through her own body, coming to settle as a hot flush between her hips. Her gaze wandered to the bowl of oranges at the side of the bar, and she fantasised about the possibilities for pleasure from simply eating a piece of fruit.

Sinthea followed her gaze. “I can arrange it, you know. How’s the girl’s grooming? Lovely and smooth, sporting a runway or fully forested?”

Claire’s cheeks burned. “Christ, Sinthea! You know I haven’t been seeing anyone. It’s easy to overlook the grooming down there.”

“Then we need to address that issue immediately. A gentleman should floss before oral sex, not during it. And silky smooth feels better. That way, he worships you everywhere. What are your plans for tomorrow?”

“Sleeping,” said Claire. “It has been a long week, and I’m tired.”

“No, we’re going to the salon for a full makeover. My treat. And don’t bother giving me the ‘I’m not a charity case’ speech. I respect your desire to pay your own way, but I insist. Trust me, you’ll feel like you’ve slept for a week.”

She retrieved her phone and searched through her contacts. Finding the one she wanted, she rang it. “Max, darling. Can I steal you from the lovely Hope tomorrow night? I need you to come over and take care of my girl. Hope says it’s fine? Wonderful! Send her my love and see you at eight.” She hung up. “And when I say my girl, I’m talking about you, doll. Tomorrow night, you get to play the hotwife.”

* * *

Claire had to concede she felt like a million dollars after her pampering at the beauty salon. The beauticians had attended to everything from head to foot, right down to a perfect pedicure, polish and decals on her toenails. And Sinthea had encouraged her to eat six oranges throughout the day. She looked at herself in the mirror, finding it difficult to recognise the woman who looked back at her, a brunette goddess ready for sex.

She hadn’t felt sexy for many years, if truly ever at all. But the makeover was more than skin-deep. She felt it inside her, as if the pampering had urged her inner beauty to rise to the surface. It was a wonderful feeling, but also intimidating. Travis had been her first and only lover, and she hadn’t slept with anyone else since. The idea of having sex with Max only reminded her of this, and she didn’t want Travis to plague her mind. Sinthea had said this would help her to move on, but was she ready to have sex with another man?

There was a knock at her bedroom door, and Sinthea let herself in. Instinctively, Claire held her hands to her breasts, covering her nipples. Then she laughed at her modesty, as she had a perfectly waxed pussy and nowhere to hide it.

Sinthea looked her up and down and sighed. “Doll, you look stunning. I’m utterly beside myself with jealousy. When Max sees you looking like this, he’ll put his silver tongue to work right away.” She held up a white satin robe. “Time for gifts. Put this on.”

Claire accepted the robe. “Shouldn’t I get into bed?”

“Having a man undress you is one of the most exciting parts. After all, you never present a gift to someone without wrapping paper. It ruins the surprise.”

Claire slipped the robe on and tied the strap at the waist. It looked brilliantly white against her bronze skin and showed off her legs. She turned around to see how it looked from the back, admiring the way it showed off the curves of her hips and bottom.

Sinthea approached her, and their eyes met in the mirror. “Finally, I see the real you… the girl I met all those years ago… the girl I fell in love with.”

Claire blushed. “Sinthea, you’re embarrassing me.”

“There are two items missing,” said Sinthea, sinking to her knees.

Claire watched as Sinthea slid a white lace garter over her foot and up her left thigh. She fastened it in place with a ribbon, tying the loose ends into a bow. She recognised it immediately.

“Sinthea, that’s your grandmother’s bridal garter.”

“Yes, right where it belongs tonight. But it stays on. Never let a man take it off unless he’s the one.”

Claire nodded. “And what’s the other thing?”

Sinthea remained on her knees and urged Claire to turn around to face her. She pulled off her grandmother’s wedding ring, took Claire’s hand and eased it onto her finger. It fitted perfectly.

Sinthea got to her feet. “And now you’re a hotwife.”

She held Claire’s hand for a long moment as she stared into her eyes. Then she planted a soft kiss on the back of her hand, like she was giving Claire her blessing to have sex.

“Max, bring in the chair!” she called out.

Moments later, Max arrived, carrying a naughty chair from Sinthea’s bedroom. He placed it at the end of the bed. Sinthea proceeded to sit down and position her wrists in the restraints.

“Max, be a darling and buckle me in.”

Max obliged, securing her wrists tightly to the armrests.

Claire bit her lower lip. “Sinthea, what’s all this about?”

“Every hotwife needs a cuckold. Tonight, I’m happy to oblige. I like to watch too, and as you look utterly gorgeous, there’s no chance I won’t touch myself.”

Claire fanned her face as her cheeks burned. It was bad enough riding the emotional rollercoaster ahead of having sex again, but having Sinthea watch was overwhelming.

Sinthea smiled at her. “Doll, do you remember the night we went out and ended up at the strip club? Watching you make out with the groom was one of the hottest experiences of my life. This will be even better.” She twiddled her finger at Max like a queen issuing an order to a serf. “Edge her slowly, darling. Make her ache for her orgasm. Make me jealous it’s not me on the bed, enjoying the most intimate kiss.”

Claire’s head spun as Max approached her. She had met him many times before, but always before he disappeared into Sinthea’s bedroom. He was a man with unassuming looks, not unattractive, but not a man she would normally see as a romantic partner. He was so unlike Travis in appearance, with dark hair, a lean body and kind hazel eyes. She didn’t know what she sought in a romantic partner. She had never given herself a chance to find out.

He took her hand and led her to the bed, guiding her to the centre as if she were a princess. She lay still, unable to move and wondering what she should do, but Max led the way, touching her with reverence to make her feel safe. He sat at the side of the bed, undid the strap at her waist and slowly eased her robe open. The shiny fabric grazed her nipples as he pulled it away, sending sparks of pleasure through her body as they hardened to points. He looked at her for a long moment and smiled to put her at ease. Then he turned to Sinthea.

“Simply gorgeous,” he said.

Sinthea nodded. Then it was like he forgot Sinthea existed. His eyes were all for her as he pulled away the rest of her robe to expose her body. Her heart thumped in her chest from fear, nerves and excitement. It was finally the moment when she would share herself with another man.

Max climbed onto the bed, supporting himself on all fours. He leaned into her neck and planted soft kisses below her ear. She heard herself gasp as shivers ran down her spine, but it felt good, and she immediately wanted more. He obliged, kissing her neck and along her left shoulder to make his way down her arm. He was gentle, every kiss and caress delivered with a feather touch. It made her skin tingle with joy and helped her relax into the moment. Sensing her mood change, he returned to her neck, and this time made his way down her body, pausing at her breasts to lick and suck her nipples. The stimulation ignited a fire between her legs. The blood rushed to her pussy in pulsing waves, making her clitoris crave his attention.

He kissed her slowly, taking his time to build her pleasure without passing her navel. She heard herself moan with desire, wishing he would stop teasing her this way. It was sweet torture and utterly wonderful. He parted her legs as he nibbled and sucked her nipples, while he stroked her inner thighs and circled her smooth pubic mound. She shivered at his touch, enjoying how sensitive her pussy had become after a Brazilian wax.

He read her mood, sensing her need for release swelling and becoming urgent, and kissed her stomach as he made his way to her pussy. As he arrived, he paused, leaving her spread wide and hanging, her pussy desperate for him to pull the trigger of her orgasm. She opened her eyes and watched him. He smelled her like a perfumer, wafting her scent to his nose to appreciate its subtleties and sweetness.

“Heavenly!” he said, his voice ragged with a lusty appetite.

Despite his hunger for her sex, he continued to pleasure her slowly. He used the point of his tongue to trace the cleft between her pussy and thigh and circled the entrance to her sex. Her entire body ached with need.

“Oh, God! Hurry up!”

Then the warm, gentle rasp of his tongue swiped through her folds. She bucked as a spasm of pleasure shot through her body. He sighed with appreciation at the first taste of her sex, as if he were drinking fine wine. Then he locked lips in the most intimate kiss of all, licking and probing her inside, searching for her G-spot. She lost all sense of herself as he carefully worked her towards an orgasm. There was only the incredible pleasure of his mouth and tongue, driving her over the edge to a state of wild ecstasy.

She lost all control as she orgasmed, bucking, moaning and gasping as she gushed. Waves of hot, heady bliss surged through her body. He sucked hard to sustain her pleasure for as long as he could, seeming to enjoy it as much as her.

There was no light-headed aftermath as her pleasure subsided. She needed his mouth with a furious passion and grabbed him by the hair to pull him towards her. They kissed, locking tongues and tasting each other in a whirl of wild pleasure. She tasted herself on him and wanted to kiss him harder.

“My god! Oranges!” she gasped, needing to pause for air.

She wouldn’t have known if Sinthea hadn’t revealed her secret, but she could detect the flavour now. It added a subtle, floral sweetness to a woman’s buttery musk, a marriage made in heaven and irresistible even to herself after oral sex. She held Max to her body as she waited for her heart to slow to a normal beat.

Looking over his shoulder, she saw Sinthea watching and smiling. She believed she had seen Sinthea for who she truly was before, but she hadn’t seen her fully either. Sinthea had given her a priceless gift. It was more than an orgasm. She had given her the strength and desire to move on.

Her voice was hoarse from her explosive orgasm. “I see you too. The girl I met all those years ago… the girl I fell in love with.”


13: The Proposal

Eden Lodge, The Present

Anton was a wonderful lover, but Sinthea was as happy spending time with him doing next to nothing. It was strange to find a man who could share her company in silence without either of them needing to fill it. The only other person in her life she shared that gift with was Claire.

Their lovemaking had lost its desperate heat and settled into a deeper connection. Sinthea enjoyed having him inside her, with their bodies breathing as one. Often, she didn’t have a need for a physical orgasm. It was enough to feel him reach his peak, the powerful strain of his throbbing cock and the heat of his cum as he shuddered with his release. Knowing she had given him intense pleasure was reward enough. She thought of it as a cerebral orgasm, as she felt the pleasure in her mind and soul. It brought her to a state of pure bliss, knowing she had connected with him in more than body alone.

They often spent the night together without making love. He would cook her delicious meals to show off his culinary skills, while she sipped wine and lavished him with praise. Then they would sit together in each other’s arms and look at the city lights before going to bed to snuggle up in a blissful daze.

Right now, they were doing exactly the same, only the view from Eden Lodge was over a field of grapevines. As the seasons were changing, their leaves were showing the first touches of red and gold. Sinthea had her head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat, while he stroked her hair. She sighed contentedly. They didn’t get the chance to spend quality time together often, as his first duty was always to his wife.

Their marriage was one of convenience. She was a high-profile lawyer with her sights set on a career in politics. He served as her trophy husband. As such, she expected him to wine, dine and shmooze her clients, so he was often unavailable at night or over the weekend.

They had an agreement about seeing other people. It was fine as long as they never discussed it, and more importantly, as long as no one ever found out. As far as Anton’s wife knew, Sinthea didn’t exist. For him, their arrangement was a free pass in life to have a successful career, wealth and the chance to pursue his personal goals. They were like close friends with a pact to support each other for mutual benefit, but they had never been passionate lovers.

Anton eased himself from her embrace, strode to the fridge and returned with a bottle of champagne. Sinthea sat up, feeling a little dreamy, but she soon perked up when she saw a twinkle in his eye as he removed the foil and wire from the cork. With a theatrical twist, he let the cork pop from the bottle and fire across the suite, ricocheting off a wall. He filled two flutes and handed one to Sinthea.

“What are we celebrating?”

He raised his glass to hers, and they touched with a crisp chime. “Us.”

She sipped her champagne, and the bubbles flirted with her tongue. Then he took her flute, rested both on the coffee table and sank to one knee. Reaching into his pocket, he produced a small black box. He opened it and presented her with a ring. It was a classic diamond solitaire with a single stone set in yellow gold. The way it sparkled in the light was mesmerising. It would have cost a small fortune.

“I can’t stand the idea of sharing you with other men anymore. I want you to be mine. Marry me, Sinthea.”

While her heart fluttered and her head spun with happiness, she couldn’t marry him. He already had a wife.

“Are you saying you’ll leave her for me?”

He winced at her response. “I… can’t leave her. It’s complicated. Look, marriage is a piece of paper. Love binds two souls together. I’m asking if you’ll make a commitment to me. Be my mistress if you need a title for our relationship, but in my heart, you’ll be my wife. I’ll make sure you never want for anything ever again.”

She looked him in the eye. The subject of money had never come up between them, and Sinthea had never told him about her inheritance. Anton didn’t know she was independently wealthy and would never want for anything material in life.

“So you want to buy me?”

His face twisted with pain. “C’mon, Sinthea. Don’t be like that. I want us to be together, to share our love until we’re grey and old.” He offered her the ring again.

She had been unkind and reached out to stroke his cheek. What could she say? She didn’t know how this moment in her life would play out, but she never expected it to happen this way.

He put the ring on the table beside the champagne, then rested his hands on her thighs. “Do you need a little convincing?”

He had a mischievous smile at one corner of his lips.

She knew exactly where this was leading. “Don’t you dare!”

Anton dared anyway. She couldn’t resist as he parted her legs and grasped her bottom to pull her to the edge of the lounge suite. She had enjoyed many men’s tongues over the years, but Anton was different. More than enjoying giving her oral sex, he had studied how to pleasure her this way. Sometimes, it felt like he knew her pussy better than she did.

She groaned as his hot tongue parted her lips to tease her G-spot. “Until we’re grey and old? How do you know you’ll still love me when I’m—”

“A hot granny?”

She pulled his ear playfully. “You know what I mean.”

He took her breath away again and looked up at her with a twinkle in his eye. She could see them together for a long time, enjoying each other as they were doing now. But no one could promise anything was forever. She pushed the thoughts aside and gave in to the warm ache swelling between her legs.

As she lost herself in the whirl of pleasure, he slid the garter from her leg. She tried to find her words, but couldn’t with his tongue tickling her G-spot. She managed to call out his name, but couldn’t stop him as he slipped it from her shoe. He knew the rules, but had broken them to lay claim to her as if he had the legitimate authority to do so.

As if reinforcing the point, her orgasm claimed her body, making her shudder helplessly in his arms. He scooped her up and carried her to the bed, laying her on her back and opening his pants.

“You don’t play fair.”

He entered her. “No. It’s the only way to win the hand of Sinthea, the hotwife.”

He started slow, as she liked it, and laced his fingers through her hands. They looked at each other in silence, broken only by the gentle slap as their thighs met. In all her experience with men, he had every quality she wanted in her husband. Perhaps he was the one, and the fact he already wore a ring on his finger blinkered her to the truth.

And when they had sex, it wasn’t only for pleasure. It was truly making love, as she felt complete and perfectly happy when he was inside her. There was no race to reach an orgasm, only the joy of becoming one.

As she arched her back with the onset of the molten rush deep in her pelvis, he slipped her grandmother’s ring from her hand. And before the pulsing heat of his orgasm filled her womb, he replaced it with another.

They caught their breath and held each other close, listening to their hearts slow. She curled up in his arms, wishing the moment of blissful happiness would never end. He didn’t need to prove he wanted to be with her until they were grey and old. She could feel it in her soul. But even though she felt greater peace in herself than she ever had in her life, she couldn’t stop staring at the ring on her finger. It felt like she was staring at another woman’s hand.

They lay in bed for a while, somewhere between sleeping and waking. Anton stroked her hair, and she looked at the ring sparkle as she turned it in the light. Eventually, Anton pulled free.

“We’d better get dressed for dinner. The staff get their noses out of joint if you don’t make your reservation on time.”

He wandered to the bathroom to take the first shower. She pondered his words. He had meant nothing by it, but it was a concession he had stayed at the lodge before, perhaps with his wife or another mistress. She let the idea drift through her mind without making a judgement about it either way.

Anton emerged from the bathroom, drying his hair on a towel. She smiled at him as she sat up, enjoying the sight of his chiselled body. She would never tire of looking at him, even if he didn’t have a splendid physique. It was the life force occupying his body she loved, not his corporeal form.

“You go on without me. You know how long it takes a woman to dress.”

He sniffed a laugh through his nose. “I know how long it takes you to dress!”

Sinthea showered, dried her hair and reapplied her eyelashes and makeup. She chose a classic black evening dress from the wardrobe. It had a plunging neckline and long skirt with a slash up her left leg, giving her freedom to move if they went dancing.

She felt lightheaded as she made her way to the dining room, a hall with old-world wealth and charm. The decor was complete with a crystal chandelier, gold work in the wallpaper and luxurious velvet drapes. She watched his eyes as she made her way to their table, shining with the light of a man who had everything he ever wanted in the world. His eyes travelled from hers down her body, and he sat up as he saw her left leg through the slash in her skirt.

“You’re wearing your garter again.”

She didn’t reply as a waiter stepped up to pull her chair from the table to seat her. She thanked him and turned her attention back to Anton. He smiled at her, but there was a hint of worry in his eyes. The waiter poured them both a glass of champagne. Anton raised his glass in a toast.

“To us.”

She raised her glass to meet his with a delicate chime. “Yes, to us. But as the way we are now.” She placed his ring on the table, revealing her left hand, which now bore her grandmother’s ring again. “It’s a beautiful ring, Anton. Give it to your wife. For me to accept it, I would want to be the foremost woman in your life, and I know it will never happen. I’ll always come second.”

The blissful light in his eyes died. “Can’t you give it a chance, Sinthea?”

She shook her head. “She’ll always be there, like a cuckold watching from the shadows. I love you, Anton, but I can’t spend my life sharing you with your wife any more than you can’t share me with other men. Relationships take compromise, and in this lifetime, neither of us will ever find that balance. Maybe we will in the next one.”

He swallowed and set his glass on the table. “What will you do? Carry on this lifestyle as a hotwife?”

The anguish in his tone made her heart break, and she fought back tears. “Don’t make me mess up my makeup. It takes a long time to look this good for a man.”

He smiled, understanding she meant she wanted to look good for him.

“When I chose this lifestyle, I must have known I wasn’t ready to settle down with a man. But I wanted to enjoy intimate relationships without attachment, so it seemed like a safe middle ground. I’m close now and yearning to share my heart and my bed with the right man… but not yet. Life is a journey with twists and turns we never expect. When I hit the lowest point of my life, I needed a friend to be my anchor, and she appeared when I needed her most. Claire has loved and cared for me without question. Now, it’s my turn to do the same for her.”

He nodded, knowing the strength of their bond. “What does this mean for us?”

She raised her glass and winked, not to be cheeky but to hold back tears. “We enjoy our time with each other for as long as it lasts, with no rings or strings attached. Let’s enjoy this weekend without regret and return to our lives.”

He raised his glass, and they drank to the toast.

“Now, take me dancing before dinner.” She reached out and took his hand, their wedding rings touching like a parting kiss. “You’re the only man I know who can keep up.”

He grinned. “On the dance floor or in the bedroom?”

She let his question hang as they fell into each other’s arms for a slow, romantic waltz. Once again, she felt the perfect happiness of holding him close as they swayed to the music. But as she saw his ring on the table where she had returned it, the dance felt achingly bittersweet.


Epilogue: Mr or Mrs Right?

Sinthea’s Penthouse Apartment, The Present

Sinthea admired Claire’s orange peeling technique. She was a quick study and could already remove the skin in one strip. Although it was unnecessary to peel an orange this way, it was a good party trick. And returning the peel to its original shape always distracted a man long enough to eat the orange itself. Naturally, this made him spend more time between a girl’s legs to lavish her sweet pussy with his tongue.

“You know, doll, you should have been born with a cock.”

She carefully separated her orange into segments.

Claire eyed her over her busy fingers. “How would that help?”

“We’re so good together. In a perfect world, if you had a third trouser leg, then I would have found my Mr Right.”

Claire sniffled a giggle through her nose. “In a perfect world, you would be the one with a cock. You’re independently wealthy, eminently eligible and one hell of a catch. You’d be what I need… a sugar daddy.”

Sinthea also laughed under her breath. “What is this thing between us, doll? Are we star-crossed lovers doomed to endure endless lifetimes without ever finding one another?”

Claire rolled her eyes. “You’ve eaten way too many oranges for one lifetime. All that vitamin C has gone to your head.”

“No, all that vitamin C has all gone to the girl downstairs. That’s why men can’t resist going back for more.”

Claire stuffed her orange into her mouth. “We can only do our best with the life we have at present. And that is a conversation for another time. The boys will be here soon, and I want some quality time with a tongue in my pussy.”

Sinthea sighed. “It’s a long journey for a girl to find her Mr Right, but I truly believe we’ll both find him one day. Maybe we’ll even share them with each other.”

Claire blushed and smiled, but didn’t disagree. Sinthea imagined that time, somewhere in the years ahead. When she found him, she would remove her grandmother’s ring and replace it with the one he offered her. And he would get the privilege of removing her bridal garter every night they went to bed. It would also be wonderful to watch him do the same to Claire, while she sat in a naughty chair beside Claire’s husband.

“What do we do until then?”

Claire carefully pressed a tissue to the corners of her mouth so she didn’t spoil her lip gloss.

Before Sinthea could answer, the doorbell sounded. She rose to her feet with feline grace.

“Ah, some gentlemen callers!”

Claire followed her lead. “And which gentlemen callers have you invited over tonight?”

“The married kind.”

Claire planted her hands on her hips and glowered. With her false eyelashes, garter and satin robe, she looked utterly gorgeous.

“Sinthea, we talked about this. We agreed to see single men, the available kind.”

Sinthea shrugged. “There’s no hurry, doll. We’re young, horny and full of oranges. There’s no harm in enjoying a few more men who are the Mr Right for other women.”

Claire shook her head, but a small smile formed on her lips. “Sinthea, you are incorrigible!”

“I know,” she said, with a wink. “A hotwife must adhere to her standards.”
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