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GOTH PARADISE

 


It was
the different - strange, odd, unknown, kinky - that turned him on
these days. Things had gotten a little out of hand since that wonderful
little tryst with Nami: An Asian cutey that had set him free
from the bounds of things as
trivial as monogamy, morality and a reasonable grip on sanity. That
sexy nymphomaniac had made him feral, so to speak, and he
could no longer contain nor control his needs and, by extension,
himself.

All The
Unfaithful Husband desired was the new and the
beautiful,
the weird and the wonderful. Anything that made him feel that
little buzz of excitement was enough. It was like a drug running through his veins 24
hours a day and he could no more ignore the need to sate himself
than a hungry fat man could ignore a hot pie on the kitchen
counter.

Tonight The Wife would be at work
until late
once
again. That woman
seemed to be working harder and harder these
days in hope of scoring
a major promotion before she hit her 40th birthday, which was a few
weeks from today. He would have liked to have fondled her big breasts and put
himself inside of her raw to release his desires, but nothing could
be done. The Unfaithful Husband had married a career woman. That
meant sacrifices. One was his sex life, but that
suited him well these days. Now that he knew there were all kinds of
adventures to be
had out there in the city, the pursuit of those new experiences had
been taking up a lot more of his free time and his thoughts as well.

The
Unfaithful Husband picked up his third beer of the
night from the long
dirty bar top and took a long sip that coated his lips in a wet,
frothy sheen. His eyes
were locked on a woman across the room. Of course, on entering the
club, he’d noticed her immediately, as had many other men by the lustful
looks they threw her way. The Target had blond hair
and had A LOT of
piercings. The
three small ones spread out along her lower lip were silver hoops
and the bigger one through her nose was something that he’d rarely
seen on a woman since sometime back in the 90s when that kind of
piercing was popular.

Not quite
a vampire, the man thought to himself with a small smile as he
watched her sitting at the other end of the bar, but
perhaps a sexy version of one.

Around
him heavy metal music filled the dark venue. This was
one of the city’s
only Gothic night clubs. The music was really, really, loud and
the men and women were dressed up in the Gothic fashion that he’d
seen in pictures on the internet.

Still, none of them were like her. She made
the look work and it made everyone else look like they were trying
too hard.

His eager specimen of vampiric beauty caught him looking and
flashed him a fanged smile. The Unfaithful Husband felt
that small
special tickle in
his balls that told him that he could no longer sit idly by when what his
body desired was sitting several meters away and ready for the
taking.

Putting
his expensive Italian leather shoes - polished to a violent sheen
by the cobbler at his office this very morning - he fluffed his
plaid slacks and adjusted his white shirt so that the collar was a
little more open. The goths had gotten bored of staring at him and
he didn’t draw much attention as he strolled over to the
empty pool table.

Picking up a stick, he inspected it. The
Target was sitting looking at him and he could see her lick her
lips hungrily in the polished brass of the metal strip that ran
across the stick rack.

The
Unfaithful Husband sorted around in his left pocket and took out
the coin that he had brought with him. He
glanced once at her sitting at the bar and put
the coin down - a
sign he was looking for a challenger - on the edge of the pool table.

He
watched as she flicked a finger off the glass edge of the tumbler
of dark black liquid she’d been drinking and stood up. The woman
sauntered over on her 8, no, maybe 9 inch heels. The corners of his lips twitched up on recognizing
that he’d noticed her shoes. Before he’d barely thought about what
a woman wore and what it said about her sexually. Now every little
detail was noted, processed and assessed. This one liked it to
hurt. A 9 inch set of heels would make her feet ache after only a
short time walking on them. He had read all about this when he was
looking for foot photos to jerk off over when there was nothing to
do at the office. It had become a part of his understanding of
women that they all had different
tastes
in hair, style, shoes and more
and this woman in her undersized black dress and high heels were
giving him a wealth of information to work with.

"You look like you want a
challenge," she said as she leaned against the table with her index
finger running little circles around the coin.

Her smile made his cock jerk in his trousers.
Those fangs were sexy and he could imagine her biting his neck
firmly enough to draw blood. There was no doubt that this woman was
playing into his vampire fetish right now and the blood slowly
swelling his cock into a firmness that would have been embarrassing
if it weren’t so dark was a sign of this.

"I'm always up for a
challenge," The Unfaithful Husband stated confidently.

The young
woman walked over to the stack of cues. She selected one after a
period of contemplation and picked up a piece of bluish chalk that
had been discarded on the edge of the table by its previous users.
Placing it to the head of the pool stick, she
rubbed the chalk
around in long sensual circles before putting it down and running a
finger over the cue’s tip to hold up and check the result of her
efforts.

"Good,” she said in reply to his statement,
“because I don't
go down easy."

His grin
widened. This woman was exactly what he was looking for.
She had just the right
attitude he was looking for: Unforgiving, challenging,
horny.

They began their game together
in earnest. He
noticed two things almost immediately about her as they played:
first, she was really good with a stick and balls and, second, she
was positioning her shots so she often needed to lean well over
the table.
This resulted in him, and half
the men in the bar, who were now watching on in agonizing envy as a
yuppy looking older man stole the hottest woman in the room,
getting an exciting flash of the black g-string
she was wearing under
the high hem of the tight black dress she was wearing that barely
hid anything as it was.

The pace
of the game grew very heated. This was exciting. Until
recently The Unfaithful
Husband had only had The Wife in his
life. Fairly
shortly after university and just before they were married,
she had stopped trying to wind him up like this. It was
refreshing,
like a
summer breeze on a warm day, to have a young woman attempt - quite
successfully in this case - to turn him on.

After
only 10 minutes the young woman had won.
This came as a bit of a
surprise given the fact that she intentionally been giving him so many
shots - most likely
trying not to embarrass him too much - and he ran his hand through
his graying blond hair with a grin on his face as she came around
the table to look down into his eyes.

"How'd you get so good at this?"
he asked her as she leaned
against the table and took a sip of his beer.

"I like to play with men a lot. It’s something I
enjoy."

"I bet you do," he said with the grin he had felt spread over his
lips earlier on not leaving them for a second.

The young goth raised an eyebrow on noting
his tone and the look in his eyes. She took her time looking him
over and he did not hesitate to do the same with her. Perhaps this
sexy woman thought he was just some regular older man that intended
to buy her drinks until she left the club with her boyfriend or
whoever she planned to fuck tonight. His words and the tone in
which they had been expressed, he could see, had sparked an
understanding in her of exactly who she’d been playing with. The
young woman shifted her sexy ass a little against the table in with
what was most certainly was excitement in her eyes.

"How about I show you my other ball
skills?" she suggested
with a finger running down his chest.

The
Unfaithful Husband looked down to the finger that had paused
mid-chest and was drawing circles there.
If he was being honest, his
cock was so hard right now that he could bypass
the
festivities and
cum in his pants if he willed it. However, with her offering the
full affair so easily, he couldn’t pass up a chance to take this as
far as it was going to go tonight.

“I know a place where you can show me,”
he said.

Taking her by the arm and making his way
through the crowd to the bar, he ordered two shots of sugary white
rum from the bartender and downed both himself as the woman asked
the another staff member for her bag.

They walked through the crowd and The
Unfaithful Husband enjoyed the rude looks of envy from the men in
the club. They stared at him hatefully as he reached the front
entrance and walked out into the cold air of the side street where
the bar’s nondescript front door was located. He sensed that saying
anything to the sexy blond at this point would break the mood and
so he said nothing. They passed a group of young drunk students on
their way into the main street. Two of the men in the group nudged
each other and laughed and one of the women looked them over with a
shocked expression on her face.

The Unfaithful Husband could understand this
response quite well. He was a middle height, average looking, older
man with a little gray in his blond hair and slightly above average
features. Everything about him spoke of a safe, happy married man.
He was no different from the office workers they passed on the way
to their destination. Nothing special. Certainly not special enough
in other people’s minds for what he had on his arm.

The goth was taller than him even without
heels. She was skinny, but had a big ass and moderate sized tits.
It wasn’t that, however, that surprised people. No, it was that a
woman like her would be into a man like him enough to go somewhere
alone and most likely for sex.

None of the people that stared at them as
they walked quietly by understood. Even The Unfaithful Husband
didn’t fully understand himself. The reason she was with him right
now was, in his opinion, because he was the unexpected. One look in
his eyes had no doubt told her that he was a freak; that he wasn’t
all there; that - regardless of his looks - he was going to fuck
her in ways that might scare the average woman. It was all rather
simple if one really thought about it. She was beautiful and the
men who had the balls to make a pass were boring. They might not
all be that way, but he was something different: The Unfaithful
Husband was definitely not boring and he wasn’t the kind of guy
that she’d usually try her luck with.

The Unfaithful Husband was the strange, odd,
unknown, kinky, and wonderful that she too sought.

They were definitely not going to be bored
tonight.

The hotel he’d selected was painted black. It
had neon lights around the entrance and there was a sign that said
No drugs, No whores, No drunks in the big glass window next to the
door.

He opened the door and let her inside.

“ID,” the receptionist said from behind
the neon light lined desk next to the stairway leading up to the
rooms.

The Unfaithful Husband gave the old woman his
driver’s license. She frowned at it and gave it back.

“You too,” the old woman said to the
goth.

The young woman sorted around in her handbag
and handed it over. When the old lady handed it back with a
disgusted look on her face, The Unfaithful Husband got a good look
at the details. Her name was Sally. She lived near here. She was 22
and her official hair color was brown and not blond.

“How long?”

“2 hours,” he said.

“$50.”

The big board with prices marked on it above
the old woman on the wall said $20 an hour in bold white
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