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It’s all over. My marriage is crashing down around my ears. My husband is angry and hurt beyond words. He looks at me as though I’ve stabbed him. 

Maybe I should have. It would have been less painful than this betrayal. He still grips my phone tight in his hand, the incriminating text message displayed bright on screen. Did you really fuck Jed the other night? God, if I could stop my co-worker sending that message… or if I could stop Harry from seeing that message… or if I could go back in time and not wind up in Jed’s hotel room after the conference…

For the past two hours we’ve been locked in this dance. I denied and backpedalled and lied for as long as I could. I blamed my co-worker, said it was a joke, tried to pass it off. But my husband knows me. He knows me better than I know myself. He’s sensed something different about me ever since I came back from the work trip. He didn’t know what was wrong, but he knew something was. Now that something is out in the open and our lives have been thrown into a blender. Our marriage is ending. Our home is shattering. Our love is breaking. 

All because I cheated on him. 

‘I messed up, okay?’ I say, tears pouring down my cheeks. 

‘Messed up?’ My husband’s voice is incredulous. ‘Messed up? Lisa, didn’t mess up! You fucked someone else!’

‘It was a one-time thing!’ I sound desperate and pleading and I hate it. My voice is a high-pitched whine, like a dog begging for forgiveness. ‘It didn’t mean anything!’

‘So that makes it okay?’ Harry’s face is the picture of fury. Teeth bared. Temple throbbing. Eyes wild. He paces the bedroom, shoulders hunched, hands opening and closing into fists. I have never seen him like this before. Not when he got downsized. Not even when his mom died. ‘It’s totally fine, my wife fucked another man, but it’s okay, she only did it once!’

‘I’m sorry!’ I say again. My eyes are sore from crying and my throat aches with sobbing. ‘I didn’t mean for this to happen!’

‘What didn’t you mean to happen?’ he says, stopping his caged-animal pacing and turning toward me with hate in his eyes. ‘You didn’t mean to fuck him, or

you didn’t mean to get caught?’

I sit on the bed and look down through my legs at the floor. My chest heaves. 

Another sob rips out of my raw throat. I say, ‘Both.’

‘How could you do this to me?’ Harry says for the third or fourth time. His hands ball into fists at his side. He is the picture of impotent rage – bottled up, unable to release. He looks like he wants to punch me. Part of me wants him to take a swing at my head. It would be easier to deal with his physical anger than it is to look him in the eye right now. 

‘I don’t know!’ I say. It’s not a good answer, but it’s the truth. I don’t know how I let this happen. I don’t know I did this to him. To us. I have never – not even once – had a moment of doubt about our marriage. Even when we were dating, I knew he was special. My heart knew he was The One before my brain realized it. He’s never hurt me, never let me down, never even made me cry – except for the day he proposed. Harry is the sweetest, kindest, nicest, more caring, generous, passionate, loving man I have ever known and I did this to him. 

I am a monster. That knowledge makes this moment even worse. I wanna crawl in a hole and die right now. It would be bad enough if Harry didn’t find out. But now he knows and I can’t hide it anymore and I can feel our marriage shattering into a million pieces, cascading all around us like falling rain. This is the end of the line for us. I am a wife who betrayed her husband in the cruelest, most vicious and cowardly way possible. 

And for what? What did I get out of this? I risked my marriage, my home, my life for a one-night stand with a guy I barely know! It doesn’t even make sense! 

Was it even worth it? 

‘You don’t know,’ he says, glaring at me with eyes that pierce my flesh. 

‘No.’ I shake my head, feeling yet more tears roll down my cheeks. ‘I don’t know why I did it… it just happened.’

Harry’s nostrils flare. He grits his teeth and spits out the words, ‘Falling down the stairs just happens. Sex does not. You don’t just have sex with someone. You don’t just end up naked, in bed with someone else, Lisa.’

I look down into my hands. Usually my nails look immaculate, but right now

they’re chewed to shreds. The dull golden band of the wedding ring sits in its rightful place on my left hand, just as it always does – just as it was that night, when I betrayed my husband and threw my marriage into the trash. 

 Oh, God, what if he asks me to take it off? What if he wants it back? 

‘I don’t know why it happened,’ I say. ‘I’m sorry. I’m so sorry; I wish I hadn’t done it…’

My voice trails off as another bout of pathetic sobs overtake me. I cup my face in my hands and sob until I heave. Harry stands nearby, watching me the whole time. I can feel the heat of his gaze from across the room. I can feel the strength of his hatred. 

‘Do you love him?’ he says. He voice wavers as he says the words. 

‘No!’ I say, looking into his face. Tears blur my vision. I blink them away. ‘No, it was a stupid thing. I don’t love him. I don’t even like him.’

‘But you like him enough to fuck him.’ His anger skewers me like a sword through the gut. He still doesn’t take a swing or grab me or attack me. Even though I deserve it. Even though he knows I deserve it. 

I squeeze my eyes shut, but the image of his face still swims through my mind, glaring at me in hateful accusation. In the ten years we’ve been together – three of those as man and wife – I have never seen him look at me like this. With such anger. Such hatred. Disappointment. Heartbreak. 

‘Is this the first time you’ve fucked him?’ Harry’s watery eyes finally overflow and fresh tears spill down his pale and angry face. He lets them fall, not bothering to his cheeks. 

‘Yes!’ I reel back as though slapped. How could he think that about me? How could he accuse me of something so awful? 

But, again, I know the truth. I brought this on myself. How can I expect him to ever trust me again? I’ve betrayed him in the most awful way a wife can betray a husband. 

He grabs my chin and forces me to look him in the face. His anger is terrible to

behold and his pain drives a knife through my heart, but I force myself not to look away. 

‘How many others?’ he says. ‘How many other men have you fucked behind my back?’

‘None!’ My voice breaks. First sobs tear out of my aching throat. ‘I’ve never done this before! Please, you gotta believe me!’ I lapse into wordless sorrow. 

Harry lets go of my chin and stands back, arms folded over his chest. For a long moment, the only sounds are my pitiful sobs and his angry breathing. 

‘Tell me the truth,’ he says. ‘If I hadn’t seen that message on your phone, would you have told me?’

I swallow my sobs and force myself to breathe. My chest heaves with the effort of getting my emotions back under control. I relive the past hour. My phone buzzing while I was in the bathroom. Harry innocently glancing at the screen. 

Seeing the message from my co-worker. Did you really fuck Jed the other night? 

The look on his face when I walked back into the room. The feeling in my stomach, like the ground just opened up beneath me. The sensation that all the air got sucked out of the room. 

‘No,’ I say. ‘I was never going to say anything.’

He nods and says, ‘Finally, a little honesty.’ I open my mouth to protest, to tell him that I have been honest, I have been telling the truth, but it’s pointless. Why would he believe anything I say ever again? ‘Is that why you’ve been so affectionate towards me lately? Because you felt guilty?’

I nod. I want to cry more, but there are no more tears left in me. 

‘Not because you found me attractive, or missed me,’ he says. ‘You had sex with me out of guilt.’

‘I do find you attractive,’ I say, my voice scarcely above a whisper. My throat is dry and raw. 

He snorts and says, ‘Not attractive enough to keep you faithful.’

I close my eyes and press my lips together in a thin white line to stop another sob escaping. His words skewer me like a hot poker through meat. I deserve his rage and his contempt and his anger. I know I do. But that doesn’t make it any easier to take. 

Again I ask myself why I did it. Why I threw away ten years of our lives together for a one-night stand. Was it because I was drunk? Was it because I was lonely? Was it because – and this is the worst thought of them all – I had the opportunity and took it? I’ve done anything like this before. I’m not a flirt. Not even with all the cute guys at the office. I see the looks they give me, the little appreciative glances in my direction when I wear a new skirt or have my hair in a neat bun. I know a few of them find me attractive, but I would never act on it. 

For the last ten years, Harry has been the only man in my life. He’s the only one for me. The one I need. The one I want. 

And now he stands over me in our bedroom with his arms folded over his chest and his face twisted into an expression of anger and sorrow and hurt that I don’t even recognize. The man I love. The one man I never wanted to hurt. My wonderful husband. 

‘What do you want to do?’ I say, looking down at my hands, clasped together in my lap. My fingers toy with the beautiful ring he slipped into place three years ago, dreading the moment he tells me to take it off. 

‘I don’t know,’ he says. His voice wavers again. ‘I want leave, I want to stay, I want to scream and cry and throw shit at you.’

My chest heaves. I say, ‘Please don’t go.’

‘The only way through this,’ he says, ‘is if you tell me everything. All of it.’

‘All of it?’ I look into his stony face, fear clutching my heart. 

‘Every. Last. Detail.’ He sits down in the little chair by the window, eyes fixed on me. In the light, his skin seems to glow, like it always does in the sun. The shadows shrink as the sun rises into the beautiful afternoon sky. ‘I want to hear it all. And if you lie to me…’

He leaves the threat hanging in the air. 

‘Everything?’ I say again, my bottom lip trembling. ‘Are you sure? I don’t want to hurt you.’

‘Believe me,’ he says, leaning forward on the chair and clasping his hands together, ‘you can’t hurt me any more than you already have. C’mon, Lisa, you already fucked another guy, tell me all about it.’

I look away from him again, my body shaking in fear. Please, I think, please don’t make me relive it. He watches me, waiting in silence, wearing a patient, angry expression. He will wait as long as it takes. 

‘Please,’ I say. ‘Harry, please…’

‘Tell me about it,’ he says, his voice like a dagger made of ice. ‘Tell me everything. And be honest. That’s the least you can do for me, right? Ten years together. Tell me why you tossed it all aside.’

My guts coil and twist painfully. How the hell can I explain something that I don’t fully understand myself? How do I look my husband in the eye and tell him that I slept with another man behind his back – for no reason at all? 

‘I met a guy at the conference,’ I say. ‘We ended up in his hotel room. We had sex.’

‘Bullshit,’ he says. ‘Start at the beginning. Who is this guy? You ever met him before?’

I shake my head and say, ‘No, his name is Jed. We’ve never met before, but we hold the same position in different branches of the company.’

‘So you got paired up at the work conference?’ He laces his fingers together, studying my face carefully. ‘Tell me about him. Is he good-looking?’

I hesitate for a moment. 

‘Answer me,’ Harry says, his tone firm. 

‘Yes,’ I say, closing my eyes so I don’t have to see his face. ‘He’s really good looking.’

‘Describe him.’

‘What are you gonna do ?’ I say. ‘You’re not gonna… go after him, are you?’

‘I haven’t decided yet,’ he says. ‘I hate him. So much. But I don’t know. 

Describe him.’

I picture Jed in my mind, the charming, handsome man who introduced himself to me in the lobby of the conference. Black hair. Deep green eyes. A bright, winning smile that caused little dimples to form in his cheeks. Freshly shaved jawline. A good, well-fitted suit that showed off his lean physique. About five to ten years younger than me. Good sense of humor. Good talker. I describe all this aloud to Harry, helping him visualize the man I slept with that night. 

‘But the thing I found most attractive,’ I say, talking slowly and forcing myself to be honest, like he asked, ‘is how he made me feel.’

‘What do you mean?’ Harry’s eyes narrow. 

‘He made me feel interesting. It’s… it’s hard to describe. The way he looked at me. Talked to me. He made me feel like I mattered.’

‘And I don’t?’ Anger flares in my husband’s face once again, a fresh betrayal stabbing him in the heart. 

‘Of course you do,’ I say quickly, sensing his anger beginning to swell again. 

‘But he did it in a different way. 

‘How?’ Harry’s eyes pierce my very soul. 

I flounder for a second, mouth flapping open and closed, trying desperately to find some way to make him understand how I felt that night. Being so far away from home. Surrounded by my co-workers. Exhausted after a long day of meeting and greeting and shaking hands and giving out business cards and arranging future lunches. And then this handsome, friendly, charming stranger took interest in me. How can I explain to my husband how quickly and easily and effortlessly Jed managed to breach my personal defences? How do I tell the man I swore to honor above all others that someone else swept me off my feet before I even knew what was happening? 

‘He… he was nice,’ I say, the word sounding so pathetic and limp in the air. 

‘Nice.’ Harry repeats the word, rolling it around his mouth and not liking the taste. ‘Nice. Our neighbor is nice. Do you hop into bed with him, too?’

‘Of course not,’ I say, desperately trying to find the right words, ‘this guy, he was charming and friendly and funny. I can’t describe it. I enjoyed having his attention on me. Does that make any sense at all?’

Harry stares at me in silence for a long moment. Then he slowly nods his agreement. 

‘Okay,’ I say, relief flooding my chest. I’ve made him understand this much. 

Maybe he can understand why I did it, too. Maybe. 

‘You didn’t know this man before?’ Harry says. 

‘I’d never met his before, no,’ I say. ‘I mean, I kind of knew about him by, uh, reputation, I guess.’

Harry’s eyes narrow again. He says, ‘What reputation?’

My throat tightens. I can’t speak. Harry waits for me to find the words. 

‘As kind of a flirt,’ I say. ‘I’d heard he was a smooth talker from other girls who had met him before.’

Harry nods slowly, processing this new information. I had heard about Jed’s charms before, his appeal and prowess discussed in low voices by other women in my office. From the way they talked about him, I’d been expecting some kind of Atlas-looking sex god, a six foot tall sexual powerhouse with undeniable charms and irresistible charisma. When I met the man for real, I was initially amused. 

 This guy? I remember thinking to myself as we stood by the bar, shaking hands. 

 This is the guy who slept with half the women on my floor? 

By the end of the night, I would be one of his many conquests. 

‘You meet a nice guy,’ Harry says. ‘You have a drink with him. How the hell did

you wind up in his room?’

This part I truly can’t explain. No matter how many times I’ve tried to replay this sequence of events in my mind, I can’t justify how it ended. We shared a couple of drinks at the bar. We moved over to a table together, talking and laughing among ourselves. All his attention was fixed on me. Like I mattered. 

Like I was the most important person in the world. He was charming. Flattering. 

Respectful. The conversation never turned lewd or sexual. He barely even made a naughty comment. 

But – and I hate to admit this to myself, much less to my wounded and furious husband – I found him deeply attractive. He made me laugh. He listened. We barely even talked about work. I never mentioned my husband and he never asked about the ring on my left hand. It probably didn’t matter to him that I was married. Maybe it only adds to his enjoyment of seducing a woman. After an hour in his company, I felt like a smitten teenager. It didn’t matter that he was so much younger than me. It didn’t matter that we worked for the same company. It didn’t even matter that I was married. I wanted to spend as much time in his company as I could. 

So when a group of our co-workers found our table and asked if we wanted to join them in the hotel ballroom for the disco – well, I said yes just to be near him a little longer. It made sense at the time. He was a friend and I wanted to get to know him better. Nothing wrong with that, right? 

I relay all this to Harry in a flat, monotonous voice, forcing myself to be completely honest and open. No secrets. Not anymore. If I want to save this marriage, I can’t have any secrets from him. 

‘Did you intend to sleep with him?’ Harry’s voice is a fraction softer now, losing that hard, knife-like edge to his tone. I don’t hold out any hope of winning him back during the course of this conversation, but maybe – just maybe – I can convince him not to hate me. 

‘No,’ I say, placing a hand over my heart. ‘I never wanted to do that. It never even crossed my mind. I just enjoyed making a new friend and hanging out with someone. That was as far as I meant it to go.’

I look into his eyes, his hard, steely blue eyes, pleading for him to understand and believe me. It’s the truth. The total, honest, open truth. In all the time I hung

out with Jed, the thought of having sex with him wasn’t even a remote possibility. 

‘Okay,’ Harry says, conceding with a nod. ‘I’ll believe that, I guess. For now.’

Relief floods my heart once more. He’s known me for so long. He can tell when I’m being honest. He knows when I’m feeling sick before I do. He knows everything about me. 

 And I threw it all away for a one-night stand with some guy I barely know! 

Bile rises in my throat. I close my eyes and breathe, forcing myself to stay calm. 

It’s not easy. Between the guilt and shame of what I’ve done and the flat, stony expression on my husband’s face, it’s a miracle I’m still in one piece. 

‘Carry on,’ Harry says. ‘You went dancing with him.’

This is where my memory begins to get fuzzy. The excitement and adrenaline and alcohol began to fuse together, swirling around in my mind and enhancing all my feelings. What was amusing became downright hilarious. What was exciting became thrilling beyond words. What was passionate became unbearably erotic. I travel back to that moment in my mind and attempt to relive it with as much detail as possible. 

‘There was a DJ,’ I say, speaking slowly. ‘I never saw who it was or got near them. The dance floor was almost full. Lots of drunk people from the conference, some faces I recognized. We walked in as a little group – Me, Jed, some other people I work with.’

Harry nods his acceptance and twirls one hand, telling me to keep going. 

‘We were all kind of dancing together at first,’ I say. ‘But then our group got split up. We couldn’t stay close together because there were so many people around. 

So I ended up dancing close to Jed.’

‘How close?’ Harry says. 

‘Kind of, uh, hip-to-hip,’ I say. He winces. ‘But not like it was weird or inappropriate. Not at first. We had to dance close because there were so many people.’

As I speak, the memories come rushing back – dark and blurry, but clear enough to paint a picture. Jed and I, dancing together, not quite grinding up against each other, but close enough to touch. I remember the way he looked at me. Despite being surrounded by people – many of whom were beautiful, scantily-dressed young women far closer to his own age than I am – he kept his eyes on me. He made me feel like I mattered, like I was the center of his world. That feeling, along with the music and the atmosphere and the booze, only heightened my excitement. 

‘And then suddenly we were holding each other,’ I say. ‘Not in a sexy or romantic way. He put his hands on my waist and I held his shoulders.’

Harry squeezes his eyes shut for a moment, as though trying to crush the visuals with his eyelids. No husband wants to imagine another man’s hands on his wife, but – again – I’ve made him see that image. 

‘We were like that for a few minutes,’ I say, ‘for at least another song. I didn’t read anything into it.’

‘Did he?’ Harry’s voice is venomous. ‘Did he see anything in it when he touched you?’

‘I don’t know.’ My voice breaks again. I clamp my lips shut to stop the inevitable sobs breaking free. It takes me a long, silent moment to recover and find my voice again. ‘It felt friendly.’

‘Did it feel friendly when he fucked you, too?’ harry says, spitting out the words, fresh tears in his eyes. 

‘You asked me to be honest!’ I say, feeling like my chest has been torn open. 

‘You wanted to know!’

He puts his head in his hands and takes several deep, rattling breaths. He stops shuddering and manages to look me in the eyes again. 

‘Okay,’ he says. ‘Okay. I do want to know. I need to know. Keep going. You were dancing with him. What next?’

‘That was kind of it,’ I say, the memories getting blurrier and more distorted as the night went on. ‘We danced like that for a while. It wasn’t inappropriate. Or it

didn’t feel inappropriate. It’s not like we were grinding up against each other, or he was grabbing at me.’

Jed and I had danced together for a while, but I can’t remember how long exactly. It might have been less than an hour, maybe it was more than two. It’s tough to remember. Under the influence of the alcohol, the music, the atmosphere and his intoxicating presence, time seemed different somehow. 

Nothing mattered to me except having a good time with Jed and showing him that I was a cool, fun woman, despite our age difference. He made me want to do it. He made me feel young and fun and free all over again. 

I caught occasional glimpses of our co-workers every now and then. I saw the way the other women were looking at me. The envy on their faces. The jealousy. 

They all wanted to be me. They all wanted to be where I was in that moment –

dancing with the most handsome man in the room, feeling his hands on their bodies, swaying in time to the music with their hips pressing on his. The thought that I was where they wanted to be only made me feel more excited about being close to him Like I was a princess dancing with a prince at a ball. 

‘It kind of finished,’ I say, struggling to find the words. ‘The DJ said it was the last song and some people booed, but then he started playing a really slow song. 

We danced together… it was nice.’

I glance over at my husband. He sits in the chair, coiled and tense, as though ready to leap out at a moment’s notice. He wrings his hands together over and over, like he always does when he’s upset or irritated. I choose to skip over a couple of small details, such as the way Jed looked into my eyes, or the warmth of his hand on the small of my back and how it made me feel inside. I choose not to tell my husband that dancing with this other man made warmth spread through the pit of my stomach and a curious tingle in my womanhood. There was nothing sexual about the way we danced, save for the flicker of desire in his eyes. But that was the moment I realized that I wanted him. The moment I said to myself, If I was a single woman…

‘How did you end up in his room?’ Harry says, his voice strained with emotion. 

I look down at the floor, ashamed of myself. It was all my fault. I should never have ended up alone with him and I knew it, but there was something so irresistible about him. 

‘He offered to walk me back to my room,’ I say, my heart sinking into my stomach. This is it. The moment I failed to be faithful. ‘I said his room was closer, so we walked back to his.’

Harry exhales softly. In the silence of the room, that sound is like a blaring siren. 

‘I never asked to go in,’ I say, talking quickly, trying to interject before he can voice his disapproval. ‘We walked up to his room together and he asked if I wanted another beer – he had a couple in his suitcase – and I said yes.’

‘Did he have beer?’ Harry says, looking at me through eyes filled with hurt. ‘Or was it just a line to get you in there?’

I look away. I never found out because we never got that far. A few minutes after walking into Jed’s room, my marriage vows were broken. 

‘Please,’ I say, my bottom lip trembling, my voice shaking, my eyes burning from crying so much today, ‘please don’t make me do this.’

‘Make you do what?’ he says, impatience coloring his voice. ‘Make you fuck him? You’ve already done that, Lisa! Tell me why!’

‘I don’t know!’ I say. ‘I don’t know! It was a stupid, drunk, crazy mistake! I shouldn’t have done it. I regretted it right away.’

‘But you didn’t regret it when he was fucking you,’ he says. I ‘m not even looking at him, but I can feel the heat of his hateful gaze on my head, boring through my skull like a laser beam. 

‘No,’ I say, my voice faint. 

‘What happened?’ he says. I stay quiet for a long moment, staring down at the floor, forcing myself not to think back to that night. But Harry speaks again, his voice harsher than I’ve ever heard before. ‘What happened?’

The memories flood my mind in a maddening rush of images and sounds and thoughts and feelings. Jed’s naked body. The taste of his cock. The feel of his skin against mine. The sound of my moans. The heat of his manhood as the tip pressed against my womanhood and parted my lips. The way he made love to me. My first climax. My second climax. My third. The look in his eyes as he

stole me from my marriage. The satisfaction on his face as he entered me over and over. 

‘We fucked, okay?’ I say, bitter anger rising up in my chest. ‘I fucked him! I cheated on you and I fucked him! Is that what you wanna hear?’

‘Yes!’ he says, his eyes flashing. He leans forward in the chair – hardly sitting on the seat at all now – and gestures at me with his hands, driving his point home. 

‘Tell me everything. Tell me how you – of all people! – could do this to me!’

‘I don’t know!’ I say again. I sound like a stuck record, but it’s the truth. I don’t know how I went into his room or how I ended up sucking his dick or how I ended up naked beneath him and screaming for more. 

Harry stands up out of the chair now, shoulders hunched, fists clenched. He takes a step toward me and, for the first time in our marriage, I fear for my safety. He’s beyond angry. He’s losing control. He doesn’t even look like my husband right now. 

‘Yes you do!’ he says. ‘You do know! Tell me!’

He stands in front of me and grabs my shoulders with his hands, gripping me so tight that I gasp in pain. 

‘Tell me!’ he says. 

‘No!’ I say, trying to pull out of his grasp. 

But he holds me too tight. I can’t go anywhere. All I can do is look into his furious face and blazing eyes. My heart threatens to burst in my chest. 

‘Tell me!’ he says. 

‘I was bored!’

The words are out before I even know they’re coming. 

He freezes, shocked, his expression caught somewhere between fury and anguish. 

‘What?’ he says, gobsmacked. 

‘I was bored,’ I say again. Blood roars in my ears. My heart races along at a hundred miles an hour. ‘It was exciting. I never meant to do it, but – fuck! – it was so good.’

His eyes blaze with rage. His hands grip me tight enough to mark my skin. His nostrils flare and his jaw tightens and his temple throbs. 

‘You wanted me to be honest!’ I say, unable to break free of his powerful grip. 

‘You said you wanted it!’

I see his face slowly soften as he accepts my words. He brought this on himself. 

He asked for it. The blazing fire in his eyes seems to lessen. He stops clenching my shoulders so hard. 

‘Why were you bored?’ he says, his voice flat and emotionless. 

‘Because,’ I say, forcing myself to meet his eyes, ‘we’re not passionate anymore.’

‘What do you mean?’ he says. ‘Aren’t we good together?’

I nod and talk quickly to cut him off before he can build up steam. ‘Yes, we are good. But we’re not passionate. We make love, sure, but there’s no urgency. No need. It feels robotic, like we’re going through the motions.’

Harry’s mouth drops open and his face scrunches up in pain. He releases my shoulders and steps back. It’s like he’s been shot in the gut. 

‘Don’t you enjoy-’ he says. 

I cut him off again, raising both my hands palms out. 

‘Yes,’ I say, ‘I do like it, but it’s not enough sometimes. I know it’s awful, and I’m a bitch for cheating on you, but… it was exciting.’

‘Was it good?’ he says, hands dropping to his sides in defeat. ‘Was he good?’

‘Baby, please,’ I say. ‘You don’t want to know.’

‘Tell me.’

I look away from him, turning my gaze to the photos of us together on the wall. 

Our wedding. Numerous vacations. Happier times. Why wasn’t that enough for me? Why did I need to do this? I should have stayed as I was and accepted my lot in life. Sure, our lovemaking didn’t exactly earth-shattering, but we were still having sex a couple times every week. Most of my married friends are lucky to get once or twice a month. Why couldn’t I have been happy with it? I could have kept having the same sex in the same way twice a week and pretending to have an orgasm – like always – but instead I went out and took a risk and fucked it all up. 

‘Tell me,’ he says, hissing dangerously, like a wounded animal. 

‘He was good,’ I say, covering my face with my hands. 

‘Better than me?’

I nod slowly. 

Silence falls. The only sound in the room is Harry’s ragged, tortured breathing. 

Shadows slowly move along the floor as the sun trails a path through the azure sky. On any other day, we’d be on the lawn enjoying ourselves, maybe with a cold pitcher and a couple of glasses. I can’t imagine we’ll share an afternoon like that together again. 

‘Tell me what happened,’ he says, choking back tears. ‘Tell me why he was so fucking special.’

My stomach churns. I can’t tell him what happened that night. I don’t want to tell him, either. How will he ever look at me again if he knows what I did? If he knows what I let Jed do to me? Why can’t he just accept that I cheated and throw me out like the trash I am? 

‘I cheated,’ I say. ‘I went into his room and I fucked him. Is that what you want to know?’

‘No,’ he says. His tone is so sharp that I look up at him again in shock. His teeth are bared in anger. ‘I want to know everything. Come on. Tell me. Tell me, you fucking slut.’

I flinch. Harry has never called me that before. Not even during our wildest, most intense sexual liaisons, or when we first started sleeping together. That word is even more shocking to me than the expression of seething fury etched into his face. 

‘Did you kiss him?’ Harry says. 

I nod. 

‘Who started it?’

‘Him,’ I lie. 

‘Did he undress you?’ Harry’s eyes bore into my own. I can’t even hope to evade the question. 

‘Yes he did.’

‘He touched your body?’

Flashes of memory rush through my mind. His hands slipping under my dress. 

The zipper parting open. His lips on my skin. Hands on my stomach. On my arms. On my breasts. His urgent, passionate need. Unclasping my bra. Cupping my breasts. Sucking my hard nipples. Making me gasp. Making me moan. 

Slowly taking my clothes off. Until I stood there in just my panties. 

‘He touched me,’ I say, heat rising to my cheeks. 

‘Did you like it?’ Harry says, clenching his fists again. 

‘What does it matter?’ I say, anger flaring again. ‘I cheated! It doesn’t matter if I enjoyed it, because it happened! Why do you need to know?’

He takes a step towards me and gets in my face now. I can feel the heat of his breath on my skin. 

‘I deserve to know!’ he says, his voice rising in fury. ‘I deserve to know why you fucked someone else!’

‘Fine!’ I say, my own voice rising to match. ‘I liked it! I loved it! I loved the way

he touched me! Are you happy now?’

He nods, grinning maliciously, eyes wild with anger. 

‘Tell me more!’ he says, pointing at me. ‘Did you suck his dick?’

‘Yes!’ I say, responding just as angrily. We’re in each other’s faces now, almost yelling, our body language aggressive and confrontational. He’s mad at me for doing it. I’m mad at him for making me relive it. ‘I sucked his dick and it tasted so fucking good!’

‘Better than me?’

‘Yes!’

He pauses for a second, silently fuming, shoulders heaving, chest rising and falling. If looks could kill, my husband would be a murderer right now. For a second or two, he looks as though he’s on the verge of smacking me upside the head. But he doesn’t. 

Instead he grabs his jeans and tears open the button. I lean back, shocked, as he reaches into his pants and pulls out his manhood. It’s already halfway erect, but he strokes it a couple of times right in front of me. 

‘What are you doing?’ I say, appalled, horrified, utterly confused. 

‘Was he bigger than me?’ Harry says, fist pumping furiously as he brings himself to full hardness. 

‘Stop it!’ I say. I try to move away from him, but he grabs my arm with his free hand, keeping me in place on the edge of the bed. My mind reels with shock. 

What the hell is going on? This is the last thing I expected to happen right now. 

‘Was he bigger than me?’ he says, eyes bulging in fury. 

‘Yes!’ I say. I try to think of ways to hurt him, to shut him down and stop him from doing something stupid. ‘He was bigger and fatter and harder than you!’

But instead of being wounded or upset or irritated, Harry gets more excited. He moves his hand from my arm to the back of my head, gripping my hair in a tight

fist. 

‘Suck it,’ he says, almost hissing through his clenched teeth. ‘Suck it like you sucked his.’

He pulls my head toward him. I try to resist, but it’s pointless. He’s too strong. I turn my face away. He rubs the hot tip of his cock over my lips, my nose, my cheeks. 

‘Suck it,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking dick, you slut. Show me how you did it for him.’

I can’t explain what’s happening to me right now. There’s something about the feel of my husband’s firm grip in my hair and the aggressive, commanding tone of his voice. It reaches a place deep, deep inside me. The same place where Jed stoked the fires of desire just a few nights before. 

My lips part a fraction and Harry pushes the head of his cock into my mouth. I try to pull back but he holds me in place. His manhood plunges through my lips, all the way inside my mouth. I struggle and gag and look up at him, pleading with my eyes not to do this. 

‘Fucking slut,’ he says. ‘You sucked his cock, and you loved it, didn’t you?’

He grips my head with both hands now and starts to violently fuck my mouth, pumping hard and deep, the tip of his cock almost reaching the back of my throat. It feels good to be overpowered like this. To be controlled and dominated and violated. Almost as good as it felt when I sucked Jed’s cock behind Harry’s back. 

‘You loved sucking his fucking dick,’ Harry says, glaring at me. ‘Didn’t you?’

‘Mm-hmm!’ I try to speak, to answer in the affirmative, but I can’t right now. 

My husband’s manhood fills my mouth. I did love sucking Jed’s cock. I loved being Jed’s whore. His married whore. I loved being a dirty slut for another man. 

‘And his fucking dick was better than mine,’ Harry says, fucking my mouth harder and harder in anger, ‘and you sucked it better than you ever sucked mine, right?’

‘Mmm!’

‘Show me how you sucked his dick!’

He releases my head at last. Something inside me snaps. An animal takes control of my body; the same wild, wanton creature that took over a few nights before. I grab his cock and hungrily, greedily, noisily suck it down, gagging on it and spitting on it and drooling all over it. He groans through a snarl, watching me closely. I slurp and suck and spit all over his shaft, soaking it in slime and drool. 

I stroke his cock into my mouth, sucking the head and tasting his thick, salty arousal on my tongue. Goddamn, what the hell happened to us? A few minutes ago, we were on the verge of divorce. Now I’m sucking his cock like my life depends on it…

‘Does that turn you on?’ Harry doesn’t wait for a response. He shoves a hand down my jeans and cups my mound. I can feel my own excitement through my underwear. ‘You slut. You’re loving this, ain’t you?’

I nod and take his cock to the back of my throat again, holding him there for as long as possible, loving the feel of his burning-hot shaft filling my mouth. I moan for him, letting him know how much I love it, and bob my head back and forth, fucking his slick member, gripping it tight with my lips. 

He pulls back, freeing his cock from my mouth’s firm grasp, with a sloppy, wet noise and rubs the shaft over my face. He marks me with my own drool and his arousal. I purr my approval, loving the mess he makes on my skin, loving how dirty and nasty I feel. I am his whore. His dirty married whore. 

‘What else did you do for him?’ Harry says. ‘Fucking tell me!’

I gasp for air before I respond. 

‘I let him fuck me from behind!’ I say. ‘I sucked his dick and I bent over and I let him fuck my pussy like you never have!’

Harry roars with anger. He shoves me hard. I fall back on the bed. He leaps on to of me, growling like and animal, tearing at my clothes. I try to fight him off, but not very hard. My body responds, shutting down my brain. I don’t want him to stop. Whatever it is that’s happened to my husband, I like it. He’s never been this aggressive. This forward. This savagely desperate. In all our years of marriage, 

he’s never attacked me like this or yanked my clothes off or fucked my mouth with such ferocity. This isn’t Harry. This is someone else. 

I like it. 

He rips open my jeans and pulls them down. I kick my legs, pushing my jeans down, undressing myself. He rolls me onto my front and pins me down with his body. I grab onto the bed as he grasps my underwear and pulls. Fabric tears. I gasp. He rips my underwear open and forces my legs apart with his knees. He plunges forward and pushes inside me. I cry out. He slides one arm under my chin, holding me in place, forcing me to take it. I moan louder as he fills me up, sliding every wet, wonderful inch deeper into my womanhood, corrupting me and ruining me and claiming me. He doesn’t fill me up like Jed did, but it still feels good. 

‘Like this?’ Harry’s voice is a little softer now, his lips close to my ear. ‘Did he fuck you like this?’

‘Yes,’ I say, moaning, my pussy clenching and squeezing his cock. ‘Except he was better.’

Harry growls, his masculinity challenged. He squeezes my throat with his arm and pins my wrist down with his other hand. He pounds me in hard, rough, jerky movements. It feels amazing. He’s never fucked me before. We’ve always made love or had sex. This is entirely different. This is angry, aggressive, passionate, forceful, needy and desperate. This is everything I’ve been craving throughout our marriage. He isn’t having sex with me because he can. He’s fucking me because he needs it. This is the kind of sex I’ve been yearning for. The kind of sex I’ve missed. The kind of sex that would have kept me faithful. 

My husband’s cock feels better than ever. I moan desperately, pushing up to meet his intense, hard thrusts, taking him as deep inside as he can reach. My sex trembles and throbs. My juices coat his shaft. I bite the covers, feeling the pressure already beginning to build in my stomach. 

‘Are you gonna come?’ he says, sensing the change in my body, the pitch of my moans. 

‘Yes!’

‘Did you come for him?’

‘Yes!’

‘You bitch!’

That sends me over the edge. I wail loudly, my body shuddering beneath his, pussy throbbing and clenching and squeezing his pounding cock. He shoves my face into the bed, muffling my cries, silencing me. He doesn’t want to hear my climax. I scream as loud as I can anyway. 

My husband keeps fucking me, keeps pounding me, keeps filling me, over and over. He fucks me like he hates me. I love it. My climax grows and stretches and lengthens, building in power. I can’t breathe. It’s too much. My body shudders. I can’t feel my fingers. 

I lift up my head and gasp for air. He lifts his body up, releasing my wrist and throat, and leans back, driving his manhood deeper with every thrust. He slaps my ass – hard – and I cry out. He slaps me again. 

‘You fucking slut!’ he says, slapping me a third time. He changes hands and spanks my other cheek. Every impact stings but it drives me wild. I love the way he manhandles me. ‘You cheating fucking slut! Did you like it when he fucked you?’

‘Yes!’

‘Tell me why you liked it!’

‘Because he’s better than you!’

Harry roars in rage and fucks me even harder, punishing my cheating pussy, spanking my cheating ass, warping my cheating mind. I gasp for air, but another climax punches me in the gut. It’s overwhelming. I can’t take it all. 

‘Did he wear a condom?’

I can’t answer. I can’t draw enough breath to release the orgasm that’s coursing through my body right now. I am helpless and powerless and utterly overwhelmed. It feels incredible. It feels like I’m exploding in a thousand

directions at once. Like I’m dying and being reborn over and over. This is the kind of sex I’ve been yearning during our entire marriage. Not robotic or mandatory or functional, but desperate and needy and full of fire and passion. 

‘Did that fucking asshole wear a condom when he fucked you?’ Harry’s voice is full of urgency. He is building to his own release. I can hear it. I can feel it. 

‘No,’ I say, managing to gasp out that single word. Jed didn’t have a condom on him and I wasn’t about to break off our moment. If we stopped to get a condom, I would have come to my senses and left. I knew what I was doing, but I ignored it. I knew it was wrong, but I let it happen anyway. I knew what I was risking, but that only made it more intense and exciting and erotic. I wanted to be a cheating slut. Jed took me and turned me into the kind of filthy, yearning whore I always wanted to be. 

‘Did he come inside you?’ Harry’s voice is strained now, both with anger and his approaching orgasm. He slaps my ass again – one firm strike from each hand, spanking both cheeks hard enough to leave a red handprint after – and pounds me like a man possessed. 

‘Yes!’ I cry out the word, moaning deliriously as my climax rolls over me again, lifting me in the swell of a tidal wave and dragging my helpless body along a beach of pleasure and ecstasy. 

Harry leans forward, slamming his hands onto my shoulders, shoving my face back into the bed. He rides me hard, slamming into my butt, forcing his cock as deep as it can reach – but still not as deep as Jed. His groans turn savage and animalistic. 

‘You – cheating – fucking – slut!’ he says, punctuating each word with a hard, firm thrust. I cry out again and again, moaning into the bed, my ecstasy muffled. 

Finally, Harry reaches his release. I feel a scalding hot, thick, sticky come flood my womb, rushing through my tunnels and cascading into my deepest recesses. I moan again, loving the feeling, loving being owned and claimed and filled and used like this. Like Jed used me. Like I’ve always wanted to be used. 

Harry plunges deep inside me one final time and holds still, his cock throbbing and pulsing and trembling as his balls contract and empty every last drop. I shudder at the feeling, squeezing his cock with my vagina, milking him, 

desperate to receive his lust. He stays like that for some time, long after his climax has passed and his lust is sated. I feel his manhood begin to wilt and shrink again. 

He eases back and slips out of me. I can feel his warm pooling in my womanhood, trickling onto the bed. My sex feels empty and used and swollen for the second time this week. 

I hear him get off the bed and zip his jeans back up. He stumbles around the room like a drunk in the dark. I raise my head up and look at him, my husband, the man I swore to love forever. He glares at me and walks out of the room, leaving me face down on the bed, used and ruined like the slut I am. 

###
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Also Available from Andrea Martin: Confessions:

Goddess

 I have a few tattoos on my body. They all mean different things to me and I love each of them. But now my lover is asking about the 'Goddess' tattoo and what it means to me...will he understand when I tell him the full story? Will he still love me after I tell him about the most erotic night of my life? 

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

He obliges and gently traces his wet finger in small circular motions around my tight rear entrance. I shudder with pleasure at the feeling. I love it when he makes me feel naughty. I love being dirty for him. I’ve been dirty before with other guys – very dirty, in fact, as goddess knows – but with him it feels natural. 

A good man should make you want to be bad. A perfect man should make you become someone else entirely in the bedroom. 

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

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

He obliges me once more and I feel his tongue movements quicken as it swirls

and licks and caresses me. His finger teases my ass, touching the sensitive skin with precise, delicate movements. I can feel the music swelling as the conductor leads the orchestra to a climax. 

I moan and groan and tell him how good he is, how much I love what he’s doing to me. I moan his name over and over, begging him to make me come, to make me scream, my voice steadily rising as the speed and ferocity of his tongue lashes increases and increases-Then he sucks on my hard clit and gently probes my tight asshole with the tip of his wet finger. I explode almost immediately. 

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

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

‘Goddess.’

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

It’s time to confess. 

Also available from Andrea Martin The Bull’s Account:

One Night, One Offer

 Tyler is a bull. He lives on the road and spends his time staying in hotels all across the world. His specialty is seeking out married women who need a little spark in their lives and seducing them. Tonight, Tyler has his eyes on Mia, a lonely woman in need of a strong, dominant man. She is about to enter Tyler's world of intense, erotic pleasure... 

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

You grasp my shorts with both hands now, one on each side, and gently pull. 

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

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

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

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

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

‘What do you want me to do?’ you say. 

‘Take off the bra,’ I say. 

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

‘Now the panties,’ I say. 

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

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

‘Come here,’ I say. 

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

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

‘Please fuck me.’

Also available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Keyholder

 Every man has a fantasy to be controlled and dominated by a beautiful woman, but few of them ever admit it. This sizzling story is one man’s adventure into the world of true cuckolding, as he allows his best friend to become his keyholder and grants her permission to make all his fantasies come true. 

‘Can I see it?’ she said, after a long silence. 

I got my backpack from the hallway and brought it back to the couch. She crossed her legs, holding her shins, watching with intense fascination, like an audience member determined to spot a magician’s sleight of hand. I lifted out the box and placed it on the couch between us. She waited expectantly. I opened the box for the first time and lifted out the small metal contraption. She made an excited noise as I held it up for us both to see, turning it around in the light. 

It was smaller than I expected. A little voice at the back of my mind said, that’s not going to fit, but I knew that it would. The device was a small series of metal circles that arced down in a gentle curve a couple of inches long. It was topped with a little metal cap shaped like the top of a mushroom that had a slit in the centre. The base of the piece had a thicker metal spiral and a small series of connective holes through which to attach the coils. It came with a small and unobtrusive, yet very solid, padlock. 

‘I’ve never seen one before,’ she said. 

‘Me neither.’

She looked at me with bright, excited eyes. The eyes of a lover. She said, ‘Put it on. I want to see it.’

For the first time since I walked into her apartment, I felt nervous. Tessa was my friend. We’d never seen each other naked. I’d never even had a sexual thought about her. But now she wanted me to put on a cock cage... while she watched. 

I looked at her and she must have guess what I was thinking. She said, ‘Don’t be nervous. Just put it on.’

I got up from the couch and unbuttoned my pants and let them fall to the floor. 

She leaned back in the couch, a little smile on her face. I pulled down my shorts and bared myself to her. She made no sound, no judgements. She merely watched, that curious expression on her face. She was a scientist, I was her experiment. I eased the base ring over my shaft, until it sat firmly in place. It was cold and unyielding and totally alien. 

I eased the rest of the cage over my manhood, the cold metal teasing and stabbing at my sensitive skin, until it slid into the base ring. It was easily large enough to fit me. The mushroom-shaped metal cap sat perfectly over the head of my shaft, the slit positioned so that I could still take a piss without causing harm or discomfort. 

Tessa held up the little padlock and looked at me with wide, innocent eyes. 

‘Can I?’ she said. 

I said, ‘Yes.’

She knelt down in front of me, looking at the cage with a fascination that bordered on erotic. My manhood tried to respond to her interest, but the cage held firm. Tessa looked up at me with wide, innocent eyes. 

‘Is this what you want?’ she said. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

A Husband’s Humiliation

 Oliver and Layla appear to be your normal everyday couple. At least, that’s what Oliver believes, until he makes a shocking discovery about his wife and the life she leads behind his back. 

 As Oliver delves deeper into the mysteries surrounding his wife, he finds himself torn between two equally upsetting options. Is this the end of their marriage, or the start of something totally new and unexpected? 

I walk back to the laptop, dragging my feet like a man approaching the gallows, hoping to delay the inevitable, trying desperately to stay alive just a few moments longer. The picture is still there, frozen on the screen, captured for prosperity for all time. My wife’s body and the man’s caressing hand. 

I need to know who that is. I need to know who touched my wife. How many other people know? Were there other men in that room, standing behind the camera, watching my wife push her breasts out of the wedding dress? The thought sends a stab of pain through my stomach. What would be worse than one man touching my wife? More than one. 

The next few pictures unfold like a slideshow. The camera pulls back, Layla in the center of the frame, the middle of the room, her beauty glowing among the shadows thrown by a dim lamp. She turns, her face glancing back over her shoulder in that way I always find so sexy and pulls at the lace bow on the back of her dress. I click through the pictures, watching my wife slowly take off the

wedding dress, piece by slow, deliberate piece. 

I watch my wife performing a strip show for the camera. For the other man. She laughs in drunken delight, eyes gleaming, clearly enjoying herself. 

Until she stands in the center of the room, almost totally naked, hand on her hips, in nothing more than her wedding lingerie. The wedding lingerie I didn’t see until Maui, two days later. The wedding lingerie I made her keep on the whole time we made love – and the time after that, and the time after that, too. Now I know that, by the time I laid eyes on her beautiful white stockings and matching garter belt and stiletto heels, someone else had already seen them. 

‘Fuck,’ I say, the word full of defeat and hopelessness. I didn’t think it could actually get worse. I didn’t think it was possible to feel this small, this humbled, this embarrassed. But my eyes fix on my wife’s immaculately made-up face and I see the excitement and lust and erotic longing in her expression and I know this rabbit hole is going to go down a long way further still. 

How much am I prepared to endure? I already feel like my insides have been scrambled and my heart has been stamped into the dust. I’ve come this far. If I stop, if I walk away, I’ll never know for certain what else happened that night. 

The thoughts will drive me crazy. Not knowing will haunt me forever. My mind will fill in the blanks and the images will punish me every waking second and come to me in my dreams. There will be no escape from that kind of torment. 

Part of me hopes that this is the last picture. Maybe this man – this stranger –

was trying to help my wife out of her complex, layered corset and she was drunk enough to let him photograph the whole thing. And touch her breast. In an empty hotel room. While I slept a few doors down. Maybe. 

I click to the next picture and the rabbit hole turns into a fissure around me. I fall to the center of the earth. A low groan of pain tears out of my throat. 

My wife is on her knees. The photo is taken from above, from the view of the man standing above her. Layla’s mouth is open, tongue out, like a panting dog. 

Her face is set in an expression of wild, unfathomable lust. I know the faces she makes when she gets horny. I know the faces she makes when she’s drunk. I know the faces she makes when she gets both drunk and horny. I have never seen her look at me the way she looks into the camera in this picture. The longing. The hunger. The lust. The excitement. 

There is only one reason why my drunk, horny wife would be on her knees in wedding lingerie. The knife in my stomach becomes a skewer, tearing a hole right through me. I hope and pray to all the gods of all the religions that I’m wrong. 

‘Please,’ I say in a quivering voice, ‘please, baby… don’t…’

The next photo damn near kills me. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Pandora’s Box

 Do cuckolds regret sharing their wives with bigger, better, more passionate men? 

 Bryce is beginning to wish he’d never suggested this lifestyle to his beautiful wife. While Dani eagerly prepares herself for a passionate night of fun and wild sex, Bryce can only watch and feel himself slowly going crazy with jealousy. 

 As the night rolls on and zero-hour approaches, Bryce reflects on the journey he and his wife have taken together, desperate to try and delay the moment Dani gives herself to another man. Bryce wanted to become a cuckold, and now his fantasy has come true. Be careful what you wish for. Once Pandora’s Box has been opened, it can never be closed again! 

I stay where I am, rooted to the spot, a voyeur of my own wife’s seduction. I see the way they look at each other; the glee in his eyes, the unrestrained yearning in hers. She pushes her breasts out again as she leans against the counter. Her brown nipples darken and harden with excitement. My manhood – my aching, yearning, emasculated manhood – throbs painfully. 

John stands next to my wife with his own glass of wine, facing the counter. They talk in low tones and toast one another. The glasses chime beautifully in the quiet kitchen. Then John slips his hand inside her panties. The effect is instantaneous. Her lips part in a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her body seems to relax, as though she’s experiencing a massage. She parts her legs wider for him. He obliges and delves deeper. His fingers ripple the fabric of the panties. The sight of him so casually exploring my wife’s most

intimate regions makes the snake inside my belly twist and bite and hiss in jealousy. 

‘Do you wanna grab a beer or something?’ John says to me, calling over his shoulder, still with his fingers on my wife’s pussy. 

‘I’m driving,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless. 

‘Help yourself,’ he says. ‘I got some soda in the fridge.’

I open my mouth to reply, but Dani moans in passionate pleasure, cutting me off. 

She opens her eyes and looks at John and says, ‘Nobody touches me like you do.’

I shove my hands in my pockets and stand there like an idiot, both insanely turned on and utterly humiliated. John removes his hand from her underwear and touches her lips with his wet fingers. She opens her mouth and greedily sucks his digits, one at a time, cleaning her juices, tasting herself, always looking at him for approval as she does. 

‘Good girl,’ he says. 

My wife purrs, trailing her tongue across his glistening fingers, always with a wicked, eager smile. 

‘How do you taste today?’ he says. 

‘Delicious.’

John puts his wine glass on the counter and stands in front of her. He kneels between my wife’s legs and hooks his finger beneath her purple panties and tugs them to the side. She giggles, watching him with an expression of purest excitement. He kisses her smoothly shaven mound and she sighs. The he gently trails his tongue along her lips and her sigh deepens into a breathless groan. She rolls her hips forward, presenting as much of her sex as possible to him. He responds by delving his tongue through her parted lips and lapping at her sweet juices. My wife moans with pleasure and takes another sip of her wine. She looks over at me and smiles, face flushed with erotic pleasure, eyes clouded by lust. 

And I just stand there. Like a statue. Pants bulging, mind reeling, stomach writhing, heart racing. I just stand there and watch this man orally pleasure my wife. 

‘That feels so good,’ Dani says, in a gentle, passionate sigh. ‘God, I love the way you do that.’

John responds by running his hands behind my wife and squeezing her ass. She squeals in delight and places one hand on his head, stroking his hair. She takes another drink of wine, purring deep in her throat as she swallows. I’ve never seen her look so relaxed, so happy, so deeply in lust. 

My wife loses herself in the moment. She forgets my presence, focusing entirely on the man kneeling between her legs. She closes her eyes and moans his name, over and over, steadily growing louder and more breathless as he laps and teases her. John is a skilled lover. He pulls back far enough for me to see how wet and excited she is. Silvery trails of her nectar cling to his lips and tongue. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Unfinished Business

 On the night before her wedding five years ago, Jemma almost hooked up with a guy she met at a bar. It’s a secret she’s carried throughout her marriage, one that she’s tried her hardest to forget. 

 But fate conspires against Jemma. When her new boss begins working at the company, she realizes why he seems so familiar. He’s a handsome, powerful man, and he wants to finish what they started five years ago…

I kissed him urgently. Desperately. I tasted him, tasting the alcohol on his breath and mine. I caressed his tongue with my own. My hands roamed his body. 

Fumbled with his shirt buttons. Alarm bells were screaming inside my mind. I ignored them. Ignored everything except him. 

He grabbed me and squeezed my ass. I groaned into his mouth. My body was burning with intense heat and desire. I wanted him. He wanted me. I could feel his stiff length growing, hardening, strengthening. It grew inside his pants, pressing into my hip. It was so big and firm and thick. My body shuddered with delight. I wanted it. I needed it. 

His hands slid lower and he began to push my skirt up, exposing the tops of my stockings and the smooth skin of my thighs. I moaned again as his red-hot hands brushed my bare skin. The alarms bells in my head still rang and screamed for attention, but I ignored them. Yeah, this was wrong, but it felt so damned right. 

My fingers fumbled over the buttons on his shirt. It was taking too long. I wanted him. Needed him. Now. Right now. Couldn’t wait any longer. I tore his shirt open. Buttons flew free, torn from the shirt. Some hit me. They felt like little rain drops. The rest of the buttons scattered across the room. I heard them falling and bouncing on the hard, wooden floor. 

He groaned in my mouth now. It sounded vaguely amused to my ears. I tossed the shirt over his shoulders and caressed his firm body. My sex burned with need and desire. I needed to take him inside me – right here, right now – and to hell with the screaming alarm inside my head. I knew I shouldn’t be here. I knew I shouldn’t let him slide his hands up my thighs. But what I wanted at that moment – more than anything in the world – was him. I was filled with lust and a burning need for sexual release and he was more than happy to provide it. 

Tomorrow didn’t matter. The rest of the world didn’t matter. The only thing I cared about in that moment was taking my clothes off for this handsome stranger and being his slut. 

I prized his belt open and unzipped his fly. His hands began to get a little more aggressive, a little more controlling, as they pushed my dress higher and higher, revealing my tiny pink thong. The front of the thong was wet with my passionate, burning need for satisfaction. His hands moved around my body and groped my bare ass cheeks and I moaned once more and leaned back, breaking off the kiss. His eyes gleamed with lust in the half-light of his dark apartment. 

We hadn’t even made it to the stairs. We were tearing each other’s clothes off in the living room. 

He ran one hand around to the front of my thong and traced my molten slit with a finger. I shuddered with erotic anticipation. I had never done anything like this before. I had never gone home with a stranger. I had never been so wild, or felt so devilishly slutty. I wanted to do everything this man wanted me to do. I wanted to please him. 

I opened his pants and let them fall to the floor. His hard length pushed at his shorts, pulsing like a vein, eager to be free. Eager to be mine. My body trembled at the thought of taking this man inside me. I wanted him. I needed him more than I had ever needed anything in my entire life. 

He smiled as I reached out and took hold of his length, gently grasping him through the thin fabric of his shorts. I could feel the heat of his burning manhood

and my sex reacted, flowering open and growing hotter and wetter than ever before. 

I wanted to fuck him so badly. And I was just a few seconds away from having his thick, hot, hard cock inside my tight, hungry sex. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

If My Husband Won’t…

 Carrie and her husband have been together for a few years now, and they’ve done everything together – well, almost everything. 

 Carrie is desperate to experience anal sex for the first time, but her husband isn’t so willing. If she can’t convince him to try it with her, then what’s a girl to do? 

‘Okay, fine,’ I say. ‘That’s option one. What’s option two?’

‘Do it yourself.’

She looks over her mug with calm, clear eyes. We both know what she’s suggesting, but neither of us wants to go down that route. I try to picture it, but I can’t. I own a couple of vibrators – one a little bullet, the perfect fit for handbags on long weekends, ideal for teasing and stimulating; the other a larger, more realistic phallus with three speed settings and a ribbed shaft. I try to picture myself lying in my bed, attempting to squeeze either toy into my ass, gritting my teeth with concentration while romantic music plays in the background and candlelight flickers across the ceiling, but the image doesn’t excite me. 

‘No,’ I say, shaking my head. 

‘Why not?’ she says, a frown creasing her perfectly sculpted eyebrows. 

‘Because,’ I say, picturing the scene in my bed again and thinking how best to describe it, ‘I don’t want to lose my virginity to a toy. Does that make sense?’

She nods, a slow, sage-like bow of her head. If anyone would understand where I’m coming from on this final point, it’s Marci. 

‘Sure,’ she says. ‘I felt the same way, once.’

‘I feel bad for wanting it,’ I say. ‘But I want to know… what it’s like. Just once.’

‘Sure,’ she says again. ‘New experiences and all that.’

‘Maybe I’ll like it, maybe I won’t. But I want to know.’

She nods again and slowly drains the rest of her mug. She lets out a long, satisfied sigh. I follow suit and drink the remains of my coffee. It’s delicious, as always. 

Marci stands and takes her coat from the back of the chair, sliding her arm into the sleeve. I stand as well, pausing to collect my bag and push my chair back under the table. We start walking back through the café, heading to the front door. I thank the man behind the counter for the coffee. He nods in reply. 

Marci pushes through the door and we step out onto the street. The air is cold. I should have brought a coat. It feels like snow is on the way. We walk along the street before I finally say what’s on my mind. 

‘So, what should I do?’

‘Well…’ Marci says glancing at me, ‘if he doesn’t want to do it, and you don’t want to do it yourself, that leaves secret option number three.’

‘Which is…?’

‘You get someone else to do it.’

I flinch in surprise. I watch her face, waiting for the punchline, waiting for her to crack into a broad grin and laugh at me, but she doesn’t. 

Marci is deadly serious. 

‘Huh?’ I say, my mouth hanging open in an expression of bovine stupidity. She shrugs and keeps walking, as casual as can be. I hurry to keep pace with her. 

‘You’re serious?’

She shoots me a look that says, Well, you know how it is…

‘Marci!’ I say, my voice full of shock. ‘I can’t believe you would joke about something like that!’

‘What?’ she says. ‘It’s only us girls. You better believe that if I wanted to try something and Harvey turned me down, I’d be calling a hooker to help me out. 

Hey, maybe if you make that joke around Michael, he’ll go for it.’

She pulls her coat up around her chin and walks on. I try to keep pace, my mind reeling with images and possibilities. Marci’s words seem to echo in my mind, reverberating around my brain. 

 You get someone else to do it…
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