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The best part of having a cuckold like Josh for a husband is how much goddamn fun I get to have every single day of my life. Being a cuckoldress is one of those things that people will never understand unless they experience it for themselves. 

Check this out, for instance. Last night, my husband sucked my toes. Why, you ask? Because I told him to. I just had a mani-pedi and really wanted to keep feeling pampered. I laid on the bed and gave him an order and he did as he was told. The best part about it all was that my husband paid for the mani-pedi, and the reason I had that done is because my boyfriend is taking me away for a filthy fuck vacation this weekend. I get all the joys of being married, with absolutely none of the downsides. 

It makes me laugh when I hear the girls in the office bitching about their useless husbands and how crap the men in their lives can be. What’s that, Karen? Your husband forgot to empty the dishwasher? Don’t make me laugh – mine waited in the car while my Tinder date bent me over his couch and fucked me so hard I couldn’t sit down the next day. 

Becoming a cuckoldress is one of the best decisions I ever made. It helps that my husband is already naturally submissive and I’m the kind of woman many people refer to as kind of a bitch. (I thought I was an alpha female go-getter, but bitch is good, too). Hubby and I have a good marriage, but after a few years, it was clear that we were starting to have issues. My high-profile job earns about four times as much as his, so we agreed that he would become a house husband. He seemed to enjoy that, so we slowly started to explore his submissiveness together, both in and out of the bedroom. First, we started only having sex when I wanted it –

and how and where I wanted it. My job is highly stressful and frustrating, so I like to enjoy lots of rough, energetic, hard sex when I get home. Those few short hours I get to be with my husband are the hours I look forward to the most, and I hate wasting them. 

Unfortunately, my husband soon proved unable to keep up with my voracious appetite. When I climax, I want to go again, immediately. When Josh climaxes, his cock wilts like a deflating balloon and he needs at least an hour to recharge. 

That does not fly with me, no sir. I get what I want. 

Maybe it was only a matter of time before we progressed from Josh orally pleasing my unsatisfied and hungry pussy to me insisting that something needed to change. If he wasn’t up to the task of making sure his wife was pampered, 

pleasured, and thoroughly fucked, then someone else was going to have to do it instead. 

He did not take long to warm to the idea. My sweet man went from caring house husband to obedient beta cuckold in record time. Our marriage grew stronger and my sex life hit the stratosphere and neither one of us have looked back since. 

Now barely a week goes by that I don’t experience the kind of rough, hard, intense, all-consuming sex that I so desperately require from a lover. And as for Josh – he loves hearing my stories. Sometimes, when I get home, we lay in bed together and I slowly, softly, gently whisper in his ear all the naughty things I did with another man and my sweet, caring, cuckold husband comes in his pants with anybody touching him. 

It’s been almost ten months since I took up the role of cuckoldress in my marriage and Josh hasn’t fucked me once in all that time. The most action he gets is my hand – or, if I’m feeling especially kinky – I’ll sit on his face and let him enjoy everything my lover left behind, but that hasn’t happened for about two months now. These days, the most my husband gets to enjoy my body is when he hands me a towel after my shower, or peeks through the crack in the door while I dress for work. I took control of his pleasure a long time ago…

I sit in the break room at the office, staring through the window at the gray buildings beyond, my fingers absent-mindedly toying with the key hanging from the chain around my neck. Back when I first started wearing it, some people asked me why I have a key on necklace. I always gave the same response – a coy smile, followed by the words, ‘It’s a gift from my husband. It’s the key to his heart.’ People always thought it was so cute. They had no clue that it’s really the key to the tight metal prison that keeps my husband’s penis locked up tight, only to be released when – and if – I deem it necessary for him to receive pleasure. 

Naturally, I haven’t touched his penis for around three months now. What’s the point in giving him a handjob when he hasn’t earned it? If Josh was capable of pleasuring my pussy in the manner that a Goddess like me deserves, then why would I waste my energy jerking his little cock? 

Around me, I hear the vague gossip of the other women in the office, bitching about their husbands and boyfriends, their sex lives and the general state of their homes. It takes all my energy to refrain from saying, ‘All you gotta do is lock up his dick, girls. You’ll be amazed how much better your life gets.’ I toy with the key a little more, smiling at nothing in particular. I like to imagine that Josh’s

cage gets a little tighter every time my fingers brush the key. Wherever he is right now – grocery shopping, doing chores, watching TV – he’ll feel the pinch of unyielding metal around his shaft and balls and know that I am taking pleasure in his pain. 

He’s such a good husband like that. 

I glance at my watch. Half past three on a Friday afternoon. The working week is almost over, thank the lord. Everyone is looking forward to the weekend, to heading home and enjoying themselves for forty-eight hours and not have to think about anything work-related. As for me, I have other plans. Once five o’clock hits, I’m heading straight over to my current boyfriend’s apartment to spend the entire weekend lost in erotic bliss. I’m so looking forward to it – Chris always gives me the kind of hot, hard, heavy fuck I deserve. Josh gave me his blessing – not that he had much choice in the matter – so long as I told him everything and took plenty of videos. 

My phone buzzes on the table, flashing my boyfriend’s name. I snatch it up and head back to my office before answering the call. Last thing I want is all these gossipy bitches overhearing me talking to a man who is not my husband about all the filthy sex we’re going to have for the next two days. 

‘Hello lover,’ I say, pushing the office door shut with my heel. ‘I was just thinking about you.’

‘Something good, I hope?’ Chris says, an edge of humor in his voice. 

‘Always. What’s up? Can’t wait another couple hours to have me?’

‘Actually…’ I hear resignation in Chris’s voice. ‘I’m really sorry, Megan…’

I lean against the edge of my desk, already knowing what he’s going to say. All my adrenaline and excitement and energy fades away, like a pan of water coming off the boil. 

I listen in silence as Chris explains that his plans have changed at the last minute. 

Clients, meetings, projects. Whatever. All I can hear is the sound of my pussy groaning in frustration. 

 Dammit! This was supposed to be our big, sexy weekend! Now what am I

 supposed to do? 

‘I’m really sorry,’ Chris says. ‘We’ll definitely do it another time.’

‘Yeah, fine,’ I say, not even trying to hide how pissed off I am. ‘Gimme a call next week.’

I hang up and stay where I am for a moment, leaning against the desk with the phone in my hand. All those naughty, wicked, deeply erotic fantasies I’d been imagining throughout the week just went straight down the tubes. All the delicious scenarios Chris had whispered to me over the phone while Josh ate my puss – gone, just like that. 

‘Fuck,’ I say, to nobody in particular. To say that I’m frustrated right now is a fucking understatement. I’ve been craving this all week. Hell, I’ve been counting on having this wild, spectacular weekend of free-for-all fucking to the point where it was the only release I was going to enjoy. Now I’m just gonna go home to my husband like all the other sad sack clueless women in this office. 

 Unless…

A naughty voice whispers in the back of my mind. The same naughty voice that gives me all my good ideas – like locking Josh’s cock in a cage, or getting new boyfriends, or taking control of my own sex life. That naughty voice whispers, telling me a brand-new idea. A really fun, sexy idea. An idea that brings a cruel smile to my face. 

I dial home and lift the phone to my ear. Josh answers on the third ring. 

‘Hello?’ he says. 

‘You took your time answering,’ I say, my voice pitched somewhere between mocking cruelty and amusement. 

‘Hello Megan,’ my husband says. ‘I’m sorry, I was in the kitchen.’

I can picture the scene. My trained house husband, bent over the sink, scrubbing the dishes. One day I’ll have to get him a little maid’s outfit. That image brings a smile to my face. 

‘I’m calling because Chris had to bail on me,’ I say, absent-mindedly playing with a button on my pants. ‘Something came up, so this weekend is a bust.’

‘Aw, no!’ Josh says. My husband sounds even more disappointed than me that I won’t be getting fucked into oblivion tonight. ‘What’re you gonna do instead? 

Want me to call around, see who’s free?’

My sweet, cuckolded husband. How many other men would volunteer to call around his wife’s friends and find out who’s free to fuck her pussy raw that night? I bet the other women in this office would melt if they ever got such an offer. 

‘Thanks,’ I say, ‘but not today. I can’t wait that long. I need to fuck the second I get home.’

‘I’ll do anything you need,’ Josh says, subservient to the last. 

‘I know you will,’ I say, toying with the key around my neck again. Can he feel it? Does the cage get a fraction tighter around his cock? I wish it did. ‘But I really need to fuck tonight. You understand me? I want to fuck you tonight, Josh.’

There is a split-second pause on the other end of the line as my husband registers what I’ve just said. I can picture him standing in the living room, phone gripped tight by his ear. Maybe his hands are still caked in bubbles. Maybe he’s wearing his lounging shorts. 

‘M-me?’ My husband’s stutter is adorable. He’s like a little lost puppy who needs guidance and control and stimulation at all times. 

‘Yes,’ I say, putting a coy, seductive edge to my tone, like I would when making plans with any of my boyfriends. ‘I want to fuck you. Would you like that?’

‘Yes!’ He says, his eagerness getting the better of him for a crazy second. He takes a moment to collect himself and says again, ‘Yes. I would love that. If you want to, of course.’

‘I would like to fuck you,’ I say, lifting up the key and trailing it over my lips. It smells metallic. Tangy. Still new. Barely used. ‘But only if you’re capable of doing what I want. I like it rough and hard and animalistic, can you do that for

me, Josh?’

I hear him swallow. How tight is that cage pinching him now, I wonder? 

‘I can do that,’ he says, his voice hollow. He’s already picturing how he thinks this night is going to play out. I guarantee that he is dead fucking wrong on all counts. 

‘Good,’ I say, soothing him, putting him at ease. ‘Here’s what is going to happen. 

When I finish work, I’m gonna make a quick stop before coming home. If you want me to fuck you, you’re gonna have all your chores finished.’

‘They are!’ he says, interrupting me in his eagerness. 

‘And,’ I say, emphasizing my displeasure, ‘you will be wearing your special panties and a pair of stockings.’

There is a pause on the other end. He’s reluctant to talk again in case he interrupts. 

‘Is that clear?’ I say. 

‘Yes, my Goddess,’ Josh says. 

‘Good. Run along now. You’ve got a long night ahead.’

I hang up the phone, a wicked smile on my face. He has no fucking idea what’s in store for him tonight. 

****

The rest of my day passes fairly quickly and I have a sly smile on my face until the time finally hits five. I leave the office with everyone else, wishing a good weekend to all and sundry. Friday evening traffic isn’t too bad, either. I listen to

my own playlist on the drive home – a special getting in the mood playlist – and feel the beat begin to take over, my hips swaying and grinding in the car seat. It’s a shame I won’t be getting the raw, unrestrained, animalistic fuck I sorely need this weekend, but if tonight goes according to plan, I could have a lot of fun instead. 

I make a quick stop on the way home to pick up a little something special for tonight. I don’t buy gifts for Josh – usually he showers me with flowers or dinners or whatever – but today I’m making an exception. It’s been a long time since I let him have any fun, so this is going to be a special evening for him. I hope he appreciates all the effort I’m making. 

It’s almost six fifteen by the time I roll the car into the driveway and kill the engine. Night has already come and there’s frost in the air outside. It’s gonna be a cold evening. I put my special purchase in my handbag and get out of the car and walk to the front door. As always, my husband opens it as I approach, holding it ready for me like a devoted butler. 

‘Hi!’ Josh says, his eyes bright with excitement. He wears a bathrobe, his stocking-clad feet emerging from the bottom. I can see a bare chest through the V-shaped opening in the robe. ‘Did you have a good day, my love?’

I shrug and say, ‘It was fine. Nothing special.’

‘I’m sorry your boyfriend canceled,’ he says. ‘I know how much you were looking forward to it.’

I walk past him into the house and drop my keys on the hook, still clutching my bag. I want to keep the contents of my purchase a surprise for Josh. 

‘His loss is your gain,’ I say. ‘Can you grab my overnight bag from the trunk?’

Josh glances out at the car, then down at his feet. I can almost hear him trying to decide if it’s safe for him to walk outside, dressed like that. After a moment’s hesitation, my husband obeys, like he always does. 

‘Sure thing,’ he says, taking a step toward the door. 

I snap my fingers and he stop immediately. 

‘I’m gonna grab a shower and get myself ready,’ I say. ‘I’ll need the robe.’ I hold out my hand, an expectant expression on my face. 

Any other husband might protest at this. A real man might try and stand up to me and say something like, Why can’t you use the other robe? or tell me to get lost. 

But Josh is not like all the other husbands out there. Josh is well trained and obedient and knows that I enjoy humiliating him. 

My husband glances outside again – making sure the street is still quiet and empty – and slips the robe off his shoulders with a reluctant grimace. I fight to conceal a grin, forcing myself to appear bored, as though such a gut-wrenching and humiliating experience is simply par for the course. Josh takes off the robe, standing in our open doorway wearing only the items I instructed him to wear earlier – a pair of my panties and stockings. He’s chosen a pair of black panties with a little pink bow on the front. Not the sexiest pair, but definitely feminine. 

His cock cage is totally visible, the metal ridges causing a series of obvious bumps and bulges in the underwear. Nobody would see that and believe that it was his manhood. I can also see that his shaved his pubic hair for me, leaving his tiny cage utterly exposed. His legs look great in the stockings – smooth and feminine and cute. The best part of seeing him in stockings is that I know he would have been forced to shave his legs to put them on. There is nothing more emasculating for a man than the sensation of shaving his own legs, forced to remove something that defines him as a man. It always gives me a wicked thrill to make him humiliate himself for my entertainment. Like now, for instance. 

Josh hands me the robe and steps outside, wearing only his stockings and panties. I watch him walk down the driveway, his cute little butt clenched in fear. 

Who knows how many of our neighbors might catch a peek of him right now? 

The shame and adrenaline must be causing that cage to pinch his little cock all over again. 

I wait until he’s opened the trunk before I close the front door with a loud, definitive thud and lock it. Maybe the back door is open and he’ll creep around the house, dressed like a pervert, carrying a bag filled with my naughty underwear and lubes and sex toys. Maybe he’ll be locked outside until after my shower. Either way, it doesn’t matter to me. I head upstairs and strip naked and step into the shower, letting the warm water cleanse my body of the working week. It feels so wonderful. My hands rub lotion into my wet skin, making me feel fresh and alive again. 

My fingers cup my breasts a couple of times. Part of me wishes that Chris was here to help me clean up. The feel of his hands on my bare tits always sends a shiver of delight through my body, but I’m never sure if it’s because I love the touch of a new lover, or because I know Josh would go fucking crazy with impotent jealousy if he ever got the chance to watch me fuck another man. Josh has asked if I will fuck my lovers in front of him. I’m considering it, but I much prefer the tease and torment he endures while waiting for me to come home from my dates. 

I stay under the water for a few moments longer, letting my body be thoroughly cleansed and soothed by the warm cascade. My hands tease and caresses my mound, enjoying how smooth the bare skin feels. I treated myself to a wax in anticipation of this weekend, but it looks like that was pointless. Maybe – if Josh is a very good, very lucky husband – he’ll get to see my perfectly bare pussy for himself. I’m pretty sure he’s never seen that before. Shaved, yes, but not utterly bare and smooth like this. I love the feeling of trailing my fingers over my smooth mound. It makes me feel like a sexy, slutty goddess. Like the most beautiful, desirable woman on earth. I love the way men’s eyes light up when they take my panties off and see my bare lips for themselves. 

All right, I’ve been in the shower long enough now. Time to get out and have my fun. 

I turn off the water and step out into the bathroom. The tiled floor is warm under my feet. I wrap a towel around my naked body and open the bathroom door. 

Josh is sitting in the hallway, on a little stool where he always waits for me. Like a lost puppy. So cute. So pathetic. My overnight bag is on the floor at his feet. 

‘Why did you lock me out?’ he says, in a wounded voice. His eyes are filled with hurt. A lesser woman would melt before those eyes. I am not a lesser woman. I am a cuckoldress. I am his goddess. 

‘You left the door open. I didn’t want to lose all the warm air.’

‘I had to walk around the house dressed like this,’ he says, starting to whine with indignation. ‘What if somebody saw and called the cops?’

I shrug and say, ‘Then you’d be arrested and I could have a quiet night alone.’ I have to force myself to stop before I say something like, And you’d make very

good prison bitch. I don’t want to spoil my fun surprise. 

Josh opens his mouth to say something else – probably something fucking stupid and irritating – but I raise my finger and he stops in his tracks. 

‘If you want me to fuck you,’ I say, ‘then the only thing you’re going to say is sorry for leaving the front door open.’

Josh clamps his lips shut for a moment. I watch him swallow his pride. That look on his face makes my stomach flutter with joy. It means I have won again. Every woman should know and love that expression on a man – the look of shame and defeat and acknowledgement that you are superior to them in every way imaginable. 

‘I’m sorry,’ he says. ‘I should have closed the door behind me.’

‘Good,’ I say, taking a step toward him. The towel parts for a split second at my side, exposing a brief glimmer of my bare skin. His eyes flick down, hoping to see my body, but the moment is already over. ‘If you complain again, I’ll tie you to the kitchen table and leave you there. Understand?’

He nods, urgency in his movement. He desperately wants to please me. He has no idea what I’m going to put him through tonight. My sex tingles with pleasure at the thought. 

I lean down, giving him a brief glimpse of the swell of my breasts, and grab the overnight bag from between his feet. His eyes follow my breasts as I stand back upright, towering over him. If he had a backbone, he would pull the towel down and admire my body. Hell, some of my previous lovers have done exactly that, and fucked me immediately. But my well-trained little bitch doesn’t dare make a move. He’s too afraid that I won’t fuck him afterward. I have all the power and all the control and – mostly importantly – the key to his cock cage around my wet neck. 

‘Did you look inside?’ I say, raising an eyebrow. 

‘No,’ he says. 

‘No what?’

‘No, Goddess,’ he says. ‘I didn’t look inside.’

I turn away and head back to the bathroom. I call over my shoulder, ‘Are you sure? I know you love to sniff my panties.’

‘No, Goddess,’ he says. 

I pause at the bathroom door. I grab today’s underwear out of the laundry basket and toss them on the floor in front of him. 

‘You can sniff those until I’m ready,’ I say. ‘But you can’t touch them.’

As I close the door, I see Josh looking at the crumpled underwear on the floor, frowning, wondering how to follow my orders. I shut the door to hide my smirk and begin to get ready. 

Every husband loves to see his wife dressed in sexy underwear, but my dear man hasn’t had that pleasure to himself for many months now. This overnight bag contains about a half-dozen lingerie sets that I thought Chris might enjoy seeing me wear. Josh has never had the privilege of seeing my body in anything this revealing for a few years now. I’m pretty sure that brief towel flash a few seconds ago was the most skin he’s seen since I first bought him that cage. 

I toss the towel on the rack and select an appropriate set of underwear for tonight. Nothing too frilly or fancy or revealing – a simple plain black bra and matching panties. But I know that the sight of me wearing something even as plain and bland as this will probably drive Josh fucking crazy. I gather up my wet hair and tie it into a tight bun on top of my head. Nothing makes a woman look more powerful than having her hair tightly constrained like this. Once Josh sees me looking this way, he’ll know I’m not fucking around. 

I check myself out in the mirror, making sure that my breasts look full and swollen in this bra. They do. My butt looks pretty hot, too. Shame Josh won’t be enjoying any of it tonight. I have something else in mind for him. Something we’ve never done before. 

I open my own bag and take out the items I bought on the way home tonight. 

The items I picked up from an adult store behind the mall. The items that brought a smile to the cashier’s face when he rang them up. 

Today’s purchases – a little treat for my husband for being such a good, obedient boy – are a purple strap-on dildo and a studded dog collar with a matching leash. 

Good gifts for a good boy. I can’t help but smile at the weight and feel of the dildo in my hands. It’s about six inches long, about as thick as my index and middle finger together. Beginner size, the guy at the store called it. Perfect for someone new to anal, he said. I wonder if he imagined me using it on a girl, or if he could tell by the key around my neck that this toy was going to burrow into my husband’s asshole? The thought that someone out there knows what I’m planning to do to Josh tonight – and is amused by it – makes me flush with excitement. 

The strap-on is a mixture of harness and underwear. The dildo protrudes through a tight hole in the front to keep the shaft from loose, while the straps tighten around your thighs to hold everything in place – after all, you want your hands free to really enjoy this. I slip the straps up my legs and buckle them into position, flexing and bending to make sure it’s all comfortable. The dildo doesn’t feel awkward or heavy. I shimmy side to side a couple of times, watching the purple shaft sway left and right. It’s a comical image. No wonder guys keep admiring their junk, it’s hilarious. 

I gather up the collar and leash in one hand and open the bathroom door a crack. 

What I see in the hallway makes me grin with happiness. 

Josh is on his hands and knees, sniffing at my panties like a dog. I hear him inhale deeply a couple of times, his nose as close to the fabric as he can get. 

How much does his cage grip now, I wonder? Does it hurt him to smell my panties while wearing that device? 

‘Close your eyes,’ I say, giving him an order. 

My husband snaps upright, staying on his knees, and squeezes his eyes shut. I open the door and walk out into the hallway, the purple dildo bobbing and waving in the air with every step. 

‘I have a couple of gifts for you,’ I say. ‘Presents. You’ve been a very obedient boy, Josh. Very well trained. I’m proud of you. Thanks to you, I get all the big, hard cocks I want, while you wait at home with nothing.’

I bend down and slip the dog collar around his throat. He keeps still, eyes shut tight. He’s better than a real dog. 

‘It’s not really fair that I should get all these big cocks and you get nothing,’ I say, carefully adjusting the collar and pulling it tight, making sure that he won’t choke on it. I’m a dominant bitch, not a cruel one. ‘So I decided that – for tonight, anyway – I’m gonna let you have a little fun. Would you like that?’

‘Yes, Goddess,’ he says. 

‘Good.’

I stand back, holding the leash in one hand, and put the other hand on my hip. I aim the dildo at his face and say, ‘Open your eyes.’

Josh looks up at me. At first he sees me in my underwear. His face lights up in joy. Then he sees the dildo and a cloud of confusion crosses his expression. 

Finally, he turns his head and follows the studded leash from my hand, realizing what I’ve looped around his throat. He absorbs all these details in just a few seconds. 

‘Goddess?’ he says, hesitation in his voice. He doesn’t want to sound ungrateful, but he’s worried. Intimidated. The beginner-sized dildo pointing at his face is bigger than his own cock. We both know it. 

‘Yes?’ I say, forcing myself to sound irritated by his lack of appreciation. In all honesty, his reaction amuses me. ‘Is this what you wanted?’

‘Uh…’ he pauses, trying to find the words. ‘I thought you said…’

‘That I was going to fuck you,’ I say. I rattle the leash, jerking his neck gently. 

‘And I am. Like I said, it’s not fair that I get all the big cocks to myself. I need to learn how to share.’

His eyes flick between my face and the purple cock aiming at his face. I can see worry in his expression. Not outright fear, but worry. 

‘Goddess,’ he says, ‘we haven’t talked about this…’

I pull him a little closer with the leash. He doesn’t resist or try to move away. He is my lamb to the slaughter. 

‘We don’t need to,’ I say. I stroke the key hanging from my necklace. ‘I wear

this, so I make the rules, isn’t that right?’

‘Goddess…’

I pull him a little closer. The dildo is only an inch from his face now. The sight of my husband kneeling so close to a cock makes my pussy throb. 

‘Did you think I was really gonna let you put that pathetic little penis anywhere near my body?’ I laugh at the absurdity of such an idea. ‘The only thing your tiny cock is good for is being locked away. I did the world a favor when I caged you. No, Josh. I said I was going to fuck you tonight, and this is what I meant.’

I stroke the shaft with my free hand, jerking off myself off in his face. His eyebrows knit together as he studies the length and thickness of the dildo. I can see that he’s weakening. His resistances are slowly tumbling. 

‘Does it…’ he licks his dry lips, ‘does it hurt?’

I shrug. 

‘I’ve had my ass fucked by bigger men than this,’ I say. ‘I enjoyed it.’

He opens his mouth to plead again, but I cut him off with a raised hand. I’m starting to get sick of his whining. 

‘I’ll give you a choice,’ I say. ‘You can either do as I fucking say – right now, like you always have – or I can call up my biggest, blackest boyfriend to come over here tonight and give you the real thing. What’s it gonna be?’

He swallows. There is a moment’s silence. 

‘This,’ he says at last. 

I smile. 

‘That’s what I thought,’ I say. I grip the leash tight with one hand and cup his chin with the other. ‘I’ve always wanted to say this… suck my cock, you fucking bitch.’

I pull the leash again, yanking his head toward the dildo. My husband finally

opens his mouth and the dildo glides between his lips. I can’t wipe the vicious smile of purest satisfaction from my face. This is the most humiliating thing I’ve ever done to him. Worse than making him wear my panties and stockings. Worse than locking him out of the house earlier. Even worse than sending him to the store to buy more lube while I fucked my lover in our bed. This is the sexiest, most empowering, most exhilarating experience of my sexual life. 

Josh sucks the tip of the dildo, slowly at first, his eyes burning with shame and humiliation. After a few moments, I push my hips forward, plunging the purple shaft deeper into his mouth, grinning as I watch two, three, and four inches enter my husband’s mouth. 

‘Oh, look at you,’ I say, taunting him, ‘look how easily you suck that cock! Are you sure you’ve never done this before?’

He shakes his head, the collar jingling like chimes. 

‘No?’ I say. ‘Not even once? I can imagine you at a rest stop bathroom, sucking dick through a glory hole. I bet you would love that.’

Before he can respond, I push the dildo further into his mouth, until every purple inch is buried between his lips. His eyes water with the effort of not choking. My sweet little husband has six inches of my girl cock in his throat. 

‘Come on,’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his short hair. ‘Show me how thankful you are. I bought this cock for you! I’m not gonna suck it.’

I start to move his head back and forth, forcing him to fellate the dildo. After a few moments, he gets the idea and starts moving on his own, sucking my cock like a good bitch. A tear rolls down his face. 

‘Do you like the taste of my cock?’ I say. 

He doesn’t answer. I pull the cock out of his mouth and slap him hard across the cheek with my free hand. 

‘Hey, cocksucker!’ I say, pulling the chain tight and forcing him to look up at me. ‘I asked you a fucking question! Do you like the taste of my cock?’

‘Yes Goddess,’ he says, panting, spit and drool leaking from the corners of his

mouth. 

I pull his head toward me again, shoving the dildo to the back of his throat. He takes it all like a good little bitch, hands at his sides, even when she starts to make those cute gagging noises. My boyfriends love hearing me make those sounds when I deepthroat their cocks. I can see why. It’s fucking adorable hearing someone put your own pleasure before their ability to breathe. 

Josh bobs his head back and forth, his lips dragging up and down the shaft. I watch his spit slowly coat the purple shaft. After a few moments, I begin to get bored. He’s just going through the motions. I want him to enjoy it. 

‘Come on, you worthless bitch!’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his hair, seeing pain contort his face. ‘Suck it better! Pretend you’re sucking my boyfriend’s cock!’

He starts to move a little faster now, beginning to get the hang of giving a blowjob. I see his tongue flick out and around the shaft as he moves his head at different speeds and angles. 

‘That’s it, just like that,’ I say, stroking his hair with affection. ‘You’re good little cocksucker, aren’t you?’

He makes a throaty groan of agreement. I let him move at his own pace for a few moments, until I’m sure he’s well acquainted with the size and thickness of my toy. Then I tug the chain a couple of times, pulling him deeper onto the shaft. He looks up at me each time, tears filling his eyes. He looks so adorable like that –

on his knees, wearing a collar and panties and stockings, his cock all caged up and a helpless look on his face. It’s enough to make a girl weak at the knees –

shame I’m not the kind of girl who gets weak at the knees. 

‘You’re good at this,’ I say, teasing him. ‘I want you to get my cock nice and wet. We both know where this is going next, don’t we?’

Josh’s water-filled eyes look up at me. He pleads with me silently, still slowly sucking my purple dick, begging with his eyes not to do this to him. 

‘Don’t give me that look,’ I say. ‘I told you exactly what was going to happen tonight and you agreed. I said I wanted to fuck you – rough, hard, intense fucking. You wanted it, too. Don’t fucking look at me like that.’

I push his head back, forcing the dildo to slip out of his mouth with a loud, wet noise. His spit and drool clings to the shaft in silvery strands. I get a wicked idea and pull him in close again with the leash. I use my other hand to grasp the base of my new cock and wipe it over his face, spreading spit and slobber across my husband’s lips, cheeks, chin, and forehead. He grimaces, closing his eyes. 

‘There,’ I say, leaning back and inspecting my handiwork. ‘You look so much prettier now. You look like I do when my boyfriends throat-fuck me.’

Josh gasps for breath and says, ‘Thank you, Goddess.’

I step back and turn in the direction of our bedroom. Josh stays on his knees for a moment, until I give his leash a tug. 

‘Come on,’ I say. ‘Let’s get the real fun started.’

Josh starts getting to his feet. I slap his shoulder, hard. The sound echoes in the hallway. A red handprint immediately blossoms on his bare skin. 

‘No,’ I say. ‘You stay on your knees. Only a man walks into this bedroom. Do you see a fucking man around here? All I see is a cocksucking sissy bitch wearing panties and stockings!’

Josh’s cheeks flush with color. He sinks back to his knees and crawls along the floor behind me. I lead him into our elegantly decorated bedroom like that, forcing him to crawl like a dog. The sight of my husband acting so submissive and meek sends more tingles rippling through my pussy. I gotta hurry up so I can get my turn. All this dominance is making me wet. 

I stop at the foot of our bed and hook the leash over the end of a bedpost. Josh gets the hint and kneels in place, like a dog waiting for his owner to leave the store. I walk around the bed and open my underwear drawer and take out a few items – two pairs of handcuffs and a small bottle of lube. 

Josh follows me with his eyes as I walk back to him and stop, the wet and shiny dildo just a few inches away from his face. He doesn’t flinch or back away. His lips part and seal again a few times, as though he wants my cock back in his mouth. He’s already learning. 

‘Hands,’ I say. 

My husband raises both his hands, reminding me of a dog begging for treats. I hide a smirk and snap one handcuff around each wrist. I point at the bed frame. 

‘On your feet,’ I say. ‘Hold.’

Josh stands up and places his hands on the bed frame, spread nice and wide. I take the other end of one handcuff and snap it into place around the frame. I walk around him and do the same on the other side. My husband is now cuffed to the bed, arms spread wide, unable to free himself or move away or resist in any way. The sight of him like this – helplessly spread and wearing those cute panties – makes me tingle all over. Sometimes it’s fun to be the dominant one. 

‘Let’s get these off,’ I say, grabbing his panties and pulling them all the way down. ‘These look good on you. I think you’ll be wearing these every day from now on, what do you think?’

‘Yes, Goddess,’ he says. 

I toss his panties on the bed and pop the cap on the lube bottle. He turns his head to watch me squeeze a little out onto my palm, eyes wide with both fascination and fear. I stroke the dildo with one hand, caressing pale, shiny lube across the surface, until the whole thing gleams. 

‘Goddess,’ he says, voice trembling a little now. ‘Please…’

‘Shut up,’ I say. ‘From now on, the only thing I want to hear from you is, Yes and, Thank you. Do you fucking understand?’

He hesitates before nodding slowly. 

‘You know what,’ I say, snatching up the panties again, ‘this’ll keep you fucking quiet.’

I stuff the panties into his mouth, gagging him. Josh’s cheeks burn with shame and humiliation. His eyes flick down to the key around my neck. 

‘Oh, this?’ I say, catching his gaze and lifting up the chain. ‘You want me to unlock your little dickie, do you?’

He nods. 

‘You want me to jerk you off while I fuck your ass?’

He nods again. 

‘I don’t think so.’ I let the key fall back into place against my skin. ‘You can wish that I’ll touch your cock, but that’s not happening tonight. 

His expression turns to begging. I slap his cheek again. 

‘Don’t fucking look at me like that,’ I say. ‘This is happening. Right now.’

I step around behind him. I force my knees between his legs and shove his feet apart. He spreads his stance for me, leaving his ass unprotected and available. 

‘You’ve always wanted to be my little bitch,’ I say, with a trace of cruel humor. 

‘Looks like you’re gonna get that wish…’

I trail the wet and slippery head of the dildo up and down his ass crack. He shivers and trembles, the handcuffs rattling against the bed frame. The sound makes me laugh. Then I grab one ass cheek and pull it gently, opening him up, and press the tip of my purple cock against my husband’s asshole. I hear a sharp intake of breath, muffled through the panties in his mouth. 

‘Tell me you love me,’ I say. 

Josh’s response is muffled, but clear enough. He says, ‘I love you.’

I push forward and force the dildo into my husband’s virgin ass. His body tenses as though receiving an electric shock. A muffled whimper escapes his mouth. 

His hands curl into fists. 

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘Feels good, don’t it?’

He grunts through clenched teeth, air hissing through the panties blocking his mouth. It’s a wonderful sound. 

I push forward a little harder, feeling his asshole start to give in to the pressure of my dildo. His shudders, gripping the bedframe, every muscle in his arms bulging with the strain. I slap his ass to get his attention. 

‘Relax,’ I say. ‘You gotta let it in, or it’s gonna hurt.’

He pauses. Takes a breath. Relaxes. Josh’s body unclenches, his muscles receding, posture changing, butt relaxing. I push forward gently and the tip of the dildo penetrates his ass. He gasps, a mixture of pain and pleasure. I know the sound very well. I make that sound every time my boyfriends choose my asshole over my pussy. 

‘There you go,’ I say, patting his ass with approval. I press forward a little more and the shaft of my dildo sinks into tight asshole. He makes a series of deep, throaty gurgling noises, hands jerking and rattling the handcuffs as he struggles against the inevitable pressure that now consumes him. 

I smile to myself as I take my husband’s ass for the first time, forcing him to experience something very few straight men get to enjoy. The raw, powerful feeling of total control is exhilarating. I feel like the ultimate woman. The strongest, most beautiful Goddess on earth. 

‘Oh, you like that,’ I say, pushing the rest of the dildo inside him until the harness touches his bare ass. ‘You like getting fucked by me, don’t you?’

He gasps and grunts and groans. He nods. 

‘Look at you, baby,’ I say, in a mocking tone. ‘You’re a filthy little anal slut now, aren’t you?’

He nods again, breathing hard. 

‘Does it feel good having my cock in your ass?’ I say, gripping his hips with my hands. ‘It feels so fucking good for me. Better than having you fuck me, anyway.’

He moans into the gag now, his body going limp and accepting this new experience. I take that as a sign to move on to more intense pleasures. I hold his hips and slowly start to fuck his ass, making him my bitch, listening to him gasp and moan and groan with every tiny movement. I know exactly what he’s experiencing. I remember the first time a man fucked my asshole. It was more intense than I expected, but so much fun. 

‘Oh, my husband likes having his ass fucked,’ I say, rocking my hips back and

forth, thrusting him in slow, careful strokes, making sure I push the dildo all the way inside him every time. ‘My big, strong man is actually dirty little butt slut, huh?’

Josh moans louder in response. Part of me considers unlocking his cage so he can jerk off, but another part really loves the fact that he can’t pleasure himself right now. It feels so much more wicked and cruel. 

‘You want me to fuck you harder?’ I say. ‘Come on, you fucking sissy bitch, let me hear moan like a whore.’

Josh cries out as loud as he can with that gag in his mouth. The sound is the most feminine, slutty noise he has ever made. I laugh, loving his submission and his weakness, and start to fuck him harder. He pushes back into my thrusts, taking my girl cock deeper and deeper, moaning louder with every pump. I try and keep up a steady rhythm, slamming into his ass over and over, but it’s trickier than I imagined. I’m not used to being on this side of the thrusting. 

I spank his ass and pump him full of my dildo, loving the mewling, whimpering, groaning noises that he makes. I laugh at the way he arches his back, offering his ass to me. I knew he was a natural submissive. I didn’t realize he was a natural anal whore, too. 

‘Are you sure you’ve never been fucked in the ass before?’ I say, spanking him again. ‘You’re good at taking my dick. Maybe I’ll have to get my boyfriends to warm you up next time.’

He moans again, either encouragement or fear, and the sound spurs me on. My pussy is on fire right now! I love being in control like this. 

I fuck his ass over and over, feeling his butt muscles relax and loosen as the pounding continues. Seems like my little butt slut hubby is getting used to this cock. I’ll have to consider getting a bigger size next time. 

His whimpers and moans reach a crescendo. He body begins to jerk and shudder, held in place by the restraints. Before I can ask if he’s okay, it suddenly dawns on me that he’s on the verge of a climax. My husband is going to come while I fuck his ass. 

‘Come for me,’ I say, savage fury overtaking me. I want this. I want this more

than anything. I want my husband to come while I fill his ass with my girl cock. 

I want him to know that I took his ass and he loved it so much he came like a dirty bitch. ‘I give you permission to come!’

He moans again, a single rising note of pleasure and shame that fills the air all around us. I pump him again and again and again, not letting up my pace. Then I hear the exquisite sound of liquid dripping on the floor. I glance down to see familiar pearly white drops of his pleasure trickling to the floor in thick, syrupy strands. Josh has climaxed, his come leaking through the cage and splashing onto the floor. I feel warm droplets land on my bare feet and grin. I love it. I’ve broken him. I’ve made him dress in stockings and shave his legs. I’ve made him a cuckold. Now I’ve made him come while I fuck his ass. 

Perfection. 

His warm, sticky come rolls over my feet, dribbling between my toes. The feeling is both gross and amusing. I continue my steady thrusting, pushing the dildo deep into his ass, each pump causing another trickle of come to cascade through the bars of his cock cage. I wonder how frustrating it must feel for him to climax without managing an erection. That thought makes me feel even more powerful. I drive my girl cock as deep as it can go, loving how fucking good it makes me feel to dominate him like this. 

Josh whimpers in pain and pleasure. I can’t keep myself from laughing. The situation is erotic and absurd at the same time. My cuckold husband just became a greedy little anal slut and he loved it so much he came all over the floor. 

He trembles and shudders, his moan rising in pitch as the sound of my delighted laughter fills the air. His body bucks, pushing against me, taking my hard purple shaft deeper and deeper into his ass. He must be going crazy with the sensations right now. The earlier pain has entirely faded away, replaced by the sheer orgasmic pleasure of being fucked. I know that feeling very well. Josh has utterly given himself over to the pleasure of having my girl cock thrusting deep into his virgin ass. 

Josh’s moans turn to wails of indescribable passion as I continue my relentless, steady pounding. I grip his hips for support and drive the dildo into him over and over, as deep as it can reach. His ass accepts it willingly, taking me hungrily. I’m starting to see why guys love anal so much. 

After a few moments, his climax passes and the steady trickle of thick, warm semen comes to an end. His body relaxes, slumping into the bed frame, his ass still thrust out toward me. He pants and groans through the gag, breathing hard now. 

I pump his ass full a few more times, feeling him shudder more and more with every thrust. It must be so intense for him right now – whenever my lovers keep fucking me after a climax, I can feel it through my entire body. 

Then I finally ease back and let my girl cock slide out of his gaping ass. I pat him on the back like a puppy. 

‘Good boy,’ I say. ‘Did you like being fucked up the ass like a little bitch?’

He nods slowly, looking back over at me with a face full of shock, shame, and post-orgasm clarity. It must be dawning on him all over again – my wife just fucked my ass and I liked it – and I hope he’s eager to do this again soon. 

I leave him cuffed to the bed for a moment and head to the bathroom. I unclip the straps holding the dildo in place at my groin and take the contraption off. I toss the dildo into the bath tub – Josh can clean that later – and glance down at my feet. My dear husband sure made a mess! My painted toes are frosted with fresh cum. He’ll have to clean the carpet this weekend, or his come will leave a stain. 

When I return to the bedroom, he’s still exactly as I left him – bent over and trapped in place. I briefly entertain the idea of unlocking him, but then I change my mind. Right now, he’s the most obedient man on the planet. I want to have some more fun with that. What’s the point in having a husband you can fuck up the ass if you don’t humiliate him a little more? 

I climb on the bed and sit right in front of him and cup his chin in my hand, forcing him to look me in the eye. 

‘You liked being fucked up the ass,’ I say, stating a fact. 

He nods, eyes filled with shame and humiliation. 

‘Don’t be upset,’ I say. ‘You’ll love it even more next time.’

There’s a tiny gleam of excitement in his eyes, masked by the shame he feels about letting me do this to him. My sweet husband. Such a good bitch. 

‘What do we say to our Goddess?’ I say. I take the panties out of his mouth and drop them on the floor. 

‘Thank you, Goddess,’ he says. 

‘What are you thanking me for?’

He opens and closes his mouth for a moment, stretching his aching jaw. Then he says, ‘Thank you for letting me come. And for… for fucking my ass.’

‘I enjoyed it almost as much as you did.’ I lean in, as though about to kiss him, but stop before our lips connect. ‘But honey… you made a mess.’

Josh glances down at the floor. He sees the creamy pool on the carpet between his legs and a nervous smile crosses his lips. 

‘Sorry, Goddess,’ he says. ‘I’ll clean that up.’

‘No,’ I say. ‘Not that mess.’

I straighten my legs and place my feet on the bed frame, underneath his face. He sees the come clinging to my feet and trickling between my toes. He looks at me, face impassive, wondering what I am about to make him do. 

‘Clean it,’ I say. 

He hesitates for a second. Then he rattles the handcuffs at his wrists, demonstrating that he can’t move. 

‘I don’t want you to clean it with your hands,’ I say. I grab the leash again and pull his face down. ‘I said clean it.’

After a moment’s pause, my husband’s tongue flicks out and brushes my foot. It feels warm and wet and tickles a little. I keep my face neutral as he slowly lick my foot, tasting his own salty spend. It must be so thick and potent after so long without release. 

Josh slowly and lovingly licks my foot clean, lapping up every last drop. I push my toes into his mouth, forcing him to suck them. He looks at me with pleading eyes, hoping that he is doing this right. I respond with a cruel smile. 

He moves from one foot to the next. I keep a firm grip on his leash, holding him in place. The sight of my husband gingerly licking his own come off my feet drives me fucking crazy. My pussy burns red-hot. I need my turn now. 

‘That’s good,’ I say, shoving my toes in his mouth again, feeling his tongue caressing my skin. ‘You’ve done so good, Josh. I think you should get a reward.’

He nods, eyes filled with hope and happiness. 

I sit back on the bed, legs parted, letting him see the black V of my panties as they hug my hungry pussy. Josh’s eyes almost bulge out of his head. It’s been so long since he saw my pussy. 

‘For being such a good boy and taking my cock up your ass like a dirty slut,’ I say, a smile creeping over my face, ‘you deserve to eat my pussy for a while.’

He nods, desperation in his face. I slip my fingers under my panties, moving extra slow to tease him. I feel my smooth mound and hot, wet lips with a soft fingertip, making a little sigh of pleasure. 

My phone rings from the bathroom. I take my fingers out of my panties. Josh reacts like he’s just been stabbed. 

‘Goddess, please!’ he says, his desperation reaching boiling point. ‘Please!’

‘Don’t be greedy,’ I say. I climb off the bed and walk into the bathroom. My phone is still in my bed. I take it out and check the screen. It’s Chris. I answer. 

‘You better be calling to apologize for fucking up my weekend,’ I say. 

He laughs down the phone. 

‘Actually,’ he says, ‘I’m hoping to make it up to you… I’ve managed to get a lot of shit done tonight, so I’m free now – if you still wanted to come over, that is.’

My pussy throbs with need at the thought of receiving Chris’s huge, fat cock. I

mull over the options for a few seconds. My husband’s tongue, or my boyfriend’s dick? It’s not much of a choice. 

‘Sure,’ I say. ‘I can be there in about thirty minutes.’

‘Perfect. I’ll be waiting.’

I hang up and shove the phone in my bag, a warm and fuzzy feeling in my chest. 

I gather up my stuff and walk back into the bedroom. Josh cranes his head, trying to look at me. 

‘Goddess,’ he says, ‘please, I need to taste you…’

‘Not tonight,’ I say. ‘The plan’s changed.’

I open a drawer and grab a simple dress. I pull it over my head and adjust it quickly in the mirror. 

‘What?’ Josh says. ‘Are you leaving?’

‘Yes,’ I say, grabbing the keys to the handcuffs. ‘Chris is free now, so I’m gonna spend the night with him. You don’t mind, do you?’

‘But… but…’ His expression is that of a wounded puppy. It’s as pathetic as it is sickening. I grab the panties from the floor and shove them back in his mouth to quell the mewling. 

‘I’ll be back tomorrow,’ I say. I drop the keys on the floor at his feet. ‘I expect the carpet clean and your new toy washed and in my drawer. If you don’t do as I ask, I’ll fuck your ass with the biggest dildo possible. Understand?’

He nods slowly, eyes filling with tears. 

‘Good boy,’ I say. I kiss him on the cheek and walk out of the room and back downstairs, the sound of his muffled whimpers and sobs filling the air. The sound makes me even wetter. I slip into my shoes and leave the house, ready to get the hot, hard, heavy fuck I deserve. 

###
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Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

You Wanted This

 He wants me. I want him. We’re both consenting adults. What do I care about my vows? 

 Emily is on the verge of fulfilling her husband Andrew’s greatest fantasy – to have sex with another man. But before she can take her date to the next level, Andrew calls, unsure if he can really go through with this. 

 Although her husband has his doubts, Emily has never been so sure of herself. 

 She wants to go through with this – even if Andrew is on the phone, listening to every filthy moment…

‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his faint voice floating up from next to my lover’s naked leg. ‘Are you there?’

I push my breasts together with my hands, enveloping Clark’s shaft. He grins rolls his hips, pumping my full, hard tits. I spit on his cock head, moaning at the sensation of his red-hot shaft gliding up and down my breasts. It feels fucking fantastic. My husband isn’t big enough to do this. 

‘I’m here, honey,’ I say, another moan of delight escaping my lips. ‘Clark’s fucking my titties!’

‘He’s doing what?’

Clark rocks his hips harder and says in a loud, clear voice, ‘I’m fucking your wife’s tits!’

My husband falls into stunned silence. I can almost hear him trembling. Clark groans as he uses my body for his own pleasure. That knowledge drives me crazy with lust. 

‘He’s really enjoying my big, hard tits, honey. He says, Thank you for buying them.’

Andrew makes a moan. The sound is a perfect blend of pleasure and pain. 

‘Emily, please…’ he says, in a pathetic whimper. ‘Please come home. Don’t do this.’

Clark pushes my head down. His big cock slips effortlessly between my tits and into my mouth with every thrust. He growls; a low, breathy sound of blissful satisfaction. I make delighted little giggles every time the head of his cock passes my lips. 

Finally, I lift up my head and respond to my husband. I say, ‘Not yet, honey. I haven’t fucked him yet. Wasn’t that the biggest part of your fantasy?’

I stand up and push Clark back onto the bed. He lies down, hard cock pulsing toward the roof like an arrow pointing to heaven. God, he looks incredible. Hard body, hard cock, arrogant, horny smile on his handsome face. I take my panties off and stand naked in his bedroom. He looks me up and down, studying my figure, eyes glittering with triumph and lust. 

‘I don’t think I wanna share you!’ Andrew says, imploring desperately. I know that tone. That’s the voice he uses when he knows it’s too late to change my mind. I don’t think I wanna paint the bathroom green! Too late, honey. Far too late. 

I push the phone further onto the bed, moving it away from us. I climb up onto

my lover and slowly kiss his chest, sending little tingles through his body. I hear him inhale harsh, sharp breaths. His hands paw at my body. 

‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his voice faint and pathetic in the room. The sound of my husband’s pleading, begging voice makes Clark’s wicked grin broaden. 

‘Honey,’ I say, straddling Clark’s body, ‘I know that we talked about this and we agreed on using condoms if things ever went this far… but, honestly, his cock is fucking beautiful. I really wanna feel it inside me properly. I don’t want him to wear a condom. I want to feel it. You don’t mind if Clark fucks me bareback…

do you?’

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Nothing Personal

‘Don’t take this the wrong way or nothing, but I’m probably gonna screw your girl tonight.’

 Ryan is trying to have fun, but it’s not working. He’s at a party with his new girlfriend, Gina, surrounded by people he doesn’t know. It’s not going great, but he’s sticking it out for Gina. 

 But then a stranger comes along and says that he will be sleeping with Gina tonight. Ryan has no idea who this guy is, or why he’s going to seduce another man’s girl. All Ryan wants to do is take care of his date and get out of this house

 – but where is Gina? She’s been missing for a while now…

The bathroom door is at the far end of the hallway. It’s closed tight. A couple of people stand outside, waiting their turn. I push past them and hammer on the door with my fist. 

‘Come on!’ I say. ‘You still in there?’

Desperation rises like a balloon inside me. My heart starts to beat faster, becoming erratic. I think I’m going to have a heart attack. What the fuck is going on behind this door? I hammer the wood again. This time the door rattles in the frame. 

‘Settle down, bro,’ says a guy behind me. ‘You’re gonna break the door.’

I clench my fists and stare at the door, wondering how hard I need to hit this to break it. I could do that. Kick open the door and carry Gina out like a hero. My leg twitches in anticipation. Ready to start kicking. Ready to smash the door to pieces. 

The lock clicks open. I stand back, fists clenched, ready to leap into action. A young woman pulls the door open and stands in front of me, confusion on her face. 

‘What’s going on?’ she says, slurring badly. 

I push past her and look around. The bathroom is empty. 

‘Where’s Gina?’ I say. 

‘Who?’

‘The other girl!’

‘There’s no one else,’ she says, wrinkling her nose at me. She walks out of the room and staggers along the hallway. I follow her out and the next person heads into the bathroom and shuts the door. 

Panic seizes me. Where is Gina? What’s she doing? There’s no other way upstairs, so we can’t have missed each other. She’s gotta be around here somewhere. Somewhere. 

I glance off to my left. The hallway continues in that direction for a few feet, with two closed doors at either side near the end. A knee-high gate has been erected in the middle of the hallway, the kind of barrier you’d use to prevent a small dog or a baby from accessing an unsafe area. Nobody is stood around in that direction. Those must be the bedrooms, the only places off-limits to partygoers. 

The bedrooms. 

I stride down the hall and step over the gate without moving it. The sounds of the party fall away, replaced the sound of my pounding heart and rushing blood. 

Terror grips my chest with icy talons. I turn to the door on the left and push it open. Nothing. Just a dark bedroom beyond, the furniture covered in shadows and the drapes pulled across a wide window. 

Stepping back, I close the door and turn to face the other room. I grab the handle and turn it quickly and throw the door open. 

I see Gina in the dull orange light of a small reading lamp. She’s facing me. On all fours. On a king size bed. Fingers gripping the bed sheets. Shirt on. Jeans off. 

Eyes rolled back in her head. Mouth open in a wide O. Body rocking back and forth. She sees me without seeing me. A passionate groan escapes her lips. 

The shock of seeing her like this takes me a moment to register the rest of the room. After a few long seconds, I realize that she isn’t alone. There’s a man behind her. A man I’ve only met once. A man I recognize immediately due to his massive, bulky frame. 

Also available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Reunion

 Who is this guy and why is my wife so excited to see him? 

 Liam and Nicole are heading out to a charming cabin retreat for Nicole’s high school reunion. It promises to be a fun event – reminiscing, drinking, dancing, the works. 

 But Nicole only has eyes for one man tonight. Instead of remaining at her husband’s side, she’s all over a handsome guy named Damon. As Liam tries to win back his wife’s affections, he learns all about Damon and his history with Nicole. Liam needs to move fast, before his wife does something she can never take back…

‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’

‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’

‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt. 

‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’

I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move. 

She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement. 

Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement. 

‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’

‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice. 

‘Like you used to.’

She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it. 

Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. 

The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra. 

She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me. 

He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready. 

‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He

traces a thumb over her lips. 

Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. 

He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. 

She loves it. 

I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it. 

My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. 

Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it. 

‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’

‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’

‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’

The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. 

This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard. 

‘Open your mouth,’ he says. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Happy Anniversary

 This is it. No backing out now. My wife is about to meet her old boyfriend – the biggest lover she’s ever had…

 Wedding anniversaries are a special occasion for all couples, and Connor intends to make this night the most memorable one ever. He’s treating his wife Ellie to a romantic getaway by the coast. A cute hotel. Romantic walks. Dinner dates. And her hung ex-boyfriend. 

 Ellie has no idea what Connor is planning, but she’s more than delighted to go along for the ride – and what a ride she’s about to enjoy…

‘Do you wanna grab a drink and hang out in our room?’ she says. ‘It might be easier… you know, to talk.’

‘Sure,’ Aiden says. He orders a drink. I grab a bottle of wine and three glasses and follow my wife and her ex-boyfriend through the bar. I feel people’s eyes on my back, but I don’t turn around. Ahead of me, Aiden slips his arm around my wife’s slender waist and pulls her close to his body. She doesn’t resist. The sight

of them walking like lovers, utterly ignorant to me, is both arousing and stomach-churning. 

Ellie leads Aiden across the bar and back through the quiet reception. The wide windows look out on black nothingness now. The moon and stars are hidden behind clouds and the sea is a barely-visible gray mass in the distance. We walk up the stairs together – me still following like a faithful puppy – and turn off at the first hallway. It only takes a few moments before we’re standing outside the room I rented to celebrate with my wife. Now we’re about to invite someone else inside. Someone else who may or may not destroy my marriage. It’s a hell of a risk…

But one I so desperately want to take. 

Ellie unlocks the door was walks into the room with perfectly casualness. Aiden and I hang back by the door for a brief moment. He casts a glance at me and half-smiles. 

‘You’re alright, man,’ he says. Then he walks after my wife into the room. 

I follow, closing the door behind me. Ellie sits on the edge of the wide bed, trying to look cool and casual, while I place the wine and glasses on a counter. 

Aiden shrugs off his bag and dumps it on the floor. 

‘So, boys,’ Ellie says, her voice husky with excitement, ‘what do you want to do?’

Aiden makes the first move, not waiting for an invitation. He steps up to my wife and puts one hand on the back of her neck and pulls her lips to his. 

My jaw almost hits the floor. The feeling is almost indescribable. I feel heart-wrenching angst and stomach-churning terror and ball-tightening arousal all at the same time. My wife responds to his kiss, putting her arms around his waist and groaning deep in her throat. I can see their lips connecting. I can hear the wet smack of their passion. As I watch, the years seem to fall away in an instant. 

They aren’t two grown adult meeting up for the first time in years; they’re two hot and horny college students desperately pawing and groping and fucking each other’s brains out every chance they get. 

Ellie breaks off the kiss first, gasping for air. I know that gasp so well. She made

that gasp for me, just last night, when I made her climax. But here she’s gasping for him – with her need for him. 

She looks at me with glazed, lusty eyes. She beckons me closer with a finger. 

She wants me to be a part of this moment, too. I go to her – to them – and she pulls me in for a kiss. I taste her. I taste him on her. I smell him on her. She groans again, softer this time. I feel him moving next to me, kissing her neck, roaming her body with his hands, feeling her familiar curves and hollows for the first time all over again. 

‘Oh, fuck,’ Ellie says, letting me go for a moment. ‘Why the hell haven’t we done this sooner?’

I try to think up some witty response, but I have nothing to say. I am utterly speechless. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Anniversary Affair

 I’m horny, drunk, dressed in brand new lingerie, and totally alone on my anniversary. There’s gotta be something I can do to have fun tonight…

 It’s Tia and Michael’s anniversary and they plan to spend it together in a hotel, rekindling their marriage and rediscovering their passion for one another. 

 Unfortunately for Tia, Michael gets stuck at work, leaving her to enjoy the room all by herself. What wicked adventures could a lonely wife have while waiting for her loyal husband? 

‘I have two glasses,’ I say, blurting out the words before I’m even aware of it. 

He raises an eyebrow, confused. 

‘In my room,’ I say, clarifying, stumbling over myself. ‘I have two glasses in my room. If you – you know – want to help me with his?’ I hold up the bottle for emphasis. 

Dario pauses for a moment, weighing up his options. Then he smiles. 

‘Sure,’ he says. ‘Can’t let my wife drink that all by herself now, can I? What

kind of husband would I be?’

I laugh again and take the key out of my bag and let us into my room. The room I was supposed to share with my husband. The room where we were supposed to reconnect and cement our marriage all over again. 

The room into which I now invite a strange man. 

‘I think this is nicer than mine,’ Dario says, walking ahead of me and looking around the place. He’s kidding, of course. All the rooms are the same. 

I close the door and lock it. I say, ‘The glasses are over there.’

Dario follows my pointing finger to the little table where I left the champagne glasses. One is obviously used, with traces of red lipstick smeared around the rim. He picks up both glasses and turns to me, a confident smirk on his face. I toss my bag onto the bed. Dario sees the empty bottle of champagne on the night stand. 

‘Did you start the party early?’ he says. 

‘I wanted to party with my husband,’ I say. ‘But seeing as he couldn’t be bothered to come to his own anniversary…’

I unwrap the foil from the bottle and slowly twist the cork free. After a few tense moments, the cork comes free with a soft pop and the champagne hisses and bubbles. Dario holds out the glasses to me and I pour us both yet more alcohol. 

The bottle shakes in my hand – either from drunkenness or nervousness – but I manage not to spill any. 

‘Cheers, wife,’ Dario says, raising his glass to me. 

I put the bottle on the desk and take my glass and raise it back to him. 

‘Happy anniversary, husband,’ I say. 

We drink a small mouthful of champagne. I watch him closely. My heart pounds louder now. A voice in my head is trying to tell me something – I have a strange man in my hotel room! – but I can’t hear that voice over all the booze I’ve had tonight. I feel bold and brave and risky and sexy and-

Dario leans in and kisses me. A sudden, gentle connection of our lips. 

At first, I’m shocked by him. Too shocked to move or react or do anything except stand still and feel his warm, thick lips on mine. His mouth feels different to Michael’s. It’s a different size and shape and texture. It’s new and exciting and

– oh, God! – I want it so bad. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Five Days of Sin

 Five days in another state with my lover, behind my clueless husband’s back. 

 Anything could happen…

 Jessica and Joe have been enjoying a steamy affair for the past few months and their passion is only growing more intense. For the next five days, they’re staying with friends in another state, where they plan to make every single moment count. These lovers have enjoyed explosive chemistry and red-hot sex before, but this week is going to change both their lives forever. 

I tease myself in the passenger seat for his entertainment, loving how wild and dirty and sexy I feel. Other vehicles pass us in the opposite direction, but I don’t stop. I slip two fingers inside my aching, slick, red-hot entrance and slowly pump back and forth, right here in the passenger seat. 

‘You like this, baby?’ I say. ‘You like watching me fuck myself for you?’

‘Yes,’ he says, almost growling the word. ‘I can’t wait to do it myself.’

‘Aw, poor you,’ I say, lifting up my glistening fingers and trailing them over my tongue. ‘I guess I’ll have to entertain myself until we get there…’

‘Fuck that!’ Joe says. He reaches down with one hand, using the other to keep the car steady on the flat, featureless road, and unzips his pants. I grin wickedly. 

He eases his length free in front of me and puts his hand back on the wheel. ‘Get over here.’

I put my leg back down and lean across the front seat and take him in my hand. 

It never ceases to amaze me how different his cock feels compared to Dan’s. Joe is bigger, no doubt about that, but even his skin feels different. Joe is maybe an inch longer than my husband, but what always drives me wild is how thick and heavy he feels. With Dan, I can wrap my fingers around his shaft easily – I can even touch my thumb again. With Joe, there’s no chance in hell. He’s so thick that I my fingers won’t reach all the way around. When he pushes inside me, it feels like I’m being stretched open, as though my womanhood is being drilled and gaped and ruined, and it feels so fucking good. Better than any man I’ve ever been with before. Far better than my husband. His shaft has a gentle upward curve to it, with a single fat vein running along the underside. His skin always feels soft and smooth – a fascinating contradiction to his outward appearance –

and his juicy, swollen balls always produce a wonderful, satisfying load. But the best part about his member is the head. It’s much thicker than the rest, the dull purple-red tip bulging and protruding like a mushroom. The feeling of this fat tip pushing inside me, stretching me, forcing its way into my womanhood, is utterly indescribable. The moans that I make when my body ceases to resist and accepts him inside – always with a soft, wet, slippery pop – are unlike any noises I’ve ever made before. His cock makes me desperate for more. 

I give Joe’s manhood a squeeze. He growls above me. I give his shaft a teasing, passionate kiss and trail my tongue up and down the underside. I can feel his incredible heat in my mouth. I can smell his musky, masculine scent. I can taste his overpowering bittersweet flavor. 

‘God,’ he says, the word a long, breathy sigh, ‘I love the way you do that.’

‘Better than your wife?’

He laughs. He grabs my head with one hand and pushes my face down into his groin, forcing his thick length to the back of my throat. I groan and moan and make all the right noises for him. He pumps his hips up, fucking my mouth in the driver’s seat as we blaze a trail along the Arizona highway. 

I love sucking his manhood. Something about the act – about being used and degraded and violated like this – really turns me on. Dan loves the feel of my mouth on his shaft, but he never does this to me. He never grabs me or abuses me or forces me to swallow every inch. He would never dare. Dan makes me feel like a partner, when sometimes I just wanna feel like a dirty slut. Another reason why Joe is the superior man. 

Joe’s powerful hand grips my head tight. He pulls my head away from his lap. 

Sticky, silvery stands of slick drool coat his manhood and cover my chin. I gasp and pant and lean back into my seat, grinning at him, delighted at my handiwork. 

‘Goddamn,’ he says. ‘If I didn’t stop you, I was either gonna come or crash the car.’

‘You wanna come in my mouth?’ I say, feigning indignant shock, like a virgin being propositioned for ass-to-mouth. 

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘But the first load is for your pussy. I’ve been waiting a long time to get you into bed. I’m gonna make it count.’

I turn back to the windshield and check my face in the visor mirror, unable to wipe the smile from my lips. I adjust my hair and clean the drool from my chin. 

My panties feel soaked through. 
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