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‘It’s a good thing you have a skilful tongue, Josh,’ I say, pausing to check my lipstick in the bathroom mirror. ‘After all, it’s not like your cock is able to please me, is it? Even before we agreed on keeping you locked in chastity, you were never able to satisfy me with that pathetic little dickie.’

My husband groans in agreement, but he doesn’t say anything. His mouth is far too busy worshipping my ass right now. I lean forward a little to confirm that my makeup is smooth and flawless, simultaneously allowing my husband’s desperate tongue to reach deeper into my warm, tight crevice. 

This is my life. The life of a cuckoldress. I’m busy getting myself ready for my lover – makeup, lingerie, waxed pussy – while my husband kneels on the floor behind me, naked and locked in chastity, helplessly worshipping my asshole. He could stop anytime he likes, but this is the closest my dear little husband has gotten to my holes in several weeks. We both know that he won’t stop unless I give him the order. We’re both in our happy places right now – I’m looking forward to a night of passion, pleasure, and sexual release, while my husband is getting off on serving me. As lifestyles go, there are far worse ways to spend a Saturday night. 

I pout into the mirror, trying to imagine how my face will look in a few short hours, when my lover’s thick cock is buried between these lips while I gag with the effort of sucking him. I feel a hand on my leg and gasp. 

‘Keep your hands to yourself, Josh,’ I say, in a firm and commanding voice. My husband removes his hand so quick that my have just burst into flames under his touch. ‘I didn’t say you could anything other than lick my ass, did I?’

Josh murmurs a response and continues his desperate, greedy devouring. His tongue licks and flicks and circles my asshole. It feels damn good, but I’m going to tell him that. The last thing a pathetic little boy like Josh needs is praise. It will all go to his head and make him think he’s better than his he is. In truth, Josh is the definition of a beta male. He serves me like a queen and keeps his cock imprisoned in a cage for as long as it amuses me. He only comes when I grant him permission, but ever since I fucked his ass with a strap-on dildo, he’s remained locked up tight. Nothing turns me on more than reminding him of his inferiority as a man. That’s why I love nights like this. 

‘Do you think Chris will be pleased?’ I say. ‘Do you think he’ll want to fuck me

tonight?’

Josh nods, his face grinding up and down between my ass cheeks. 

‘You can’t even see me,’ I say. ‘Take your head out of my ass and look at me.’

I grab him by the hair and yank his head backward. He gasps in pain but says nothing. He knows how much I’ll make it hurt if he complains. My husband looks up at me with adoring, loving, doe-like eyes. 

‘Do I look good?’ I say, turning around so he can see me clearly. I’m wearing a tight black bodice that laces up at the front and makes my breasts heave, plus black fishnet stockings and matching black heels. I am not currently wearing any panties. A chain hangs around my neck with a single key dangling through the loop – the key to his cage. It nestles between my breasts. 

Josh’s eyes sweep my body, taking in every little detail. He swallows hard. 

‘I asked you a question,’ I say. ‘Do I look good?’

‘Yes,’ he says, nodding like an adoring puppy. He looks so cute right now, naked, kneeling, caged. He’s so desperate to please me. 

‘Do you think Chris will enjoy fucking me tonight?’

Josh nods again. I place my hands on my silky smooth, deliciously soft mound and part my pink lips with two immaculately painted fingernails. 

‘Do you think he’ll like my pussy?’ I say. ‘I got her waxed yesterday.’

‘I love it,’ Josh says, his voice husky. This is the closest his face has been to my womanhood in several weeks now. The last few times I’ve made him kneel before me like this, I was wearing my strap-on and forcing him to suck it like the bitch he is. 

I grab his chin and force him to look at me. ‘I don’t care if you like it,’ I say, my voice cruel and taunting. ‘I did this for him. Because he’s a real man.’ I release his chin and spread my intimate lips again, teasing him with what he wants but can’t have. ‘You always begged me to wax my pussy, didn’t you? I remember how much you loved it when I shaved her… and now you’ll never get to enjoy

this again.’

He groans with lust and defeat, but doesn’t try to move or fight back. He stays where he is, kneeling and gazing at my spread lips, eyes burning with desire. His cage shudders, catching the light. 

‘I bet you wish this was for you,’ I say. I place the tip of my shoe underneath his soft pink balls. He looks up at me, a glimmer of fear in his eyes. ‘I bet you wish I would shave my pussy for you. Do you wish I got excited about your pathetic little cock, Josh?’

As I talk, I begin to apply the tinniest upward pressure with my foot, carefully trapping his balls between my shoe and his body. He winces but makes no attempt to stop me. My little bitch of a husband is very well trained. 

‘I do,’ he says. ‘I really do. I wish I could satisfy you, Megan.’

I tease myself with one careful finger and apply a little more pressure with my foot, squeezing his balls harder now. I smile down at him. My sweet husband’s submission is almost the most erotic thrill in the world. Almost. 

‘And why can’t you satisfy me?’ I say. ‘Tell me, Josh. I want you to say it. Say it nice and loud.’

‘Because my cock is too small,’ he says. His cheeks flush with shame. ‘Because I don’t last long enough. Because I’m not man enough.’

I laugh and gently slip one finger into my warm, soft entrance. Most wives would probably be horrified if their husbands made such a confession, but his words only excite me. I squeeze Josh’s balls a little harder and he inhales sharply. 

‘You have one good thing,’ I say. ‘Just one thing that you do better than any other man.’

His face fills with hope. His eyes gleam. 

‘You have a good mouth,’ she says. ‘My asshole is very happy right now. Would you like a reward?’

‘Yes, please, Goddess,’ he says, wincing as my foot moves in small circles, spreading pain throughout his genitals. 

I slip my finger free and hold it up, letting him see. The overhead light causes my finger to gleam and glisten with sweet, sticky dew. My juices coat the tip of my finger. Josh’s eyes follow it and his expression turns eager, enthusiastic, desperate. 

‘Open your mouth,’ I say. 

He does. I place the tip of my wet, slick finger on his bottom lip. He looks up at me, not moving, waiting for the next instruction. I grind his balls a little harder. 

He makes a restrained, throaty gargle of pain. 

‘Now clean it.’

My husband closes his lips on my finger. He sucks it desperately, eyes filled with gratitude. He gave up the privilege of tasting my pussy when he agreed to share me with anyone I wanted. It’s been a long time since I’ve let him taste me. I keep squeezing his balls with my foot, enjoying the brief flashes of pain that cross his face while he sucks my fingertip. 

‘You’re a good boy, Josh,’ I say. ‘So obedient. So willing. If you keep being a good boy, maybe I’ll let you show Chris how good your mouth is, hmm? Would you like that?’

He nods. Always so desperate to please. 

‘That’s enough,’ I say. 

He stops sucking my finger at once and sits back, waiting for his next instruction. I chuckle at his submissive eagerness and move my foot a little harder. His face registers pain, but he still doesn’t resist or try to stop me. 

‘What panties should I wear tonight?’ I say. ‘What panties should your wife wear when another man fucks her?’

‘I can choose?’ he says, a little surprised. 

For a moment, I consider denying him. Maybe even punishing him for daring to

speak out of turn. But then I nod. I am a generous and kind cuckoldress, after all. 

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Go and choose my panties for tonight. But don’t use your hands. 

Only men touch my underwear, and you’re not a man.’

Josh gets to his feet and races out of the bathroom as fast as he can, his cock cage swinging and gleaming in the light. He doesn’t have any pubic hair – I force him to shave it because he finds it humiliating to be bald and caged, like his embarrassment has nowhere to hide. The sight of my naked husband makes me laugh. 

I lean against the bathtub and check myself out in the mirror again. Our lifestyle may not be the most conventional in the world, but I really do love that man, in my own way. If I didn’t, why would I stay with him? I truly love having someone to tease and dominate at my leisure, and loves being my plaything. I’m even more grateful that Chris understands our unique relationship and enjoys all the benefits it provides. Most red-blooded men would love the opportunity to fuck another man’s wife, but very few of them would enjoy interacting with the husband as well. I love my husband, and I treasure my relationship with Chris, too. I’m a lucky, spoiled wife. 

Josh returns, my panties clamped between his lips. He’s selected a black lacy pair that make my ass look sensational. If I recall, Josh bought these for me a year or two back, when my body was still exclusively his. 

‘Good choice,’ I say, taking them out of his mouth. He beams with pride. 

I bend over and slip my legs through the holes and pull the panties into place, making sure Josh can see everything. His breathing labors as I turn around and bend forward, letting him see my ass as the fabric slips into place, covering my intimate areas. 

‘Do these look good on me, baby?’ I say, looking at him in the mirror. ‘Does my ass look good like this?’

‘Yes,’ he says, in a whisper. 

‘You can’t see it from over there,’ I say. I back up slowly across the small bathroom, reversing my butt into his caged groin. ‘There, that’s better. Now you see it…’

I grind my ass against his cock cage. He grabs my hips. 

‘No touching,’ I say. ‘Hands on your head.’

He does as I instruct, standing like a prisoner of war, naked, caged, surrendered. 

I keep rubbing my ass against his cage, enjoying the feel of the ribbed metal rings on my body. It feels strange and new and exciting. He whimpers behind me. I grind harder. 

‘This is fun,’ I say, giggling. ‘Are you enjoying this, too?’

He nods. As if there is any other way to answer that question. 

‘I like this,’ I say. ‘Does it hurt your cock? Do you wish you could take it off and fuck me?’

He whimpers again. 

I laugh and step away. I turn to face him, enjoying the mixture of emotions on his face – lust, desire, shame, embarrassment, and pain. He has a very expressive face. Before I can tease him again, the doorbell rings. We exchange a look. 

‘I hope you’re ready for tonight,’ I say. ‘Because he’s here.’

****

I greet my lover at the front door. He doesn’t waste a second. He grabs me and pulls me against him, our lips locking together in a deep, passionate kiss. I give a theatrical moan of pleasure as his hands explore my body, squeezing my ass with savage excitement. 

‘God fucking damn,’ Chris says, walking into our home with a grin. ‘You look fucking amazing.’

‘Thanks,’ I say, turning on the spot so he can examine every part of me. ‘I did this for you.’

Chris chuckles. He glances at Josh, standing to attention in the corner, still naked except for the cage. ‘Doesn’t your wife look hot?’

‘Yeah,’ Josh says. ‘She does.’

‘Don’t you wish you could fuck her?’ Chris says, still grinning at my husband. 

Josh squirms with humiliation. 

‘I do,’ he says. ‘I really do.’

Chris reaches out to me and lifts the chain around my neck with a finger. The chastity key rises from the chasm between my breasts. Josh’s eyes fix on it like a thirsty man spying water. 

‘One day,’ Chris says, ‘she’ll give this to me.’

I laugh and push his hand away. Chris desperately wants to own my husband’s key, but part of me fears he’ll never give it back. I’m sure Josh wouldn’t object to his chastity becoming permanent, but I like to have the option of teasing him with an early release. 

‘How’ve you been?’ I say. 

‘Pretty good,’ he says. ‘Better now I have you again.’

‘It’s been a long week,’ I say. 

‘Too long.’

We head through to the den, Chris walking close behind. I can feel his eyes on my ass. Josh follows us at a respectful distance, his bare feet padding gently on the floor. 

‘So,’ I say, sitting on the arm of the couch and turning to my lover, ‘what would you like to do?’

‘Besides the obvious?’ Chris says, grinning. 

‘Besides that… assuming you want anything else?’

Chris chuckles. He turns to Josh. ‘Go get me a beer.’

My husband nods like a waiter and heads to the kitchen. I giggle, enjoying how meek and submissive he is. Chris steps between my parted legs. He places one hand on the back of my neck and the other on my cleft, stroking my panties. He kisses me again. I purr into his mouth, loving the way he takes control of me. So powerful. So dominant. The total opposite of my husband. I have the best of both worlds – a husband to satisfy me emotionally and a lover to satisfy me physically. What a lucky woman I am. 

Josh returns and hands Chris a beer. Chris takes it, still with one hand on my sex, cupping and rubbing my warmth. He drinks half the bottle in one swallow and grins at us over the rim. 

‘I love coming here,’ he says. ‘You guys know how to treat a man.’

I groan, loving the way he slowly teases my womanhood through the panties. 

Josh blushes, his little cage shaking and rattling as the soft cock inside tries over and over to get hard. But the metal has no give. His cock is locked and useless –

even more useless than when it’s unlocked and free. 

‘Tell your wife to undress me,’ Chris says, taking another mouthful of beer and wiping his lips. 

‘Please undress him,’ Josh says. His voice is almost a whisper. 

‘Say it again,’ I say, excited heat warming my belly. ‘I can’t hear you…’

Josh clears his throat and tries again. ‘Please undress him.’

Chris takes his hand away from my sex. I slip off the couch and unbutton his shirt. He stands still, letting me work, a smirk on his face. Josh watches me take off my lover’s shirt, an expression of love and longing on his face. I toss the shirt away. Chris stands in our den, shirtless and proud, his smooth, firm body glowing already. 

‘Josh, take off my shoes,’ Chris says. 

My husband nods and kneels in front of the bigger, better man. I kiss Chris again, feeling his tongue probe and explore my mouth, sending tingles of warmth straight to my cleft. Josh unties my lover’s shoes and Chris steps out of them, his hands cupping my breasts and ass. I moan into Chris’s mouth. I hope

the sound drives my husband crazy. 

Josh sits back on his knees, politely waiting his next instruction. I break off the kiss and smile down at him. 

‘Why don’t you take off his pants?’ I say. ‘I’m a little busy up here…’

Josh swallows, his eyes clouding with doubt for the briefest moment. For a second or two, I worry that he’s going to decline. But he doesn’t. Of course he doesn’t. He’s too well trained to disagree. He reaches up and grabs Chris’s belt and carefully buckles it. I laugh at my husband. 

‘What kind of man are you?’ I say, watching his face fill with shame. ‘What kind of husband takes off another man’s pants so they can fuck his wife?’

Josh looks up at me now. His expression is shameful, but his eyes gleam with excitement. If I were to unlock him right now, his cock would try and get hard. 

My little husband, getting turned on by undressing another man. The sight of Josh undressing my lover makes my pussy throb in the sweetest way. 

Chris cups my breasts one by one, enjoying their weight and feel in this outfit. 

His firm hands roam my body, grabbing and squeezing everything he pleases. I don’t stop him. A man like Chris is allowed to touch whatever he wants. If it was Josh groping me, I’d slap his hands away. But Chris is a real man, and I’ll do anything he wants. 

Josh opens Chris’s belt and looks up at me again with wide, pleading eyes. I’m not sure if he’s asking permission or waiting for his next instruction. But I’m not going to stop him now. My cleft tingles, sending ripples of erotic pleasure through me. I love watching my husband do this. 

‘Keep going,’ I say, like a teacher encouraging a third grader to work through a tough math problem. ‘I don’t want you to stop. Go all the way.’

Chris laughs down at my pathetic husband. He turns his hips, pointing the zipper at Josh’s head. Chris seems to be enjoying this almost as much as I am. He squeezes my ass with one hand. He slips his other hands to my panties and cups my burning sex, feeling my warmth through the fabric. The feel of his hand against my intimate areas sends yet more erotic ripples coursing through my skin. I love the way he makes me feel – controlled, owned, feminine. My nipples

harden, poking into the bodice, causing noticeable bumps in the fabric. Chris sees. He smiles. 

Below us, my husband slowly, nervously, unbuttons Chris’s pants. This is probably the first time in his whole life he’s ever undressed another man. I’m going to enjoy it. Hell, I’m gonna make sure he enjoys it, too. 

‘Good boy, Josh,’ I say, cooing at him. ‘You’re doing so well. Do you like undressing my lover?’

Josh nods, blushing furiously. 

‘I can tell,’ I say. ‘I can see your little cage shaking. Is your cock trying to get hard as you take his pants off, hmm?’

Josh nods again. He grabs Chris’s zipper with both hands and pauses for a moment. Then he slowly moves his hands downward. The zipper parts with a quiet sound. 

I lean in close to Chris’s ear and whisper, ‘This is turning me on so much.’

Chris nods. ‘Me too.’

‘Can I… can I make him suck your cock? Is that okay?’

Chris pauses for a moment and I wonder if maybe I’ve gone too far. But then a wicked grin spreads across his face. 

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘Make him do it.’

Josh glances up at us, an expression of query on his face. Make me do what? I smile and stroke his hair. 

‘Keep going, honey,’ I say. ‘I love watching you undress him.’

My husband finishes pulling the zipper down. He grabs Chris’s pants and carefully peels them down, his face so close to the bulge in my lover’s underwear. My sex throbs. Chris seems to know this. He strokes my panties again, feeling the wet warmth of my womanhood, and slips his hand inside the fabric. I gasp at the sensation of his warm, firm fingers trailing over my

smoothly waxed mound. Nothing feels better than having someone touch an intimate part of your body – nothing except this, when your husband is kneeling and caged and watching helplessly. 

Josh pulls Chris’s pants all the way to the floor, his face crimson with embarrassment. But despite that, I still see his tiny cock cage shuddering. That is why I keep him naked so much – he can’t lie to me when his little penis reacts like this. 

‘And socks,’ Chris says, grinning. ‘Take off my socks, too. And say thank you.’

‘For what?’ Josh says, confused. 

‘Thank me for letting you,’ Chris says. He spreads my lips with two fingers and I gasp. My womanhood burns red-hot with slick lust. ‘Unless you want to sit out in the front yard while I have fun with your wife?’

‘Thank you,’ Josh says, without hesitation. ‘Thank you for letting me do this, sir.’

He bends down and slips Chris’s socks off, one by one. Chris smiles, enjoying the taunting, enjoying the cruelty, enjoying the subjugation of another man. The whole time, his fingers tease and caress and stroke my aching lips. I moan for him, watching Josh carefully fold and put the pants and socks to one side. My husband looks up at us again, his face nervous. Chris is only clad in his shorts now. 

‘And the rest,’ I say. Chris pushes a finger inside me. I moan. ‘Go on, honey. 

Take off his fucking shorts. You want to make me happy, don’t you?’

Josh nods. He reaches up and grasps Chris’s shorts by the waistband. Chris chuckles. His finger begins to slide in and out of my soaking entrance. I part my legs, letting him do whatever he wants to me. My sex burns hotter than ever. I’m always excited to spend time with Chris, but this playful, casual humiliation is turning me on even more. 

I watch my husband slowly and carefully slide Chris’s shorts down, exposing a trimmed patch of hair and the base of that cock I love so very much. Right now, Chris is soft and he’s bigger, thicker, more masculine than Josh ever could be –

even without the cage. 

Chris laughs again as Josh pulls the shorts down, exposing the length of my lover’s beautiful cock. It hangs down between his legs, long and thick and utterly shameless. Josh focuses his gaze on the task in hand, until Chris lifts his feet again and the underwear is finally removed. Now I’m the only one here wearing any clothes. My husband is naked and caged. My lover is naked and soft, but ready to perform. 

‘Thank you, honey,’ I say, stroking Josh’s hair again like a faithful pet. ‘Such a good boy.’

‘Thank you,’ Josh says again, always so eager to please. ‘Can I stay in the room? 

Please?’

I chuckle. The sound is cut off by a gasp – Chris pushes another finger inside me, stretching my entrance wider. It feels so fucking good to be touched and possessed like this. 

‘Y-yes,’ I say, ‘you can stay in the room. Actually, you can do something else for me, too.’

I glance at Chris once more, to confirm that he hasn’t changed his mind. He gives a small, barely noticeable nod. He grins with savage excitement already. 

‘Anything,’ Josh says, rising up on his knees like a dog begging for a treat. 

‘Anything you want. Anything for you, my goddess.’

I reach out a hand toward Chris’s large cock, but don’t touch him. Josh follows my movement with his eyes. 

‘See this?’ I say. ‘I want you to get Chris nice and hard so I can fuck him.’

He looks up at me, his brow creased. 

‘Really?’ he says. ‘Me?’

I nod. 

A moment passes. For a brief few seconds, the only sound in the room is my heavy breathing as Chris teases my aching womanhood with his skilful fingers. I can see doubt and worry and a myriad of thoughts flashing through Josh’s mind

right now as he tries to weigh up how far he is prepared to go to please me. But he is already a cuckold. He is already caged. I have already fucked his ass with a dildo. What’s one more humiliation to a man like him? 

He closes his eyes for a moment in acceptance. He reaches up a hand toward Chris’s manhood. 

I gently grab his wrist. 

‘No,’ I say. ‘Not like that. No hands. I don’t want you to touch him.’

‘But… but how do I…’ Josh says. He suddenly stops and realizes what I want him to do. 

I smile and nod. Chris chuckles again, his fingers now sliding over my sex, parting my lips, spreading my slick juices. 

‘Hands behind your back,’ I say. ‘Pretend you’re me, if it helps. Pretend you’re me and Chris is you. Show us how you want me to suck your cock… if you were that lucky.’

Josh whimpers. The sound is pitiful and hilarious. Chris laughs. 

‘You can do it yourself,’ Chris says, ‘or I can make you. I don’t care. But you’re gonna do this one way or the other.’

Josh screws up his face in shame. He moves his hands and places them both behind his back. He leans forward, glancing up at my smiling face one final time. His lips brush Chris’s cock. He recoils for the briefest moment. Then he kisses my lover’s shaft. 

My pussy fucking aches right now. The sight of one man pleasuring another makes my sex tremble with need. I want to be fucked right now – so fucking hard – but the tool of my pleasure is currently in use. 

Josh looks up at Chris, searching for approval. Chris grins, loving the power he wields over another man. 

‘Good boy,’ Chris says. ‘That’s it. Suck it like your wife does.’

I can see Chris’s manhood beginning to swell and thicken with arousal. Josh moves down toward the tip. 

‘Look how much bigger he is than you,’ I say, moaning with the sheer erotic thrill of watching this scene unfold. ‘I’ve never choked on your little dickie, have I? But I can barely fit that thing in my mouth… let’s see if you can take it all.’

Josh opens his mouth and takes the tip inside, disbelief written all over his face. 

My husband gently, nervously, shamefully takes another man’s member in his mouth. I nod, willing him on. Fuck, this is so hot. 

‘I love it,’ I say. ‘Josh, you’ve never turned me on this much before! Isn’t that amazing? Keep going, honey. I want that cock nice and hard for me.’

Chris’s fingers move faster now. He starts to quickly pump my sex with his digits, making my tight entrance even slicker. Josh takes the first inch of my lover in his mouth, and his eyes open wide in shock. The big, beautiful cock between his lips swells, thickens, fills, and hardens. Josh still has a face of displeasure. 

‘Aw,’ Chris says, his tone mocking, scornful. ‘I think he’s shy.’

‘Shall I give him a hand?’ I say, groaning again, Chris’s wonderful fingers driving my slick womanhood crazy with desire. 

‘Be my guest,’ Chris says. He slips his hand out of my panties and holds it up, letting Josh see my juices coating two fingers. 

I stand behind my kneeling husband and place a firm hand on his head. I talk in a cool, soothing voice. 

‘There you go, honey. Just like that. Isn’t it sexy, feeling him get hard in your mouth?’

Josh whimpers again. The last of his stubborn, stupid male pride is waging a battle inside his head right now. He’s probably thinking something like, a straight man doesn’t enjoy sucking cock. I’ll change that. I’ve fucked his ass with a dildo, I’ll make him beg for the taste of another man. 

‘Do this for me,’ I say. ‘Do it for me and I’ll let you taste my pussy. Is that fair?’

He murmurs. Even though the cock in his mouth distorts the words, I can still understand what he says. 

‘Really?’

‘Yes, Josh,’ I say, still soothing him. ‘I promise that you will taste my pussy. But only if you do this for me. If Chris makes you do this – if he fucks your face –

you get nothing. What’s it gonna be?’

A brief pause. Then my dear, sweet, broken cuckold husband nods. He is defeated. The promise of a reward is too much to give up. 

‘Good boy,’ I say again, like reassuring a child. I hold his head firmly in one hand. ‘Just relax your throat. It’s easy. That’s it…’

I slowly push his head forward. Chris’s thickening, throbbing manhood disappears into my husband’s mouth, inch by slow, delicate inch. Josh breathes hard through his nose, but he learns fast. 

‘Use your tongue,’ I say. ‘Taste him. Make him enjoy it.’

Chris groans. His shaft shakes and trembles. My pussy is practically dripping, my juices hot enough to melt these panties right off me. I love watching Josh suck another man’s cock. If only I had known this sooner… I’m gonna enjoy making this happen as often as possible. 

Josh groans now. I push his head a little deeper, forcing Chris’s cock all the way into his mouth. The tip must be close to my husband’s throat now. I giggle. 

‘See how much bigger he is?’ I say. ‘It’s all the way in your mouth, but there’s still a whole inch or two leftover. That’s why I like to fuck other guys. Your pathetic little cock can’t even come close to this, can it?’

Josh groans again, partly in excitement, partly in humiliation, partly in defeat. 

The sound is music to my ears. 

‘Show me what you can do,’ I say. ‘Let’s see you suck his cock. Come on, Josh. 

You know you want to suck it good for me. You’ll do anything I say.’

My husband starts to move on his own now, head bobbing back and forth, gently and almost lovingly sucking the thick, heavy cock in his mouth. Chris groans, enjoying the feel of my husband’s mouth on his shaft. 

‘Is he doing good?’ I say. 

‘He’s good,’ Chris says. ‘You’re a natural cocksucker, aren’t you, Josh? You sure this is your first time?’

Josh moans. I laugh at him. 

‘I bet Josh likes to take my toys out in secret and suck on them,’ I say. ‘I bet he’s been desperate to try it for real. Haven’t you, honey?’

Josh whimpers. Chris laughs, his cock shuddering in my husband’s mouth. I push Josh’s head again, forcing him to deep throat Chris. I’m breathing hard. 

‘This is so fucking hot,’ I say. ‘Josh, you’ve never turned me on this much before.’

‘Sit back,’ Chris says. ‘Enjoy it.’

I release Josh’s head and sit on the arm of the couch. I spread my legs and tug my panties to one side. I trail two fingers over my burning slit and let out a long, erotic moan of pleasure. 

‘Yeah,’ Chris says, his voice deep and thick with arousal. ‘You keep sucking my cock, Josh. Show your wife what kind of man you really are. You’re a fucking cuckold cocksucker. You get me nice and hard and I’ll fuck your wife for you.’

Josh is sucking my lover’s hard, throbbing cock with something close to pleasure now. His cheeks are still red with shame, but his eyes gleam. Spit and drool coat the shaft that now glides effortlessly between his lips. He bobs his head back and forth, growing faster and more confident now. He controls his breathing, fights his gag reflex. Chris is right – my husband is a natural cocksucker. 

I tease my molten sex with two fingers but can’t fight the urge anymore. I slip my fingers inside, my entrance tight, slick, absolutely dripping with pleasure, and begin to fuck myself as I watch. 

‘That’s it,’ I say, moaning louder. ‘Suck his cock, you fucking bitch. I fucking love it!’

‘So do I,’ Chris says with a grin. He poses for me, hands behind his head, leaning back a little to show off his immaculate physique. At his feet, Josh sucks that perfect cock with wild, desperate greed. He’s doing it for me – but also for himself, too. This is probably the most intimate thing to happen to Josh for a long time now. He moans, sinking deep over Chris’s shaft, taking it all the way in his mouth. 

‘Fuck,’ I say. ‘I can’t hold on any longer, I need you to fuck me!’

Josh glances my way, hope gleaming in his eyes. His cheek bulges, my lover’s thick poking the inside of his mouth. 

‘Not you,’ I say with a cold laugh. ‘Never you! Chris, I want your cock.’

Chris nods. He pushes Josh away with a thumb on the forehead. His cock slips free, gleaming silver with spit. Josh stares at the hard length bobbing up and down in front of his face, barely able to believe what he’s just done. 

‘What do you say?’ Chris pushes Josh’s head back, forcing my husband to look up at his superior. 

‘Thank you,’ Josh says. ‘Thank you, sir.’

‘Did you like sucking my cock?’

‘Yes, sir.’

Chris laughs. He turns toward me, that beautiful, glistening cock pointing like a slick, pulsating arrow. 

‘Bend over,’ he says. 

I do as he says, turning around and kneeling on the couch, ass out. I bend forward, presenting myself for him. 

‘I love those panties,’ he says, almost growling with passion. He steps into place behind me, the heat of his body washing over my ass. 

‘They’re Josh’s favorites,’ I say. ‘He chose them.’

‘Oh, really?’ Chris says, an edge of cruel humor in his voice. ‘In that case…’

He grabs my panties and pulls. Hard. I gasp. Fabric tears. Elastic snaps. For a moment, I feel a sharp, sudden sting. Then cool air on my ass and slick pussy lips. Chris holds up my torn panties, a shredded and ruined trophy. I moan. Can’t help myself. I love the way he displays his power and control over Josh – and over me. 

Chris turns back to Josh, still kneeling, waiting for permission to move, and hangs my destroyed underwear around his neck. 

‘Now you can appreciate them better,’ Chris says, with a chuckle. 

‘Thank you,’ Josh says. 

Chris laughs. He turns back to me and grabs my hips. I spread my legs and offer him my holes, like any wife should do for her man. He presses forward. The tip of his manhood touches my white-hot lips and I gasp. 

‘Put it in me,’ I say. ‘I can’t wait any more. Fuck me, Chris! I need to come on your cock.’

My lover doesn’t waste a moment. He enters me in one long, deep stroke, the thick head of his member parting my lips and tunneling inside me. I gasp, all the air sucked out of my lungs. His red-hot cock glides inside me, pushing far deeper than Josh ever has. He touches my inner walls all at once, leaving no space, the sensation overpowering my brain and shutting all rational thought. 

I look back over my shoulder ant Josh, kneeling, caged, spit covering his chin, panties hanging around his neck. I moan for him, long and loud. None of it is exaggerated. Chris always makes me feel this good. 

He fills me completely, every last inch buried inside my aching sex. After years married to Josh, it took me a while to get used to Chris’s size. But now I can’t enjoy anything less. I will never go back to Josh’s small, thin, underwhelming penis. Not after getting fucked by a man – a real man – like Chris. Of all the boyfriends I’ve had since making Josh a cuckold, he’s my favorite. 

‘God, you’re so fucking tight,’ Chris says, grunting as he starts to fuck me. I moan over and over for him, lost in the bliss of being his dirty married whore. I throw another look back over my shoulder. Josh is staring at us with wide eyes, utterly fixated on the sight of a better man entering me. 

‘Shit!’ I say, gasping in shock. ‘I’m already close!’

The fire in my gut spreads quickly and burns wildly out of control. I’m so turned on already from watching Josh suck the cock that now fucks me deep and hard. 

And Chris must be, too. He’s fucking me harder than usual, slamming his body into my ass, pounding me like a man possessed. His cock fills my womanhood every single time, driving me fucking crazy, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. 

‘Is my married slut gonna come for me?’ Chris says. His fingers grip my hips tighter, pulling me into him, forcing me to take his cock deeper and deeper with every thrust. I’m gasping and moaning and crying out like a whore now, letting Josh hear how much better Chris is than him. 

‘I’m gonna come for you!’ I say. ‘Only you! Your fucking cock is so big!’

I glance over my shoulder one final time and see Josh, his face contorted with pain and shame and desire. One hand grips the cage trapping his cock, desperately shaking it back and forth, trying to draw pleasure from the hard, unyielding metal. I would laugh if I could breathe. 

My climax arrives. It starts in my gut and unrolls through me from the inside out, overwhelming all my senses and shutting my brain down like a computer suddenly crashing. I wail with passion. My body clenches, sex gripping his shaft tighter and tighter, but he doesn’t stop. I’m too wet to stop him pounding my entrance over and over. I cry out. He spanks my ass, the shock of pain exploding through my body, sending yet more pleasure coursing through my overloaded mind. My screams reach a fever pitch. 

‘Yes,’ Chris says, in a primal, passionate growl behind me. ‘Come all over my fucking cock. Show your husband what a slut you are.’

My fingers grip the couch tight, curling into claws of ecstasy. My wails reach a high pitch and finally cut out, replaced by gasps for air. Chris doesn’t stop fucking me deep and hard and fast, like he’s trying to prove how much better he

is than Josh. He spanks my ass again, leaving pleasure – and painful – handprints on both cheeks. I cry out with each stinging impact. My lover drives himself into me over and over, relentlessly, the tip of his cock reaching new depths of my womanhood. If it wasn’t so wildly turned on, his intense pounding might actually hurt. 

‘Josh!’ I say, my climax peaking just enough for me to speak. ‘Here!’ I pat the arm of the couch, summoning my faithful pet over. 

My faithful pet is by my side in a heartbeat, standing to attention, his face flushed. I reach out and grab his balls and squeeze. He inhales. He grimaces. He doesn’t stop me. 

I squeeze Josh’s balls while Chris fucks me hard from behind. I squeeze my husband’s balls while a bigger, better man makes me come harder than I’ve ever come before. I hold Josh for comfort; for strength; and to remind him how pathetic he is by comparison. 

Chris groans, deep in the back of his throat. His fingers grip me tighter and his thrusting grows wilder, less controlled, more savage and primal. My cries are almost shrill screams of lust and pleasure. I can’t breathe. All I can do is hold onto the couch and my husband’s full, swollen balls, and try not to pass out. 

Josh grunts in pain, tears pooling in the corners of his eyes. I keep squeezing. He doesn’t move. He doesn’t resist. I look up into his grimacing face through a veil of lust and let him see the ecstasy in my expression. 

‘Tell me to come in her,’ Chris says, his voice deep and breathy. I love hearing him like this – on the verge of losing control, unable to stay calm while fucking me. ‘Beg me to come in your slut wife.’

‘Please,’ Josh says, gasping in pain. ‘Please come in her, sir! Come in my wife! I need it. She needs it too!’

‘Yes!’ I say, my voice a wail of bliss now. It feels so good – almost too good –

and my tight sex is on the verge of becoming too sensitive to endure any more of his relentless, hard fucking. But I can’t draw enough breath to tell him to stop. I need him to finish. I need the primal, animalistic satisfaction of having him flood my body with his lust. 

Chris cries out now, driving his length into me deep and hard, trying to force his seed into the very core of my being. He’s already deeper than my husband has ever been – this is purely a display of his raw masculinity. 

My lover climaxes now, forcing Josh to watch. Chris moans deep and long, the sound almost feral. He unleashes the first of his come, pumping deep inside my womb and flooding my womanhood. It is red-hot. Thick. Creamy. It feels sensational. I scream with pleasure. Squeeze Josh’s balls even tighter. Toss my head back and cry out with utter passion. 

Chris continues driving his length into me over and over, forcing his come deep into me, coating the inside of my sex with his warm, thick, sticky come. Wave after wave pumps into my womb and fills me. It’s the sweetest, naughtiest, most satisfying feeling in the world, made even better because my husband is standing to the side, watching. His balls twitch in my hands. 

‘He’s coming inside me!’ I say, gasping the words. Josh knows exactly what’s happening, but I want him to know how good it feels. I let out another gasping wail, my pussy clenching around Chris’s cock yet again, and finally release my husband’s balls. 

Chris keeps slamming his cock into me, making sure that every last drop of his alpha male come is buried deep inside my aching, exhausted sex. Finally, he pushes himself all the way inside me – so fucking deep! – and comes to a rest, the last drop of his come spilling out into my exhausted, well-fucked and thoroughly lubricated tunnel. 

‘Shit, man,’ Chris says, in a passionate moan. ‘Your wife makes me come so fucking hard.’

Josh whimpers again. His cock fills the cage totally, his pink, fleshy, flaccid manhood trying to push through the bars and escape. It looks both hilarious and painful and turns me on. 

‘Kiss me,’ I say. 

Josh doesn’t waste a second. He bends down and kisses me – his slutty, ravaged wife – while another man’s cock gently begins to wilt inside me. I thrust my tongue into his mouth, savoring the taste of my lover. Josh groans again as our lips part. 

‘I promised that you would taste me,’ I say, a wicked smile spreading. ‘Are you ready?’

Josh’s eyes widen. He suddenly realizes that I never said when he would taste me. 

‘What?’ he says. ‘Now? Like… now?’

‘Make him eat my pussy, baby,’ I say to Chris, over my shoulder. ‘Make him do it.’

Chris chuckles. He pulls out of me with a sloppy, wet sound that makes me gasp. 

My entrance aches with emptiness. His seed pools inside me, rolling down toward my gaping hole. Chris grabs Josh by the back of the neck and yanks him into position. Josh offers little resistance, but attempts to struggle. He is easily overpowered. Chris nudges the back of Josh’s knee, forcing the smaller man to the floor. 

‘Do as you’re fucking told,’ Chris says. He pushes Josh’s head forward. I feel his face on my burning sex and shiver with excitement. 

‘Fuck,’ I say, ‘that feels good, honey. Open your mouth.’

Josh clamps his lips shut for a moment. I roll my hips, grinding into his face like I rubbed my ass into his cage earlier, smearing our juices over his mouth. 

After a few long moments, he relents. His mouth opens. His tongue laps my dripping slit once. I feel him shiver. 

‘That’s it,’ Chris says. ‘Eat it all up, you fucking pathetic cuckold.’

Chris holds Josh in place, but my husband no longer tries to resist or struggle. 

He licks, cleans, and eats my creamy, messy pussy like a dutiful husband. I feel Chris’s sticky come trickling out of my entrance and onto my husband’s gently lapping tongue. I moan. 

‘He’s cleaning me, baby,’ I say. ‘He’s eating your come.’

Chris laughs and slaps Josh on the shoulder. 

‘That’s right,’ he says. ‘Get her ready for more. I got plenty of come to fill your wife, Josh. And you’re gonna eat it all.’

I grind my sex into his face, forcing him to lick every messy, sticky crevice and drink it all up. He laps my swollen lips with feverish desire, drinking my lover’s potent come desperately. I moan, loving the way his tongue caresses and soothes my aching pussy. 

‘That’s good,’ I say. ‘I think you got it all.’

Chris pulls Josh back. I slowly turn around and sit on the couch, now facing them, Josh kneeling on the floor, his lips slick with my juices. Chris stands to the side, a smile on his face, his half-erect cock shining and glistening. 

‘You missed some, honey,’ I say, pointing to my lover. ‘I thought you wanted to taste me…’

Josh turns toward Chris and opens his mouth without hesitation. My lover smirks at me as Josh gleefully sucks his cock. I watch Josh suck Chris’s big, thick, come-soaked cock with wild abandon. No hint of his former shyness or reluctance. He knows what is expected of him now. My husband is a cocksucking, come-eating, second-place man. 

And the sight is so fucking hot. 

Chris groans again. His cock already begins to return to life, thickening and filling and growing inside Josh’s mouth. My husband dutifully sucks him clean, carefully making sure no more of our come stains that perfect cock. 

‘Fuck,’ Chris says, ‘he’s so good at sucking my cock.’

‘Better than me?’ I say. 

‘Of course not,’ Chris says, with a grin. ‘You’re the best. But I love how desperate he is to please me.’

I laugh. 

‘Are you ready to go again?’ I say. My pussy throbs, but I need more. A man like Chris brings out the burning, needy hunger in me. I have to have more. One

round is not enough to satisfy me. Chris has awakened by inner slut and she will not go quietly. Not until she’s satisfied and exhausted. 

‘Yeah,’ Chris says. ‘I think we’ve found a new role for your husband.’

Josh leans back, my lover’s big, hard, ready cock springing from his mouth. For a man who has – allegedly – never sucked a cock before today, my husband is a natural. It’s almost like he belongs this way; on his knees, another man’s cock forcing his mouth open. 

‘Let’s go upstairs,’ I say. ‘Josh, honey, can you make us some dinner? I’m going to be super hungry after this. Don’t bother making any for yourself. I think we all know what you’re going to be eating tonight.’

I climb off the couch and wrap my hand around Chris’s cock and lead him across the room. I glance back at my husband one more time. He stares at me with wide eyes, his mouth wet. I laugh and take Chris up to our bed. 

###
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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 Cuckoldress:

Hubby Bends Over

 'Don't look at me like that, honey,' she says. 'We both know where this toy is going...' 

 Megan knows what it feels like to control a man in mind, body and spirit. For her, the thrill comes from breaking a man and forcing him to yield everything he has. She’s been a cuckoldress for most of her marriage to Josh, but their relationship is about to change forever. 

 Tonight, Josh is going to learn the real truth about power and control. This submissive cuckold husband is going to bend over and take it like a man. 

‘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?’

Also Available from Andrea Martin Cuckoldress:

Love, Honor & Obey

 I’m the luckiest woman on earth. I have a man who loves me and satisfies my heart and mind, and another who satisfies my body and soul. It’s the perfect arrangement…

 It’s the night of Kayla and Jerry’s wedding, but this couple won’t be celebrating in the usual while. While most newlyweds spend the wedding night locked in passion with one another, this couple enjoy a very different lifestyle – one that their best man is going to enjoy to the full! 

He watches me in both fascination and horror as I slide the rings into place over his manhood. The metal touches his bare skin and he gasps in shock. The device fits snug over his length, trapping him completely inside. The cage snaps into place around the base of his cock, cupping his balls at the same time. He moans in defeat and pain, the freezing metal rings gripping him tight. Then I close the loop, trapping his penis in this tiny, freezing cold prison. I run my hand lovingly over the cage and his shaved groin, enjoying the way he shudders at my touch. 

‘This is so much better,’ I say. ‘Don’t you feel relieved? Now you don’t even have to think about your dick, it’s not even a factor in your life anymore. I think I’m going to leave that on until our anniversary.’

I stand up. Lucas releases Jerry. Tears of pain, shame, and humiliation roll down my husband’s cheeks. I grab Jerry’s hands and hold them tight. 

‘I love you, Jerry,’ I say. ‘My perfect, sweet little cuckold.’

‘I love you too,’ he says, his throat tight with emotion. Is he happy, I wonder, or does he now regret introducing me to his kink? Doesn’t matter either way. I’m enjoying myself, and that’s what turns him on the most. 

Lucas steps into place, between us and to the side, like the official did earlier when we exchanged our vows. He smiles, looking between us, and launches into his speech. 

‘We are gathered here to celebrate the cuckolding of my best friend,’ he says. 

‘I’ve known Jerry for almost my whole life now, and I couldn’t be more thrilled that he’s found a woman like Kayla – someone who understands his needs and fulfils his every need. It also helps that she gives the best blowjobs I’ve ever had!’

Lucas and I laugh. Jerry smiles, still holding my hands. 

‘Now, Jerry,’ Lucas says. ‘Do you promise to love, honor and obey your wife in all aspects both inside and outside the bedroom?’

‘I do,’ Jerry says. 

‘And do you, Kayla, promise to do everything in your power to make all Jerry’s fantasies come true?’

‘I do,’ I say, smiling like a blushing bride at my husband. 

‘Then it gives me great pleasure to pronounce you cuckold and hotwife,’ Lucas says. ‘You may kiss the bride… if she wants.’

Jerry leans forward. I turn my head and let him kiss my cheek. 

‘Thank you,’ he whispers. ‘This is… I can’t even tell you.’

‘We’re not finished yet,’ I say. ‘Go bring that chair over here.’

Jerry grabs the visitor’s chair from near the window and drags it to us, leaving little lines in the carpet. He sits down, his face coming up to my waist. Perfect. 

‘I want you to do something for me, honey,’ I say. ‘I want you to read your vows, the ones you said earlier, while I suck Lucas’s cock.’

Also available from Andrea Martin Hotwife Stories:

Becoming

 Ray and Abi have been married for several years and have a good life together. 

 One night, Ray suggests spicing up their sex life by adding a third person into the mix. Intrigued, Abi begins to research the hotwife lifestyle and starts seeking another man to join them in the bedroom. Will she be able to go through it, and will it affect their marriage afterwards? 

Marcus slides a hand up my leg, to my bare thigh. His hand is warm and his skin is soft. The feel of another man’s hand on my leg is thrilling, exhilarating. I run my hands through his hair, discovering how different he feels to my husband. 

Ray sighs from across the room. I break off our kiss and look over to him. 

‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

He nods, mouth open, eyes shining. He sits back in the chair, trying to look relaxed and carefree. I can see the excitement in his pants, straining to be free. 

I smile at my husband and return my attention to my lover. Marcus pulls me in for another long, passionate kiss and our tongues continue their, exploratory waltz together. He traces a finger along the back of my neck. I shiver. His hand trails a gentle path across my body, from the back of my neck to the swell of my breasts. He cups my breast, giving a gentle squeeze that makes me sigh into his mouth. 

Our lips part. He leans down and kisses my throat, my shoulder, my breasts. His hands reach around to the back of my dress, searching for the zipper. 

‘Should I take it off?’ I say. 

‘Please.’

I get off the bed and reach around behind me. I watch his face carefully as I slowly pull the zipper down. He looks at me with delight on his face. I haven’t seen that expression on a man in a long time. Usually it’s hunger or desire. But Marcus is content to enjoy himself and enjoy me at the same time. There’s no rush, no pressure. I relax even more. 

The dress falls from my shoulders. I slowly ease it down my body, watching the smile on Marcus’s face widen as more and more body is revealed to him. 

‘Wow,’ he says, as the dress falls to the floor and I stand before him in my underwear. His grin widens as he studies my body, his eyes roaming across my curves. ‘You’re a lucky man.’

‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me. 

I blush like a shy schoolgirl and turn on the spot, showing off my body to Marcus. I hear him let out a long breath as he sees the curve of my ass in these killer panties. 

‘You are magnificent,’ he says. 

I get back on the bed, sitting next to Marcus. He puts a hand on my thigh, caressing my leg. Little electric tingles surge through my body. I can’t wait any longer. I have to have him. 

Right now. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Hotwife Stories:

Date Night

 For most married couples, ‘date night’ has a simple meaning. Maybe dinner at a fancy restaurant. Maybe a movie. Maybe an evening of passionate lovemaking. 

 Jen and Larry appear to be a normal, boring husband and wife, blending into their surroundings. Nobody would suspect that their ideal date night starts with Jen walking into a seedy bar by herself, wearing her sexiest dress…

‘Javi,’ I say, ‘be honest with me. I don’t like wasting time, so I need you to tell me right now, yes or no, will you fuck me?’

‘Yes.’ No hesitation. Good. Very good. 

I smile at him. I say, ‘I really want you to fuck me tonight, Javier. I want you to take my married pussy however you want.’

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘I will. I mean, yeah, I’ll fuck you. Right now, if you want.’

A tremble of anticipation runs through my cleft. I feel hot, wet excitement building in my sex. I rub my thighs together, feeling the first tingles of real, pure arousal spread throughout my body. I want him. Now. 

‘That’s the right answer,’ I say. 

‘My place is close by,’ he says. ‘We can go there, if you want.’

‘I have something else in mind,’ I say. This is it, the make-or-break moment, when my newest potential lover is forced to make a choice they never even considered making. This is the reason I must hook them early. If I launch straight into what we’ll really be doing together too early, Javier might bolt or refuse or laugh me out of the building. But now that I have his interest – and his undivided attention – he should be more receptive to my suggestions. 

‘What’s your idea?’ he says, leaning in closer, excitement written all over his face. 

‘As you noticed, I’m a married woman,’ I say, picking my wedding ring back off the table and holding it between my finger and thumb. ‘If you want to fuck me, then I have just one request.’

‘Sure,’ he says. 

‘My husband gets to watch.’
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