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‘Okay, folks,’ says the DJ, his voice amplified and distorted through the microphone. ‘This is it! Last dance of the night! Let’s get the bride and groom back up here!’

Multiple hands grab me by the arm. Other hands reach out and snatch the glass from me. Before I can even say, ‘Hey, the bride is me!’, I’m being spun around and pushed back toward the dance floor. The flashing colored lights beam out from the DJ’s set at the back of the room, making it harder for my booze-addled brain to figure out which way to go. I stumble forward, grabbing the front of my flowing white gown, doing my best to stay upright in these heels, and almost collide with Jerry’s dad. 

‘Kayla!’ he says, roaring with drunken good humor. ‘Get out there and dance with your husband!’

I stumble past him, laughing, and walk back into the centre of the dancefloor. 

Jerry is already ahead of me, laughing and joking with the assembling crowd. He holds out his hand to me and I take it, turning to smile and wave at all our guests. 

They fan out around us in a loose semi-circle, the DJ to our backs. I see smiling faces, drunk faces, happy faces, and phones filming our every movement. 

‘You know what time it is!’ says the DJ, loving the attention. ‘Time for the husband to get that garter!’

The crowd whoops and hollers and a steady, rhythmic clap begins. All eyes are on us. We can’t back out or get away. Not that I mind being the center of attention. 

Jerry gestures off to the side. A chair is passed forward. Jerry grabs it and places the chair in the middle of the dancefloor. The lapping continues, slowly building in pace and volume. The DJ puts on cheesy backing beat, whipping our guests up into a frenzy. Jerry gestures at the chair, but I don’t sit in it. Instead, I raise one leg and put my foot on the cushion, feeling the white stiletto sink into the soft padding. He looks at me, confused. I raise an eyebrow, challenging him. He smiles. 

My new husband sinks to his knees in front of our laughing family and cheering friends. I lift up the bottom of my white dress, allowing him access between my legs. The crowd cheers even louder and more high-pitched as Jerry kneels down

before me – in his proper place – and shoots me a wink. 

The cheering reaches deafening levels as Jerry reaches under my dress. I feel his warm hands on my raised calf, clearly enjoying the feel of my smooth, freshly-shaved skin. His hands begin to slide up my leg. It’s been a while since he was even allowed to see my body, let alone touch me. He grins around at our heckling audience, loving the attention – almost as much as he’s loving the feel of my leg. 

 Enjoy it while it lasts, hubby, I think, smiling to the cheering crowd. Jerry grins up at me. His hands graze my thigh, heading toward the lacy white garter about halfway up my leg. He’s taking his time, loving the fact that I won’t do anything to stop him in front of all our friends. We gotta keep up appearances, but we both know that I’ll make him regret this later. 

‘Remember, husband!’ The DJ’s voice booms through the speakers behind me. 

‘You gotta use your teeth!’

The crowd roars with drunken laughter. My cheeks darken. I feel Jerry’s hands pause. He glances up at me, unsure how to proceed. His mouth hasn’t been that close to my legs in… well, I can’t remember. Pretty much since we agreed on our current relationship arrangement. 

After a moment’s hesitation, Jerry leans closer, clips his head beneath my dress, and puts his lips on my thigh, grasping the garter with his teeth. I feel his warm breath on my leg. Oh, honey, that’s the last time you’ll do anything like this, I think, my smile growing ever wider. Everyone watching thinks I’m smiling because the situation is funny. Nobody – not any of our friends or family members, not even his parents – has a clue about what our life is really like behind closed doors. Jerry can put his hands and lips on my leg all he wants –

it’ll be the last time he enjoys that privilege for a long, long time. 

And he knows it, too. 

My new husband eases back, tugging at the garter. I feel the fabric begin to slide down my thigh. I’m laughing along with everyone else. The slow, steady applause begins to pick up in pace. Even I start to clap. The atmosphere is infectious. Jerry grabs my foot with his hands, pulling the garter down my thigh and over my knee. Finally the little lace ring slips down to my foot. Jerry pauses again, soaking up the moment. I’m clapping. The audience is laughing and

applauding. 

Then Jerry does something totally unexpected. He kisses the V of my panties, his warm lips brushing my waxed mound. I gasp, surprised by his boldness. Then he bites the garter again and slips it off around my shoe. 

He climbs back out from under my dress and stands up, still clenching the garter between his teeth like a dog with a trophy. The crowd cheers in approval. 

‘All right!’ says the DJ, laughing into the mic. ‘Well done hubby! Let’s play this last song, and then the happy couple can get started on the wedding night… if you know what I mean!’

He starts playing old dance anthem. Someone takes the chair away and crowd breaks up into little groups, everyone dancing and having fun. Jerry takes me by the waist, the garter still clamped between his teeth, and we begin to dance in the center of the room, surrounded by everyone we know and love. He smiles at me and I smile at him. I lean in close enough to be heard over the music and say, 

‘You’re going to regret that kiss.’

His eyes gleam with excitement. Maybe that’s the reason he kissed my panties –

so I would find a way to make him pay. My mind is already racing with possibilities. 

****

The night finally draws to a close. The DJ wraps us his set and wishes everyone a good night. We say our goodbyes to friends and family, heading through the dance hall to the hotel’s front lobby. My parents kiss my cheeks, tears in their eyes, and head off to their rooms. Jerry’s parents bid us goodnight, smiles on their faces. My new mom and dad are lovely people. I wonder if they have the same bedroom arrangement as we do? Maybe Jerry’s dad is a cuckolded husband as well. 

The last person to wish me well is Lucas, Jerry’s best man. He gives me a big, 

warm hug, his arms wrapping around my body. Being held by him sends waves of excitement washing through my waxed and ready womanhood. To the outside world, it looks like my husband best friend is giving me a hug. But, to the three of us, there’s something much, much deeper going on right here. I sense Jerry hovering off to the side, a goofy grin on his face. 

‘You look beautiful,’ Lucas says. 

‘Thanks,’ I say. Then, in a lower voice, ‘Come up in ten minutes. Bring it with you.’

His hand squeezes my back, an unspoken yes that only he and I know. He steps back, his hands sliding away from my waist. They’ll be back in place soon enough. I’ve waited all day for this moment; I can wait a little longer. 

‘And you,’ Lucas says, in a louder voice, turning to Jerry, ‘you got one hell of a wife!’

The two old friends shake hands, laughing, putting on a show for the stragglers heading out into the car park or toward the elevators. Lucas slaps Jerry on the arm. 

‘This was a hell of a good day,’ Jerry says, his red cheeks getting even redder. 

‘Thank you so much for everything!’

Lucas gives a deferential shrug, shaking his handsome head. 

‘This was all you guys,’ he says. ‘Thanks for letting me be a part of your day.’

 And a part of our night, I think, unable to hide my smile. 

‘Nah,’ Jerry says, ‘no way we’d have been able to do all this without you.’

Lucas laughs. He looks us over one final time and heads toward the stairs. He calls back over his shoulder, ‘You kids go and your wedding night, y’hear?’

We laugh, watching our friends and family head out into the dark car park. The clock on the wall says that it’s about ten after midnight. We’ve been husband and wife for ten whole hours already. Our lifetime together has begun. 

Jerry slips his arm around my waist, waving as the last guests head to their cars. 

Aside from the hotel staff – busy cleaning up the room after our party – Jerry and I are the last people in the lobby. 

‘And then there were two,’ Jerry says. 

He slips his arm around my shoulders and leans into me, careful not to step on my dress. It’s not an especially long dress, but there are a couple of inches that brush along the floor in my wake. It’s a beautiful dress – it fits my waist and makes my hips and breasts look amazing, giving me a wonderfully sensual hourglass figure. The dress hangs perfectly off my shoulders and flowing down my legs, making me look both elegant and exotic at the same time. I’ve felt everyone’s eyes on me all day and I’ve loved it. Jerry’s gaze has often drifted downwards throughout the day, admiring the swell of my chest and the deep crevice between my perky breasts. Lucas, on the other hand, has been a complete gentleman, keeping his eyes on my face. He knows he’ll get to see – and enjoy –

everything I have to offer, so why stare at me like a horny dog? Jerry is the only man who gets denied that privilege. 

And he adores me for it. 

‘Did you enjoy taking off my garter?’ I say, letting my hand drop as the last guests disappear from view. 

‘Oh, yes,’ he says. ‘God, yes. I can’t remember the last time… well, you know.’

 The last time you were between my legs, I think, a cruel smile tugging the corners of my mouth. It’s been a while, hasn’t it, my love? 

‘Good,’ I say, leaning into him and lowering my voice a little. ‘Because that kiss is gonna cost you.’

His face flushes with color, eyes flashing with both fear and excitement. I feel his grip tighten by a fraction on my shoulder. 

‘How?’ he says, in the same low voice. ‘How will you make me regret it?’

He looks at me like an excited puppy sensing the chance to earn a treat. My sweet little husband. My pathetic cuckold. So eager, so keen to learn how I plan to humiliate him later. He’ll have to wait a little longer to find out what I have in

store for him. If he thinks our relationship so far has been intense, our marriage is going to blow his mind. 

‘Control yourself,’ I say, grabbing the front of his pants, getting a generous handful of his growing manhood. ‘Remember, this belongs to me now.’

‘Yes, my love,’ he says. ‘Anything you say.’

‘Good boy.’

I release him and walk across the lobby to the elevator, hearing his footsteps follow in my wake. I feel sensational in this wedding dress – like a beautiful, perfect princess. I never imagined that I would wear a dress like this on my wedding day. But I also never imagined that I would marry a man who wanted me to have sex with other people. Life’s full of surprises. 

The elevator doors open as we approach and two drunk young women step out, laughing and stumbling. I recognize them from the wedding – Jerry’s co-workers, I think. Probably came along mostly for the booze and the chance to get laid. I wonder if either of them had designs on the best man? Well, sorry girls, but I’ve called shotgun on him tonight. 

We step into the elevator and I press the button for the top floor – the penthouses and bridal suite. It’s a long ride up – and a hell of a lot of money just for one night, but you only get married once, right? The car starts to lift, rising up and up through the quiet hotel. I stand in the back corner of the elevator, checking out my makeup in the mirror. The artist did a fantastic job – I still look as radiant, fresh, and flawless as I did walking down the aisle, hours before. My hair is still neatly braided, running around my head in careful looping, flowing weaves. 

Jerry stands next to me, unable to stop smiling or tear his eyes away from my body. 

‘God,’ he says. ‘I can’t believe how stunning you look.’

‘No?’ I say, cocking an eyebrow. ‘You didn’t think I could look this good?’

He suddenly realizes what he’s said and begins to stammer, trying to dig himself back out of this hole. I cut him off with a mischievous smile. 

‘Expose yourself,’ I say. 

‘Now?’ He glances toward the door. 

‘Now.’

He hesitates for a moment, breathing hard, eyes shifting to the door and the panel of buttons. Nobody has stopped the elevator – yet. 

‘Or I’ll make it worse for you,’ I say, folding my arms. 

Jerry shuffles his feet for a moment. Then he stands in front of me, blocking the door with his back, and unzips his pants. The look of fear and excitement on his face makes me smile. He opens his pants and unbuttons the flap in his shorts and eases his member free, the shaft about three-quarters erect, bobbing as blood fills and thickens the organ. His cheeks flush a furious tomato-red. This is probably the most humiliating thing I’ve ever done to him. Our little games and erotic obsessions have never left the comfort of our own home. Now here he stands in a hotel elevator, exposing himself on my command. 

‘Is that good enough?’ he says. 

‘Come closer.’

He steps closer, still holding his fly and shorts open with both hands, manhood poking through like a tongue from a mouth. When he finally gets near enough, I reach out with one hand and seize his balls in a fierce grip. He gasps – a little shock, a little pain – but doesn’t pull away or try to resist. My husband is too well trained for that. Too obedient. He knows that I will always find ways to punish him for resisting me. 

‘Shit,’ he says, his face contorting into a grimace. I am not being gentle with his balls. Why should I be? They belong to me now. 

‘Something wrong, husband?’ I say, smiling sweetly, even as my fingers slowly squeeze his fruits. I can see the discomfort crossing his face over and over, like ripples from raindrops hitting the surface of a lake. He grits his teeth, nostrils flaring, breathing harder and harder. His eyelids flicker. I squeeze tighter – not quite crushing his balls, but close to it – and I keep a pleasant smile on my face, like we’re having a nice conversation. 

‘No,’ he says, the word strained, leaving his mouth in a grunt of pain. 

‘Nothing… wrong.’

‘That’s right,’ I say, flexing my fingers, enjoying the grimace as it flashes across his face. He’s in pain, but he doesn’t say anything. I wonder how much he would endure before trying to stop me? ‘Everything is exactly as it should be. These,’ I give his balls a tug, causing him to gasp, ‘belong to me. And if I want to hurt them in public, I’ll hurt them in public.’

He inhales sharply and nods, unable to speak. The elevator comes to a stop. I look over his shoulder. This isn’t our floor. Someone has called the elevator. I shoot him a look, telling him to be quiet. He squeezes his lips together and tries to open his legs to a more relaxed stance. 

The door opens and a strange man steps inside. He glances over to us and presses the button to his floor and stands in front of the doors, hands at his sides. 

As the doors close, he turns back to me, looking over Jerry’s shoulders. 

‘Congratulations,’ he says, offering a warm smile. He has no idea what’s happening in here right now. Now idea that I’m punishing my husband’s balls. 

‘Thank you,’ I say, all sweetness and light. I tighten my grip. Jerry winces. The elevator begins to ascend again, pulling the three of us higher and higher. 

‘Did you folks have a good day?’

‘We did,’ I say. ‘Best day of my life. What about you, honey?’

Jerry’s face burns bright red with the effort of staying quiet. A vein throbs at his temple. His lips are white. 

‘Best day… ever,’ he says, finally. 

‘I remember mine well,’ he says. ‘What a day. You gotta make each day special, that’s what I learned afterward. If you don’t mind a stranger offering you advice, that is.’

‘Not at all,’ I say. ‘Thank you.’

The elevator comes to a stop and the doors open again. He nods toward us and steps out. 

‘Have a great night, folks,’ he says. ‘And a great life together.’

‘Thanks!’ I say. 

The doors close and the stranger is gone. Jerry exhales loudly, eyes watering. 

‘Please,’ he says, ‘please, Kayla…’

I smile at his pain and say, ‘Are you ever going to try and put your face near my pussy again?’

‘No!’

‘Are you ever going to touch my body without permission again?’

‘No!’

A single bead of sweat trickles down his brow. His hands tremble. Part of me almost feels bad for tormenting him like this. Almost. But he broke the rules that we established when we became a cuckold couple. He has to be punished for breaking the rules, even if it is our wedding night. 

‘Does my pussy belong to you?’ I say, shaking my clenched hand back and forth. 

His body follows my movements, like a puppet controlled from below. 

‘No, it doesn’t!’

‘Who owns my pussy?’

‘Anyone but me!’ he says. ‘Anyone you want!’

The elevator stops moving again, this time on our floor. I smile sweetly and release my grip. He steps back, gasping with relief, and massages his tormented balls. The doors slide open quietly onto an empty hallway. 

‘Put that away,’ I say, wrinkling my nose. ‘You don’t want to be arrested, do you?’

Jerry looks away from me and pulls his pants back into place, tucking his cock away. He can tell himself that he doesn’t like me hurting him, but that erection proves otherwise. Or maybe he’s trying to convince himself that he only got hard

because my hand felt good on his balls. 

I push past him and head out into the hallway. It’s the kind of space I would expect to find on the penthouse floor of an expensive hotel like this. The scent of fresh flowers fills the air. Jerry follows me through the hallway, past a couple of closed doors, to the bridal suite. A painting of a bouquet is framed on the door. It looks cute. 

‘Do, um, do you…’ Jerry says, stammering a little. ‘Do you want me to carry you across the threshold?’

I think about it for a moment. He probably could carry me – I’m not that heavy and he’s got a little muscle on him – but that isn’t how our wedding night should begin. No, our wedding night should follow the rest of our relationship so far. 

‘No,’ I say. ‘I want you to crawl behind me on all fours.’

He glances around, making sure we’re alone, and sinks to his knees in obedient silence. I unlock the door and walk through, into our martial chamber, the sacred space shared by a husband and wife after the wedding. I glance down, laughing at the sight of Jerry crawling like a dog in my wake. Back when he first confessed to being turned on by humiliation, I thought it was weird. Now I find it amusing. Sometimes it even turns me on to be cruel to him. It’s a shame he never gets to enjoy my excitement. That’s why I have other men. 

‘Close the door behind you,’ I say. ‘Don’t get up.’

I walk deeper into the plush, expansive room. There’s a beautiful king-size bed to my right, the headboard against the wall. To my left is the door to the wide, pristine bathroom, complete with a hot tub. Ahead of me are the wide windows that look out on the surroundings, though the drapes are currently pulled shut. 

Comfortable chairs are positioned here and there around the room. It’s a beautiful space for a wife to lose herself with a loving husband. Or for a woman like me to fuck whoever she wants. 

Jerry pushes the door shit with his nose, still crawling on his hands and knees. I laugh, watching him, and point to the space in front on my feet. He crawls into place and rests on his knees, looking up at me with wide, innocent eyes. Who needs a dog when you can train your husband? 

‘You have something of mine,’ I say. 

For a moment, he doesn’t understand what I’m saying. Then he reaches into his suit jacket and removes the little white fabric loop. My garter. I stand on one leg and place my raised foot on his shoulder, the white heel pressing into his body through the jacket. He winces. 

‘Give it back,’ I say. ‘Only a man should remove my garter. Are you a man?’

He shakes his head, cheeks turning a soft rose-pink. 

‘No,’ I say. ‘You’re not a man. A real man would want to fuck his wife on their wedding night, but you’d prefer to let someone else do it, wouldn’t you?’

‘Yeah,’ he says, breathless with excitement. He holds out the garter to me. I snatch it away and shoot him a cruel smirk, pushing him backward with my heel I tower over him, a goddess robed in white, enjoying the expression of undying love and devotion in his eyes. There are few things more deeply satisfying than seeing a man’s total subjugation before you. I recommend cuckolding to any woman who is having relationship troubles. It solves all your problems – hubby becomes more attentive, more desperate to please, and you can have all the hot, wild sex you want with any man who catches your eye. The first year we began to explore his fantasies, I fucked more guys than I ever had as a single woman. 

I’ve had more sex this past year than I have in most years of our relationship. 

I’ve never been so sexually satisfied than I have since becoming his cuckoldress. 

And he loves that I deny him. 

‘My feet are sore,’ I say. ‘Kiss them better.’

He nods, eager to please, and bows at my feet. I lift the dress just enough to expose my shoes and he gets to work like a starving man. He kisses my feet, trailing his tongue over the shoes, desperate to please me. I laugh, loving how easily I can make him do anything. A simple word, a short command. Back when we first met, he said he’d never do anything with feet. Well, look at you now, husband. Look how the mighty have fallen. 

A knock at the door brings me out of my moment. I push Jerry’s face away with a gently nudge of my foot and point to the door. He crawls over and opens it for me. Lucas is on the other side, holding an ice bucket with a fresh bottle of

champagne glistening inside. 

‘I remembered one very important wedding tradition we forgot to observe,’

Lucas says, walking inside and handing Jerry the ice bucket. ‘The best man gets to kiss the bride.’

I laugh and pull him into an embrace. He kisses me slowly, tenderly, deeply. The way a lover greets the best fuck of their life. His tongue caresses mine. His hands glide around my body, exploring the shapes and curves of my figure under the dress. He cups my ass playfully, causing me to giggle into his mouth. Behind him, Jerry closes the door and crawls on his knees toward the bed, still carrying the ice bucket. 

Lucas breaks off the kiss, a happy sigh escaping his lips. He says, ‘I’ve been waiting all day for that.’

‘Me too,’ I say. 

Jerry places the bucket on the night stand by the bed. He crawls back over to us. 

Lucas smirks down at him. 

‘Get up,’ I say. ‘It’s painful to watch you embarrass yourself like that.’

Jerry gets back to his feet, pants bulging with excitement. 

‘So,’ Lucas says, ‘shall we give him his present?’

Jerry frowns at us, the wheels turning in his head. I smile again, excited to reveal our wicked little secret. 

‘Not yet,’ I say. ‘There’s something we need to do first.’

I turn to my husband and put my hands on my hips, a display of calm power and control. 

‘Undress,’ I say, my voice firm and full of authority. ‘Now.’

Jerry glances between me and Lucas, curiosity in his expression, but he doesn’t ask stupid questions or hesitate. His hands fly up to his neck and he begins unfastening his tie. I turn to Lucas, who watches my husband undress with quiet

amusement, and cup his face with my hand. He turns his attention toward me and slips his arms around my waist. We kiss, Long. Slow. Deep. With plenty of tongue. I savor his delicious taste – masculine and powerful, with a hint of alcohol – and moan in my throat as his hands explore my ass. I know he’s been admiring my figure from afar all day, not wanting to draw attention to himself or our unorthodox arrangement. Finally, he’s got me all to himself. 

Next to us, Jerry frantically undresses, tossing clothes aside like they’re about to burst into flame. I pull away from Lucas, laughing and pointing at how ridiculous Jerry looks right now. His shirt is off – cufflinks scattered across the floor – but he’s still wearing the tie and his pants and inside out, caught around one foot. He hops up and down on the spot, frantically trying to kick off his pants, until they finally come free and fall to the floor. 

‘Hurry up,’ I say. ‘We haven’t got all night. Well, actually, we do.’ I place my hand on Lucas’s chest. ‘But whether or not you get to be a part of it…’

Jerry moves even faster, peeling off his socks and tossing them aside. He yanks at the tie, almost choking himself for a moment, before pulling it loose from the right point. He kicks all his fallen clothes to the side and stands before us in just his underwear. 

‘I said undress,’ I say, pointing one perfectly manicured finger at the growing bulge in his shorts. ‘Can’t you do what you’re told for once?’

Jerry blushes and shoves his shorts to the floor. He steps out of them and stands in front of us, cock at half-mast, eyes fixed on mine, color rising in his cheeks. 

It’s the first time he’s ever been the only one naked in the room like this. Usually he either stays fully clothed while Lucas and I have our fun, or he undresses while we’re too distracted to care what he’s doing. This is the first time Lucas has ever really seen Jerry’s body. My lover smirks, studying my husband’s body

– his semi-erect penis; shaved pubic hair; heavy, full balls; the bulge of his gut –

and chuckles. 

‘Good boy,’ I say, as though talking to a dog. ‘Now come here. We’ve got something for you.’

Jerry steps up in front of me. The three of us form a triangle. I feel like I did several hours before, when we said our vows, only Lucas is standing in the official’s spot. Lucas’s grin widens and he reaches inside his suit jacket and

produces a smell black felt bag, bulging from the contents inside. 

‘This is for you,’ he says. 

Jerry looks at the bag in his best friend’s hand, confusion on his face. He says, 

‘Okay, what is it?’

I open the bag and reach inside. I make sure Jerry can clearly see me removing the items and hold them up in front of him. In my left hand, I hold a small silver key. In my right hand, I hold a series of small, cruel metal rings in a loose curve, about two inches in length. 

Jerry’s eyes widen as he realizes what I’m holding and what is going to happen next. The items I am holding are a cock cage and the key to lock and unlock it. 

‘You gave me a ring earlier,’ I say, wiggling the fingers on my left hand. ‘It’s a symbol of our marriage, our love and commitment. It promises that I will always be bound to you, in mind and heart and spirt. This-’ I shake the cage in my right hand ‘-is a symbol of your commitment to me, and me alone. This is a promise that I own your cock, always and forever, and only I have the power to remove it.’

My husband’s eyes gleam with anticipation, even as his face shows a mixture of emotions. I see worry. Doubt. Fear. Excitement. Shock. Arousal. Each expression rolls across his features like a cloud, replaced by the next in quick succession. He opens his mouth, breathing hard, and looks at me. 

‘You want me… to wear this now?’ he says. 

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘And, like our wedding rings, I don’t want you to take it off. Ever.’

He swallows. He looks from me, to Lucas, to the cage, and back to me. 

‘Oh my God,’ he says. ‘You really… I mean, you really want me to do this? All the time? Not just when we get naughty?’

I shake my head, smiling. I say, ‘No, my love. This lifestyle was your idea. I want to make all your dreams come true. While we’re together, I want to control your cock and balls. And I don’t want to worry about you jerking off in secret behind my back. So we agreed to get you this.’

‘Shit…’ he says, looking nervous and apprehensive. For a brief moment, I start to worry that we’ve gone too far. Sure, we’ve done a lot of crazy, fun, sexy stuff together, but this is taking it to the next level. He won’t just be my cuckold in the bedroom, he’ll be my subservient husband twenty-four-seven. 

But I keep my face neutral. I don’t let my doubts show through. Jerry looks at the cage one final time and nods. 

‘Okay,’ he says. ‘For you. I love you.’

I smile, satisfied with his choice. He’s a good man. He’s going to make a great husband. 

‘There’s just one problem,’ Jerry says. He glances down at his cock, now at full length and hardness, pulsing with aggressive, eager intent. The cock that hasn’t been allowed to come in months already. The cock that hasn’t entered my body in over a year. The cock I haven’t touched since the night he proposed to me. 

‘I’m not gonna fit in that. Unless…’ His eyes sparkle. ‘Unless you plan to, you know, lend a hand?’

Jerry’s face lights up at his own suggestion. I raise an eyebrow, annoyed by his boldness. He assumes that I’m going to help him climax. Why, because it’s our wedding night? Oh, hell no. That ship has sailed. 

‘Sure, I’ll help you out,’ I say. Jerry’s grin widens. He almost bounces up and down on his heels with giddy excitement. I look over toward the bed, at the champagne bucket. ‘Lucas, bring that over here. I’m gonna relieve my husband’s swelling.’

Jerry’s smile fades. He frowns, concern filling his eyes. Lucas grabs the champagne bucket and holds it out to me. I drop the cage into the bucket. It lands among the ice cubes. 

‘You want me to lend you a hand?’ I say, reaching into the bucket and grabbing a generous handful of large, wet cubes. ‘I’ll make sure you fit in that cage. Get his arms.’

Lucas puts the bucket on the bed and stands behind my husband. He grabs Jerry’s arms and pulls them back, as though making an arrest. Jerry struggles for one brief moment, then holds still. He looks at me with wide, frightened eyes, 

silently pleading with me not to do this. 

But I ignore him. I smile and cup the ice with both hands and grab his swollen cock. He cries out in shock and pain from the sudden cold pressing tight against his most sensitive areas. He shudders, but Lucas holds him in place. My lover grins, enjoying this cruel treatment, this unusual punishment, this erotic mockery. I glide my cupped hands up and down Jerry’s cock, coating every inch of his skin with the ice cubes. He wails, the agony overpowering him, but doesn’t say anything to stop me. 

I continue my torment, the ice slowly melting in my hands, dripping onto the carpet. My husband’s erection slowly wilts, droplets of water rolling down his penis and over his balls. Tears of pain and frustration fill his eyes. This must be such torment for him… but he still doesn’t say anything to stop me. He only moans with the pain. 

‘This is how it’s going to be from now on, my love,’ I say. ‘I own you. I own your cock. I own your balls. So that means I control your little erections, too. 

Once this cage goes on, only I have the power to remove it. Is that clear?’

Jerry nods, his arousal finally fizzling away to nothing. I keep my hands on his cock, letting the last tiny chunks of ice melt and flow down his manhood. 

‘You come when I let you,’ I say. ‘You’ll be good and obedient and faithful to me and me alone. In exchange, I’ll fuck whoever I want, whenever I want, however I want. And if I really, truly want to, I’ll let you out of the cage and make you come. But only if I feel like you deserve to come. Do you understand me?’

‘Y-yes,’ he says, nodding, his face almost as red as it was back in the elevator. 

‘Do you think you deserve to come tonight?’ I say. 

‘Please,’ he says, desperation in his eyes. 

‘Too bad.’

The ice is now melted. I release his flaccid, dripping, cold cock and rub my hands on his face to dry them off. I lift the bucket down to the floor and grab the cock cage, wincing at how cold the metal rings feel now. I kneel down in front of

my helpless, restrained husband – how long has it been since I’ve done this? –

and open the cruel, cold device. 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’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 them with a smile on her face. 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.’

Jerry’s jaw drops. He reaches down to the floor and grabs his discarded jacket and removes a card from the inside pocket. I hitch up the dress and sink to my knees, Lucas steps in front of me, so that Jerry is to our side and has a perfect, unobstructed view. I unzip Lucas’s pants and pull them down to the floor. His shorts bulge right in my face. The sight of his excitement turns me on. 

Something about knowing that other men find me attractive excites me in ways I can’t explain. It’s one thing to have your husband lust after you, it’s something totally different to be desired by his best friend as well. 

Lucas grins down at me. I grab his shorts and ease them down, past his trimmed pubic hair, letting his semi-hard manhood spring free. The sight of his cock sends a rush of excitement through my sex. My husband’s cock is okay – it does the job, but it’s nothing to write home about. Lucas’s cock is in another ballpark

– at least two inches longer, as thick as three fingers, and able to last as long as I need him to. I remember being shocked and a little horrified when Jerry confessed that his greatest fantasy was to watch me fuck his best friend. I’m so glad I gave it a try. 

I nod at Jerry, telling him to get on with it, and place my lips over the tip of Lucas’s shaft. He tastes a little sour tonight – spending all day in a hot suit will

do that to a man – but the familiar tang of his excitement touches my tongue as his manhood begins to swell in my mouth. I slowly ease forward, taking the head past my lips, letting my tongue flicker gently over him, and he sighs with delight above me. 

‘My dearest Kayla,’ Jerry says, glancing between the card in his hand and the scene playing out in front of him, ‘I love you so much. Words cannot describe how happy you make me every single day.’

I take the garter and slip it around my lover’s cock. I twist it tight and use it to jerk Lucas off while I suck and drool over the head. Lucas moans. Jerry’s breath catches in his throat. 

‘You are the most perfect woman I’ve ever met,’ Jerry says, throat tight. ‘You are totally unlike any other woman on earth and I love you so much.’

I groan in my throat as Lucas swells and thickens to full excitement in my mouth. There is nothing more erotic than the feeling of making a man hard and feeling it happen. I start to bob my head back and forth, taking his length deeper into my mouth with every movement, tongue gliding across the underside of his cock. I make loud, passionate noises in my throat, trying to distract Jerry. I hear him hesitate for a moment before he continues. 

‘I promise to spend the rest of my life making you as happy as you make me,’ he says, voice wavering. I keep sucking his best friend, ignoring him. ‘Fuck… I am the luckiest man in the world. You are my everything. I love you always and I can’t wait to spend every single day loving you.’

I gag as Lucas’s cock touches the back of my throat. I ease back, spit coating his shaft, and jerk him off with my left hand, letting my brand-new wedding ring slide along another man’s member. The knowledge that I’m defiling the symbol of our union turns me on almost as much as sucking someone else’s cock. 

‘Holy shit,’ Jerry says, letting the card fall to the floor. ‘I meant every word, Kayla. I am the luckiest man in the world.’

‘Funny,’ I say, sliding my tongue along the underside of Lucas’s cock. ‘I think he would say the same thing.’

Lucas grabs my head and shoves his length all the way down my throat, forcing

me to take every last wonderful inch. His balls swing into my chin. I drool and choke and fight to control my gag reflex. It’s difficult, but I manage to stay calm. 

He starts to fuck my face now, pulling my head forward and backward, thrusting that big, hard, powerful cock into my mouth over and over. The feeling of being controlled, of being his slutty fuck hole, of having my husband watch every last moment, drives me wild with lust. My sex burns white-hot underneath this wedding dress. After a few long, delicious moments, he releases my head and I sit back, panting, drool covering my mouth and chin. My immaculate makeup is finally smudged and smeared now. I take the garter off Lucas’s cock. The fabric is slick with my spit. I throw it to my husband. He catches it. 

‘Do you like seeing your wife like this?’ I say to Jerry, jerking my lover’s hard, thick cock with my left hand in long, lazy strokes. ‘All dolled up and letting another man fuck my face?’

‘Oh, my god, yes,’ Jerry says. 

‘Do you like seeing me defile this dress?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘I’m jerking him off with my wedding ring.’

‘Fuck…’ He almost moans the word. 

‘Does that cage hurt your little cock?’

‘Yes.’

‘Good.’

I take Lucas in my mouth again for another minute or two, watching his face as I tease his perfect cock, drooling and moaning for him like the whore I am. His eyes begin to glaze over with lust. I ease back, making as much mess along his shaft as possible, and lovingly kiss the tip. I glance over at Jerry, seeing the pain and frustration and jealousy and torment carved into his face, and smile. I grip my lover’s cock and slide the head over my mouth, as though applying lipstick with his strong, salty excitement, watching Jerry’s wide eyes the whole time. 

‘You may now kiss the bride,’ I say. 

I grab Jerry’s face and pull him for a deep, slow, passionate kiss. I force my tongue inside his mouth. I rub my lips against his. I make him taste the potent flavor of a better man. He squirms in the chair for a moment, but takes it. After all, I haven’t kissed him with this much passion since the first time I fucked another man for him. I did that to live out his fantasy. Now I do it for my own pleasure. 

‘Do you like that, honey?’ I say, pushing his head back. ‘You like your wife sucking a bigger dick than yours?’

‘Uh-huh,’ he says, cheeks flushed with color. ‘I love it. I love you.’

‘Sit there and stay still and shut up,’ I say, getting back to my feet. ‘I want Lucas to fuck me now and I don’t want you getting in the way.’

‘Y-yes. Anything you want.’

‘And when we’re finished, you’re going to pour us some champagne.’

Jerry nods, hanging on my every word. 

Lucas steps up behind me, his arms wrapping around my body, cupping my breasts. He kisses my neck. I sigh and lean back into him, giving my body over to him. Do what you want with me, I’m yours. 

His firm hands tease my breasts, making my nipples firm, leaving little impressions in this tight dress. I sigh with pleasure, barely able to control myself. 

I love the way he touches me. The way he owns me. The way my body tingles and ripples and lusts for him. I never knew a woman could feel like this – in love with one man and in lust with another. 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. 

Lucas moves his attention to lace at my back, the series of ties and knots keeping me restrained inside this beautiful white dress. He begins to carefully tug and pull on the cords. I feel the dress start to loosen. I watch my husband’s face, loving the intense look of concentration there. He’s utterly focused on me and my pleasure – as a good husband should always be. The dress begins to slip. 

Lucas pulls at the last knot and slips his hands inside the corset holding everything together. 

‘Look, honey,’ I say. ‘The first man to touch my married body isn’t you.’

Jerry’s bottom lip trembles. Lucas pushes the dress down. It slips down to my legs, but the upper part stays in shape. I step out, leaving the dress in a heap on the floor at the foot of the bed. The only things I’m wearing right now are my matching bra, panties, and white heels. 

I turn my back on Jerry and let his best friend unhook my bra. He tosses it away. 

I hear my husband gasp. Maybe he caught it. Maybe it landed on him. I don’t care either way. Lucas kisses my breasts, his warm lips and hot tongue teasing my firm nipples. I moan for him, for his mouth, for his touch. His hands slide down to my ass and squeeze. I moan louder. 

‘Let’s take these off,’ he says, tugging at my panties. 

‘Jerry bought them for me,’ I say. ‘Rip them. I don’t care.’

He grins, eyes flash with dark mischief. He grabs the elastic with both hands and pulls as hard as he can. I gasp as the panties rip, pinching my skin a little. He pulls the white cotton clean off my body and holds them up as a trophy, a symbol of his power over our marriage. 

‘Don’t throw them away,’ I say, ‘I have a better idea.’

He hands me the torn panties. I can feel how warm they are in my hand. How warm and wet. I turn back to my husband and bend over, naked but for my heels. 

His eyes almost bulge out of his head. 

‘You like kissing my panties?’ I say. 

He nods. I shove my torn underwear into his mouth. He looks at me with shock in his face. 

‘You like it so much, you can keep those in your fucking mouth,’ I say. ‘I hope you enjoyed that little kiss, it’s the last time your mouth will ever get close to my pussy when I’m not freshly fucked and full of come.’

I turn my back on him and grab Lucas’s shirt and rip it open. Buttons scatter. 

Fabric tears. He looks at me with surprise. 

‘Fuck me,’ I say. ‘I’ve waited all fucking day for you. Just fuck me.’

His eyes flash again. He grabs me tight and hurls me back onto the bed. I land on my back, laughing with delight. God, yes! This is what I need! I don’t need a lover, or someone to caress me. I need a man to fuck me! 

Lucas shrugs off his tie and torn shirt and kicks his pants to the floor. He climbs between my legs, still wear his shorts, shoes, and socks. He doesn’t even bother to undress fully. That fact makes me wetter. I reach between my legs and gently touch my lips with a finger and study the pearly, sticky cream. Fuck, this man is making me drip for him. 

He mounts like a warrior claiming his concubine, shoving his bare length inside me without a second thought. I cry out at the feeling – we haven’t fucked in over a week, my pussy almost forgot how good it feels to be stretched wide open by a big, thick cock like this – and wrap my arms around his bare back. 

‘Oh, fucking yes,’ I say, in a deep, animalistic groan of passion. ‘Fuck me, Lucas! I fucking need it.’

At my feet, a thousand miles away, my husband exhales sharply. I ignore him. 

He’ll stay in that chair, like I ordered, until he gets another instruction. A long time ago, I might have asked him to join u; or kissed him; or sucked his cock while Lucas fucked me. But those days are long gone. Why spoil a good, hard fuck by trying to focus on a weaker cock? Besides, Jerry prefers to enjoy my pleasure. Tonight, I intend to show him how much pleasure a man – a real man –

like Lucas can give me. I hold up my hand, letting Jerry see the wedding ring he placed there just a few hours before, the ring symbolizing our commitment to one another – a commitment I am already betraying. 

Lucas slams me deep and hard. No need for niceties. No need for love or passion. We have nothing in common except our love of fucking each other. 

That’s all we need. His length fills my womanhood, stretching me open from the inside out. I can feel the wonderful pressure of his red-hot manhood against my slick inner walls. I cry out, my voice high-pitched and full of passion. 

‘God, yes!’ I say. ‘Fuck me like I need! Harder!’

His eyes gleam. He grabs my arms and pins my hands to the bed, dominating and controlling me. I moan louder for him. I love it. I need it. He fucks me in every way my husband can’t. Jerry would never take control of me like this. He would never dare to dominate me, to make me his whore. Lucas has no problem giving me what I need. 

My husband’s best friend fucks me deep and hard, with ferocious passion, into my marital bed. I look up into his dark, fierce eyes, seeing nothing but lust and erotic pleasure. The expression on his face starts a fire in my gut. I love knowing that I’m pleasing a worthy man like him. It makes it so much more satisfying to become his whore. 

The fire in my gut burns white-hot like a fuse. I feel it ignite. My orgasm explodes like a powder keg in my stomach, sucking all the air out of my lungs, making my body shudder and tremble and shake with the intensity. I cry out long and loud, begging my lover not to stop, not to stop, not to stop…

My entrance closes tight around his manhood, but I’m so wet that there’s no grip. Lucas keeps pounding me, his manhood filling my tightening tunnel over and over, making me come even harder and louder. I clench my fists impotently. 

He keep my wrists pinned down, forcing my body to stay in one place as he passionately fucks me. I shudder and jerk and convulse with the power of my climax. 

His hips buck and roll like waves in a storm, driving his length into my yearning pussy over and over again. The movements of his body grind against my swollen and sensitive clit, making this feel even more intense. I scream for him –

pleasure without words – and raise my pinned hips to meet his thrusting, allowing him deeper access to my pussy, driving me even crazier with each stroke. 

Finally my orgasm subsides. I lay beneath him, gasping for breath, unable to do anything to stop his relentless movements. Every slight touch and pressure and sensation hits me like a rock falling into a lake. I am a mass of pleasurable ripples right now. 

Lucas drives himself inside me again and holds in place, the tip of his manhood so, so, so deep inside me. I moan with throaty, primal lust. He looks me in the eyes, grinning, loving how much I’m enjoying being fucked by him. 

‘I hope we can do this forever,’ he says in a quiet voice. 

‘Me… me too.’

‘I want to fuck you every single day.’

‘You can.’

He nods and leans back. He eases out of me. I cry out, my puffy and inflamed pussy overloaded with stimulation. 

‘Bend over,’ Lucas says, breathing hard with the strain of trying not to come so soon. ‘Face him.’

He grabs my hair as I get up, shoving me roughly forward onto my hands and knees. I love it when he throws me around like that. It drives me fucking crazy. 

My swollen, puffy pussy throbs again, desperate for more intense pleasure. I look Jerry in the eyes, seeing the pain, frustration, jealousy, and happiness in his face, and arch my back, presenting myself for Lucas. My slick lips part like flowering petals, opening my entrance like the world’s most deliciously tempting target. 

‘Tell me you love me,’ I say. 

Jerry takes the panty gag out of his mouth, breathing hard. 

‘I love you,’ he says, cradling my sopping wet underwear to his chest. ‘God, I love you so much.’

‘Even if you never get to fuck me again?’

He winces. Lucas gets on his knees between my legs, putting a hand on my ass. 

‘Say it, honey. I need to hear it.’

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘I love you, even if… even if I never get to fuck you again.’

That’s when Lucas pushes his length back inside me, filling my stretched and aching tunnel in the sweetest, most blissful way possible. There’s nothing like the feeling of being fucked by a good, thick, powerful cock – except the feeling

of getting fucked over and over again in the same night. 

I cry out, moaning like a slut in heat, not caring if my voice can be heard by the other rooms. Let them all hear. Let every fucking floor in this hotel hear me getting fucked by Lucas. I don’t even care if Jerry’s parents can hear us. I hope they do hear us. 

Lucas slaps my ass and gets back to work, filling me over and over in deep, hard, firm strokes, the tip of his manhood penetrating me so much fucking deeper than Jerry’s limp cock ever could. I can feel his red-hot pulse prick touching every part of my body at once. He pumps me deep and hard, ramming me over and over, his balls slapping my clit, shaft stretching my entrance wider with every wonderful thrust. I can hear how wet I am by how easily his cock slips inside me. I grip the bed, moaning louder and louder as the seconds pass. 

Jerry’s eyes stay fixed on my face. His jaw is tight, one hand gripping his bare leg so tight his fingers dimple the flesh. His other hand grasps at the cage locked tightly around his manhood, trying to provide himself some measure of relief. 

The sight of my husband sitting there like that drives me even wilder. 

‘Make me come!’ I say, calling back to my lover. ‘Fuck me, make me come! 

Make him watch!’

Lucas growls with passionate fury and drives himself into me even deeper and harder than before, if it’s possible. I let lose a wild, delirious cry of ecstasy as my body explodes all over again, every cell and fibre detonating like fireworks. I lose control of my mouth and mind and body. I grip the bed as tight as possible and unleash the most primal, savage, erotic wail of passion any woman has ever made. Jerry winces, knowing that he has never – and will never – make me feel this this. I cry out over and over, Lucas still fucking me as hard as he can, slapping my ass with every other stroke, his red-hot cock filling my clenching womanhood, pushing me so far beyond my limits that it feels like I’m going to split in half from the inside out-

‘Look at your wife!’ Lucas says, spitting out the words between gasps for breath. 

‘Look at how good I’m fucking your whore wife!’

Jerry groans – with pain, with pleasure, with embarrassment – and grips the cage with both hands, frantically rubbing at the bars enveloping his cock. He grimaces, pain flooding his face as his manhood is prevented from hardening

over and over again. His face is beet-red, sweat dotting his brow. 

I bury my face in the bed, muffling my screams. Lucas grabs my hair and pulls me back, forcing me to look at Jerry as the orgasm overwhelms all my senses. 

This is beyond a simple climax. This is like an orgasm strapped to a supersonic rocket. I’ve never come this hard or for this long before. 

‘Come!’ I say, frantically gasping for air. ‘Come! In! Me!’

Lucas grabs my hips and drives his length all the way inside me again, forcing my tightening womanhood to stay stretched open enough to receive him. He groans, body stiffening behind me. 

‘Beg, you fucking cuck,’ he says. ‘Beg me to come inside your wife.’

Jerry responds immediately, his throat tight with conflicting emotions, voice reedy. 

‘Oh, God,’ he says, ‘please come in her! Fill my fucking wife! Please!’

Lucas laughs with dark amusement and unloads inside me. My wail reaches fever pitch at the feeling of his boiling hot load cascading through my womanhood, filling me up and flooding every part of me more completely than Jerry ever could. He keeps pumping as he climaxes, pushing his seed deep inside me, planting his lust where my husband will never reach. I wail and howl and moan and cry out like a banshee, my body burning and exploding and shattering over and over. My pussy grips his hard cock tighter and tighter, but I’m so wet that he keeps sliding in and out of me, the sensation of being filled by his fat length driving me wilder and wilder. I’m making inhuman noises now, gripping the bed, and rolling my eyes like a woman possessed by the devil. Jerry moans along with me. Lucas growls with the sheer masculine pleasure of planting his seed inside a woman, his hard, intense, passionate, rhythmic pounding becoming jerkier and slower as his climax reaches a crescendo. 

His mad thrusting finally slows to a steady, gentle pump. I collapse onto my face, panting for air, pussy still throbbing as he glides in and out of me. I can’t move. Can’t speak. All I can do is take it. 

‘Yes,’ Lucas says, stretching out the word into a long, low primal growl of victory. He plunges deep inside me one final time, emptying the last of his load

into the depths of my womb. I shudder with pleasure; my sex dripping, throbbing, tingling, and pulsing around his length. ‘Your fucking wife is my whore, understand?’

Jerry nods, eyes filling with water. I’m not sure if those are tears of pain, shame, or joy. He opens his mouth, but no words come out. He smiles at me, breathing hard. 

Lucas slowly pulls out, leaving a thick, sticky river of his seed deep inside me. 

I’m panting. Sweating. Face is a mess. Body exhausted. But heart happy and body satisfied. For now. Always for now. More will follow. Always more. Lucas makes me crave more. 

Jerry watches me, his face flushed. He desperately rubs and paws at his cage, but the unyielding metal provides no comfort or pleasure. He will get no relief; no release; no satisfaction or stimulation until I let him out. The sight of his soft cock bulging and filling the bars of the cage makes me smile. I hope it’s uncomfortable, my love. It’s the life you chose for us and I’m never turning back. I pat the bed, eyes fixed on Jerry’s. 

‘I’ll have that champagne now,’ I say. 

My husband almost leaps out of the chair and grabs the bottle from the bucket on the floor. He fumbles with the cork for a few moments, before a soft pop fills the room. I hold out my hand and take the open bottle. 

‘Lay down,’ I say. 

Jerry throws himself onto the bed, moving so his head is close to my legs. His eyes are huge saucers pooling with tears of joy. I lift my leg and climb over him and sit down on his face, my aching pussy pressed against his mouth. He doesn’t hesitate for a moment. My cuckold husband gladly laps at my swollen lips, greedily eating Lucas’s fresh, sticky come. I drink champagne straight from the bottle, smiling at Lucas. He watches me, enjoying the sight, slowly stroking his wilting cock back to life for round two. I’m gonna be sore tomorrow. Just how every bride should feel the morning after her wedding. 

I pass Lucas the bottle and swallow. I don’t usually like champagne, but this tastes good. Maybe it should always be served while a husband eats fresh come of your pussy. I look down between my legs, watching the concentration of

Jerry’s face as his tongue licks and flicks and laps at my entrance. Come slowly rolls down my tunnel, coating his willing tongue. I laugh at him. My pathetic, come-eating cuckold. I can never respect him after this. 

After a few long minutes, I climb off his face, the deed down. My lover has consummated my wedding and my husband has eaten the spoils. I am satisfied and fulfilled and happy. 

‘You ready to go again?’ Lucas says, his manhood almost at full hardness. 

I nod. My sex already feels tighter, despite how stretched my tunnel is. This is going to be even more intense than the first time. 

Lucas sits in the chair, still wearing his shoes and shorts, waiting for me. I carefully step off the bed, loving the naughty thrill of still wearing my heels. 

Jerry stays where he is on the bed, following me with his eyes. 

‘I can’t believe I have to wait a whole year until you let me out of this,’ he says, jerking a thumb at the cage around his manhood. 

‘What do you mean?’ I say confused, sitting down in my lover’s lap, taking his length inside my aching hole once more. 

‘Well, you said you wouldn’t let me out until our anniversary.’

I laugh, the sound both delightful and dangerous. 

‘No, honey,’ I say. ‘You don’t get it. I said I’ll let you out on our anniversary, but I didn’t say which one…’
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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 The Cuckold’s Tale:

Sharing is Caring

 My wife crosses the room and kneels between his legs, a naughty smile on her face…

 Larry is trying to help his best friend cope with yet another explosive break-up, but Peter’s sulking and reminiscing is getting in the way of naughty fun with his wife, Meghan. 

 As the couple slowly help their friend get over his failed relationship, they start to take things in a new and highly erotic direction. What kind of man wouldn’t help his buddy move on? And what kind of wife could turn that offer down? 

Peter finishes his beer. Meghan hops out of my lap and takes the empty can from him. As she turns to walk away, she drops the can on the floor and bends over to pick it up. There is nothing innocent about this movement. She looks me in the eyes, a smile on her face, her breasts damn near hanging out of the shirt, while her tight ass is pointed straight at my best friend’s face. 

I look into her eyes and receive another one of those psychic messages. 

I’m a naughty girl. 

I raise an eyebrow, letting her know I understand what she’s telling me. My

wicked wife, my slutty paramour, my deviant soulmate, wants to play a game. 

Meghan walks through the room, back to the kitchen. I watch Peter’s eyes glance at her seductively swaying butt, before he looks away, ashamed at himself for checking out another man’s wife. I smile to myself and drink a little more beer. 

Game on, Peter. 

‘How did you get all the luck?’ Peter says, keeping his voice low. ‘I get the wild, emotional girls, you wind up marrying the hottest woman I’ve ever met.’

I shrug and say, ‘She’s a keeper. Gotta keep her happy. Gotta keep her satisfied. 

But that’s part of the fun, right?’

Peter meets my gaze and returns my smile as Meghan return with two fresh beers. She gives one to Peter and bends down – giving me a generous view of her ass – and kisses him on the cheek. He blushes and giggles like a naughty child. She walks back across the room and returns to my lap. 

‘What are you boys talking about?’ she says, affecting an innocent tone in her voice. 

‘I was just telling Peter how I enjoy keeping you satisfied,’ I say, my hand once again finding her tight ass. ‘Peter said how hot you are.’

Peter blushes again, his cheeks turning wine-red. 

‘I wasn’t checking you out,’ he says, raising his hands in protest. ‘I just… I made a comment.’

Meghan laughs, enjoying how flustered he’s getting. She settles into me and pulls my arm away from her ass, around her waist. My hand cups her firm breast, but she doesn’t stop me. Peter’s eyes see me casually holding Meghan’s breast. He smiles, still blushing, and opens his beer, using the can to hide his face. 

‘It’s okay, Pete,’ she says. ‘I don’t mind other guys looking. Neither does Larry, do you, hun?’

‘Not at all,’ I say, with a shrug. ‘I have no problem with you checking out my wife. Do you like what you see?’

Peter nods, swallowing a mouthful of beer, eyes wide with surprise. 

‘Y-yeah,’ he says. 

‘You’ve always checked me out,’ Meghan says. ‘Don’t act surprised, of course I noticed.’

I start to gently squeeze and massage her breasts in full view of my best friend. 

His eyes follow my fingers, watching me gently knead and tease Meghan’s breasts. The color slowly fades from his cheeks. His eyes begin to glaze over with excitement and arousal. 

‘Can you keep a secret, Peter?’ she says. 

Peter nods, the beer nestled between his legs, forgotten. 

‘Are you sure?’ Meghan says. 

Peter draws an X over his heart with a finger. 

Meghan squeezes my wrist, sending me another psychic message. I read it loud and clear in the quiet of the room. 

Shall we? 

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 Slut Wives:

Before I Walk the Aisle

 He can give me everything I’ve been missing for so long…

 Candice is just a few short hours away from getting married and things are not going well. Between problems at the venue and her own self-doubt, she’s starting to panic that this wedding is some kind of crazy mistake. She needs to talk to someone, anyone, who can understand how she’s feeling. 

 Short on options and tight on time, Candice calls the only person she can turn to

 – her big, black ex-boyfriend, Nick. He’ll be able to make her feel better, won’t he? And she can definitely trust herself around him…

‘You okay?’ Nick says, sensing my distress. 

I place a hand over my eyes, massaging my temples. I’m on the verge of fucking tears, but if I cry, my makeup will be ruined and that will be yet another fucking thing gone wrong today. 

‘Hey,’ he says, ‘you dropped something.’

I look down at the floor and see a small, frilly, lacy loop of white fabric on the carpet. My garter. 

‘Goddammit,’ I say. I throw my phone on a shelf and bend down, but I can’t reach the garter. The dress won’t let me bend the way I need to move. I stand up and sigh loudly. 

Nick moves without needing to be asked. He kneels on the floor and scoops up the garter. I grab the dress and pull it up, exposing my smooth, freshly-shaved legs to him. Without thinking, I lift one leg up so he can slip the garter over my foot. As the garter slides over my skin, I place my foot on his shoulder. Nick looks up at me as he pushes the garter up my calf, over my knee, and back into place at my thigh. I look down at him, too. His deep, dark eyes are like reflective pools. I feel that heat burning through me again from the inside out. His hands brush my inner thighs, touching places he hasn’t felt since we broke up. The sensation of his firm, powerful hand touching my inner thigh makes my body tingle. 

Before I know what I’m doing, I lift the dress a little higher, revealing my plain white panties. His eyes flick downward and take in the view. The way he slowly smiles at the sight of my small panties and shaved mound sends shivers of pleasure through me. His hand slides a little higher up my thigh, until his thumb brushes my underwear. I’m breathing a little heavier now, my heart pounding –

but in the good way, finally. The panic bubble has utterly dissipated now, replaced by a new feeling:

Lust. 

What the hell is happening to me? I’m not like this. I’ve never been like this. But everything about this situation – my sexy black ex-boyfriend, the wedding dress, the utter wrongness of this moment – it all mounts up and up and up into the most intensely erotic experience I have ever felt in my life. 

Nick’s thumb brushes my panties again, grazing my burning womanhood. I remember how good he was with his hands. With every part of his body. Not like Robert. The man I’m going to marry is sweet and kind and caring, but almost entirely clueless when it comes to pushing my buttons. 

A whispery sigh of passion escapes my lips. Nick senses my arousal, my burning desire, and strokes my panties with his thumb a little harder now. I open my legs a little wider, balancing on one foot, to allow him better access. This whole situation feels so naughty. And so hot. 

And I know that Nick can give me everything I’ve been missing since I started dating Robert. 

His movements get a little bolder now, his fingers gently cupping my burning womanhood through the white panties. I don’t say anything. Neither does he. I don’t want to scare him off or make him reconsider or end this moment. That little voice in my head screams at me now, telling me that this has gone too far and I need to stop and get ready for my wedding. 

But I can’t do it. I want to feel Nick’s body against mine. I crave the feeling of pure, unadulterated satisfaction. I want everything my old lover can provide. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Can’t Stop Cheating

 I promised that I would be a good wife. That was before I met him…

 Naomi is heading to a workplace party with her husband, Dennis. He’s a big-shot at a major corporation, while she’s a kept woman – unsatisfied and constantly searching for excitement and passion on her own. Despite this, she’s trying to be a better wife and stay faithful to her husband. 

 But when she meets a tall, dark, handsome stranger, she finds her faithfulness wavering. With their instant chemistry and obvious attraction, it’s only a matter of time before Naomi gives in to this man…

He leans in and kisses me again, harder this time, with fire and passion and need. 

I respond, my lips parting, tongue pushing forward to meet his, hands slipping around his thick waist to hold him tight. His hands grip my waist, strong fingers holding me in place. He pushes me back against the counter, trapping me. Not that would want to go anywhere else right now. 

The feel of his lips on mine sends bolts of erotic lust through my body. His tongue explores mine. His hands slip around my back and cup my ass. I groan into his mouth. He takes that as encouragement and squeezes my ass. Fuck, his hands feel amazing. Big and strong and black, just the way I like it. 

I start to get a little braver now and give his ass a playful grope, enjoying how damn firm and tight the muscles feel under his pants. My boy is in great shape, that’s for sure. In great shape and fawning over me. My body reacts to him now, heat flooding my womanhood, nipples hardening under the dress into obvious points of arousal. He reaches down and slips his hand through the slit in my dress and caresses my bare thigh. Naughty, wicked tingles ripple through my skin at his touch. God, it’s so bad but it feels so good! He wants me and I want him…

He pushes the dress up a little higher and his exploring hand finds the front of my underwear. That little V of fabric is the only thing protecting my married womanhood from being invaded by this man. That little V of fabric is the only thing keeping my body faithful right now. That little V needs to get out of the fucking way. 

I moan into his mouth again as he cups my womanhood with a firm yet controlling grip. My legs part on instinct, allowing him to hold my most intimate areas, letting his fingers stroke both my holes through the panties. He traces the curve of my flowering slit and gently probes my asshole. I giggle and shake my hips. Not there, big boy. That’s a second date kind of hole. 

His other hand slides up from my ass to the back of my neck. I break off the kiss to sigh with erotic passion. I love the way he handles me. No shyness. No fear. 

No hesitation. He knows what he wants and he’s going to get it. If this handsome black stranger wants to make me his white slut right here in this bathroom, I’m going to be the perfect whore. 

‘Your pussy’s so fucking hot,’ he says. ‘You really want this, don’t you?’

I nod. Fuck, I’ve been so good. So loyal. So faithful. For weeks now, the only man to touch me there is my husband. I’ve been a good girl. This is my reward. 

By big, black reward. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Hard Times

 He was a better lover than my husband…

 Two months ago, Sarah made a difficult choice – she gave herself to another man, in exchange for the money her family desperately needed. Since then, she has lived with the guilt and the shame of her actions, but the memories have left their mark. 

 Now, in the middle of a terrible snowstorm, she finds herself faced with another impossible decision. Will Sarah be able to overcome the odds, or will she give in to her deepest, darkest temptation again? Her family is facing hard times and there are no right answers…

‘I want to do a deal.’

‘Okay,’ he says, leaning back in his chair, gesturing with both hands. ‘I’m listening. What’s your offer?’

‘Same as before,’ I say, forcing my voice to sound calm and collected. Part of me wants to run out the door right now and never look back. Another part of me wants to dive across his desk and wrap my hands around his smug face and smash his head against the wall until he gives me what I want. ‘You give me money. I give you… me.’

‘Same as before,’ he says, repeating my words as though not comprehending. 

‘Remind me, what did I get for my money last time?’

‘You fucked me,’ I say, struggling to keep my eyes on his as the memories flood my brain. Riding him on his couch. Sucking his cock. Dancing and stripping for him. Being bent over and fucked like a whore. Letting him come inside me. 

‘And I sucked your cock. You came inside me.’

‘Oh, yes,’ he says, as though remembering an item from his shopping list. ‘You came to my place, dressed like a hooker and fucked me on my couch. Does your husband know what a bad girl you are?’

He smiles at me, like we’re on a date in a bar. I ignore his words, refusing to take the bait, and instead place my hands together on my knees, like I’ve seen powerful women do when making presentations to difficult clients. 

‘If you recall, you paid me just over a thousand dollars for my time,’ I say. ‘And you said it was worth every penny.’

He nods, stroking his chin, deep in thought. 

‘It was fun,’ he says. ‘And your pussy was good. I wouldn’t say no to fucking you again.’

‘Then we have a deal?’

He pauses. Then he says, ‘No.’

I frown. He leans forward, elbows on the desk, fingers laced together. 

‘Here’s what’s going to happen,’ he says. ‘You and me are going to fuck again. 

Right here. Right now. And you’re gonna do it for five hundred.’

I make a derisive laugh. 

‘I think we’re done here,’ I say, standing up. ‘Apparently you don’t want to make a deal.’

‘I wasn’t finished.’

Something about his voice makes me stop. His eyes are fixed on my face and he wears a smile, but I don’t see any traces of warmth or humor in his expression. 

He looks like a man who knows a dangerous secret. I start to feel less confident now, less in control. I feel the tables beginning to turn on me – or maybe they’ve already turned, I just didn’t know it at the time. 

‘In exchange,’ he says, ‘I will give you two things.’ He holds up one finger. 

‘Firstly, I will give you what we both know you’ve been secretly craving for months – a good, hard fuck from a real cock.’

I shudder, letting him see my disgust. He smiles again. 

‘Two,’ he says, holding up a second finger, ‘I will give you – this.’
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