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‘Were you serious?’ Ray says. 

‘Huh?’ I’m laying face-down on the bed, half-in and half-out of that delicious cooling down phase after a particularly passionate bout of lovemaking. I can feel strength returning to my body again as my heart rate slowly decreases. I can feel our juices mingling inside me, the sensation of his warm love sending little quivers through my body. 

‘What you said earlier,’ Ray says. ‘When we were doing it.’

‘I said a lot of things,’ I say, still in a dreamlike state. I’m one of those people who talk a lot during sex. I love dirty talk. Filth just seems to flow out of my mouth like a torrent of gushing water. It’s not something I ever consciously decided to do. One night a few years before with a previous lover, I noticed how excited he became when I started telling him what I wanted him to do to me. 

Over time, I became more daring, more vocal, more daring, more passionate in my dirty talk, until Ray had to ask me to tone it down a notch. Not bad for a meek elementary school teacher. 

Ray sits on the edge of the bed, his body glowing in the soft candlelight of our bedroom. His wedding ring gleams dimly in the light as he leans down and kisses the back of my neck. I shiver with delight at the feel of his warm lips on my sensitive skin. My body still tingles with the pleasure of our passionate embrace. 

‘When you first rolled on your front,’ he says, ‘you told me to tease your ass. 

Which I did.’

Like I needed reminding. That teasing was half the reason I’m now feeling so good. I give my ass cheeks an unconscious little clench, enjoying the sensation of having been penetrated by his fingers. 

‘And while I was doing that,’ he says, ‘I asked if you wanted to have another cock in there, instead of my fingers. You said yes.’

‘What girl wouldn’t?’ I say, dreamily, wondering why he’s talking so much this time. Usually we fall asleep in each other’s arms afterwards. 

‘You said yes,’ he says, gently kissing the back of my neck again. ‘And I asked if

you wanted me to bring a friend home so we could both fuck you.’

I sigh happily, remembering the moment. 

‘And then you said,’ he says, ‘you said you’d rather fuck the other guy in front of me and make me jerk off.’

I giggle like a naughty schoolgirl, thinking back to that moment. I had said that, hadn’t I? I’d said it because I love challenging him. When I challenge him, he starts getting rough with me, spanking my ass and pulling my hair. It drives me wild, so I challenge him as much as possible. I say things like, Is that the best you can do? and Come on, you can fuck me harder than that. The more I insult him and challenge his masculinity, the more he gets off on it. 

‘Come on,’ Ray says, ‘I’m being serious. Did you mean it?’

‘Of course,’ I say, giggling again. I wiggle my ass at him. ‘Why would I want you to enjoy this?’

He smiles and kisses my neck once more, running a warm, reassuring hand down by back, gently caressing my ass. He touches me with such tenderness, a total contrast to the passion and frenzied spanking of a few minutes’ previously. 

‘I think I would like that,’ he says, sounding serious, thoughtful. 

‘Like what?’ I say, enjoying the caress of his hand on my ass cheek. 

‘I would enjoy watching you fuck another man.’

‘Yeah, okay,’ I say, not believing him, lifting my ass up to his hand, wanting him to keep caressing my soft skin. 

‘I’m being serious,’ he says. ‘I think that would be hot.’

I turn my face towards him and look into his eyes. He has that puppy-dog face of his, the one that means he’s being honest. 

‘You want to watch me…’ I say, speaking slowly and clearly, trying to make sure I fully understand what he’s saying, ‘…with another man? Like, naked? Having sex? With someone else?’

‘Yeah,’ he says, looking over my naked body with loving eyes. 

‘I don’t get it,’ I say. ‘I see what’s in it for me – I get to have sex, but what do you get out of it?’

‘I get to watch you.’

I try to lift up my head, but I can’t. I am completely drained, spent and exhausted. It’s taking all my energy just to keep talking. 

‘How is that exciting?’ I say. ‘Wouldn’t you rather have me all to yourself? Why would you want to share this?’ I shake my hips again, rocking my ass from side to side. 

‘You are beautiful,’ he says. ‘But sometimes… sometimes I wonder if I’m enough for you.’

I pull myself out of my dreamlike stupor and roll onto my back, exposing the front of my body to him. 

‘Why would you think that?’ I say. ‘Look at this smile. You made it happen.’

‘I know,’ he says, ‘I know… it’s just…’

I place my hand on his thigh, close to his flaccid manhood. It gives him confidence. 

‘I know I’m not the best,’ he says. ‘You… you know, you’ve had a few lovers before you met me…’

‘I don’t care about them,’ I say. ‘I married you.’

‘And I’m so grateful,’ he says. ‘I want the world to know how lucky I am to have you. I like the idea of sharing you with someone else. I think watching someone else satisfy you would really turn me on.’

I lift myself up on one elbow and study his face carefully, the handsome face I wake up next to every day. He doesn’t look as youthful as he did when we met, but our years together have given his face a glow I fall in love with every time we wake up. I love Ray dearly and wouldn’t change our time together for

anything in the world. I find it strange and confusing that he would want to share me with another man. Strange, confusing… and yet, a little exciting. I can’t deny it. I should be horrified, or disgusted or appalled – I’m a married woman, not some trophy to be passed around as my husband please! – yet the idea of Ray watching me in another man’s embrace, the thought of taking another lover with my husband’s permission fills me with strangely pleasant sensations. Is it wrong to be excited – even a little – by the idea of doing this? 

‘What are you thinking?’ Ray says. 

‘Wondering why you would want to watch,’ I say. ‘Wouldn’t you rather join in? 

A little ménage à trois?’

‘Maybe,’ he says, ‘But I’d rather watch you with, like, a really skilled guy. 

Someone who knows exactly what he’s doing, you know? The kind of man who makes you come twice before he’s even half way there.’

I take his hand in mine, bring it to my lips, kiss it tenderly. 

‘You are a great lover,’ I say. ‘Believe me. I wouldn’t have married you if you weren’t!’

He laughs, kisses my head. His lips send tingles of delight throughout my warm body. 

‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘But I guess what I’m trying to say is that I love you. I love you so much. I love giving you pleasure and seeing you enjoy yourself. So I want to give you the most pleasure I can.’

I close my eyes and think about it. Trying to imagine it. Picturing my legs parting for a man who is not my husband, moaning and groaning as this stranger takes me, thrusting deep inside me… while my husband watches. 

‘What would you do?’ I say. ‘I’d feel like you were missing out. Shouldn’t you be able to enjoy it, too?’

‘I would,’ he says. ‘I would enjoy watching you. I love watching you enjoy yourself.’

That’s true. He likes it when I play with myself in front of him. I like it too – the

look on his face, the excitement in his eyes, the flush of his cheeks as I bring myself closer and closer to the edge…

‘It’s just a thought,’ he says. ‘Just a thought.’

He kisses me again and gets into bed next to me. I feel his warm flesh against mine, comforting me, holding me. After a long moment, he drifts off to sleep. 

But I can’t sleep right now. My mind is racing. 

I’m giving it serious thought. 

Bringing another man into my bedroom, but not for a threesome. Not for an illicit affair, either. Purely for me to enjoy him while my husband, my greatest love, watches us. 

The thought is exciting. I’m picturing it now, all so clearly. Me and this... other, entwined, naked, our bodies moving as one. Maybe he’s bigger than Ray. Maybe he’s more muscular. Maybe he wants to do things to me that Ray hasn’t even thought about. 

The more I think about it, the more exciting it becomes. How many women can honestly say that their husband wants them to take another lover? His values my pleasure so much that he wants to give me more, at any cost. Even if it means he isn’t involved. 

It takes me a long time to fall asleep. 

****

The next day is Monday. Back to a regular working week. Ray and I have a rule

– no sex during the week. I’m an elementary school teacher. I spend my week being strict and authoritative of a class full of rowdy children. I have to be in control at all times. I don’t want to be distracted from this by sex. Once the week is over, sex is back on the table. Our entire weekends are spent in each other’s arms, making up for lost time. From the moment Ray gets home from work on

Friday, we hungrily devour one another all over again, as though we’ve been apart for months. During the week, I push all my thoughts and desires to the furthest corners of my mind. 

I spend the week not thinking about Ray’s suggestion. I go to school, teach my class, and greet parents and carers at the end of each day. I go home, have dinner with my husband and fall asleep. The week rolls slowly by, much as it ever does. 

Friday comes and I can finally take off my teacher mask, so to speak. I drive home, have a long shower, shave my legs, and start feeling sexy again. It’s hard to feel desirable when you spend every day working with children – generally, you want to present an image of you being authoritative and in control, so you have no reason to want to look attractive. Sometimes Ray comes home and finds me still dressed in my boring, frumpy school teacher clothes, bent over stacks of homework books, shovelling noodles into my mouth. That’s the unglamorous reality of marriage with a teacher. Nothing like the fantasy, unfortunately! 

I step out of the shower, feeling fresh and alive, my legs smooth and freshly shaven. I have left my school teacher persona behind and now I can be a naughty housewife all weekend. 

Now I can finally think about Ray’s offer in a little more detail. The idea of being shared, mind and body, with another man. The proposal sends little tingles through me, a tiny rush of excitement that might well snowball and build into a crushing avalanche of desire should I let it. 

I dress in loose-fitting clothes and sit down in front of the computer. I still have a good hour or so before Ray comes home. Plenty of time to delve a little deeper into this fantasy of his. 

The computer bursts into life. I load up the internet and start searching, wondering what I need to type to find this stuff. 

It doesn’t take me long to get a hit. 

They call it being a hotwife, apparently. And there’s a hell of a community for that kind of thing. It seems that knowingly sharing your wife with another man is not an unusual desire. There are thousands of hits as I search through the web, and even more arrive as I start to learn the terminology and narrow down my filters. Lots of men like to have their wives bed other men for a whole host of

reasons. Some, like Ray, get off on their wife’s pleasure alone. Others seem to prefer taking it a step further – they like to be humiliated by their partner, to be made subordinate to the man who beds their wife. I’m not sure that’s something I want to go into right now. But it comforts me to know that Ray is not alone in this desire. In fact, I start to wonder if Ray has looked this all up himself, before he ever suggested it to me. Maybe this is what he’s into? Maybe he has pleasured himself to thoughts of this before now, and only recently worked up the courage to talk about it with me? 

I find several sites that offer videos of the hotwife experience. Not glamorous, perfectly-lit porn stars faking orgasms and massaging their enhanced breasts with hand adorned with fake nails. Real videos. Filmed on crappy cell phone cameras in half-lit bedrooms. Women who aren’t in perfect shape make passionate love to men who aren’t endowed with ten-inch erections. Their husbands watch and film, take pictures, and jerk themselves off. I don’t usually watch porn, but there’s something different here, something incredibly exciting that stirs a pot of emotions inside me. I watch the faces of the women as they make love to the other man, the excitement and passion written all over their faces. It’s different to professional porn – there’s no fakery here, no acting, no loud moans and absurd cries of pleasure. This is real sex, with real people. 

And as I watch, I feel myself getting more and more turned on. Not just by the images that I’m seeing – graphic as they are – but by the emotions present. 

There’s more happening here than in regular porn. These people aren’t being paid to put on this show, they’re doing it because they want to. The wives are doing it for their husbands. The other men are doing it for the wife. The husbands are doing it for love. 

I find myself gently teasing my warm sex with my fingers, not masturbating exactly, but checking to see if my body is reacting the same way as my mind. It is. My soft lips are wet and hungry, flowering open, waiting for Ray to enter me. 

But Ray won’t be home for another thirty minutes. Shit. 

I tease my body further, slowly edging closer and closer to climax, but not allowing myself to reach orgasm. I want Ray to make me come when gets home, not before. I’ve been saving myself for him all week. At the same time, I continue surfing the web, delving deeper and deeper into the world of the hotwife. I read sizzling confession stories, watch red-hot amateur videos, gaze

upon pictures of woman lovingly photographed as their greedily receive their lover’s manhood. All the while, I tease my soaking sex, feeling myself grow wetter and wetter. I am desperate for release by now. The images, the words, the thoughts – all of them combine into a heady cocktail of erotic delight that takes my breath away. 

When Ray finally comes home, I practically attack him, tearing off his clothes and throwing him to the floor right then and there in our living room. I take him inside me in a desperate frenzy, like a woman possessed, a torrent of filth pouring from my mouth the whole time. He doesn’t even get the chance to say hello. 

****

Afterward, we move upstairs and embrace again, allowing ourselves a slower and more passionate round two. I adore the way he makes me feel, so full and complete when we have sex, so satisfied and loved afterwards. 

Ray holds me tight from behind, kissing my neck. His manhood slowly deflates, wet with our juices, pressing against my ass. I feel quenched and satisfied, the wild animal inside me sated… for now. 

‘Hello,’ Ray says. 

‘Hi,’ I say, giggling. It’s the first time we’ve spoken and he’s been home almost an hour. 

‘Where did that come from?’ he says. 

‘I missed you,’ I say. 

He kisses my neck, slowly, deliciously. I let out a happy sigh. 

We lay together for a long while. I think about what just happened between us, the frenzied passion of our lovemaking, the intensity of my orgasm when I threw him to the floor and mounted him like it was our last night on earth. What had

turned me on so much? Was it the websites I was surfing? The videos I was watching? Or was it the thought of being shared with another man? 

‘I’m interested,’ I say, breaking the long, comfortable silence between us. 

‘Huh?’ he says, his mind somewhere else. 

‘What you said last week,’ I say. ‘About… you know… sharing me. Watching me. I’m interested.’

‘Oh?’ he says, sitting up a little. ‘Really? What made you change your mind?’

I roll over to face him. 

‘I haven’t changed my mind,’ I say. ‘I just didn’t know much about it before. But I looked it up earlier. And… I liked it. I liked it a lot. That’s why I got so excited when you came home.’

His eyebrows arch in surprise and a delighted smile spreads over his face. 

‘I’m glad you like it,’ he says. ‘I didn’t think it would excite you this much…’

I giggle again, feeling naughty, but glad I can share this with him. I don’t feel ashamed or guilty about it, just excited. I can see the happiness in his face, and I feel his manhood beginning to stir against my thigh. 

‘I had a couple of thoughts,’ I say. ‘I had some ground rules I wanted to lay down before we get ahead of ourselves…’

‘Sure,’ he says, leaning on one arm like a man posing for a portrait. He trails a finger across my throat and breasts, stroking my smooth, soft skin. 

‘Okay,’ I say, trying to concentrate on what I had seen earlier and remembering my thoughts from the time. ‘Firstly, condoms. He has to wear one. I know I’m on the pill, but the only man who comes in me is you.’

‘Wear a condom,’ Ray says. ‘Check.’

‘Two, no photos or videos. I work in a school, I don’t want pictures of me getting fucked by some guy floating around.’

‘Agreed.’

‘Third,’ I say, warming up, ‘I want to meet the guy before we do anything. The three of us, we’ll go to dinner together. And I want your opinion too. If you don’t like him, we won’t do it.’

‘Thank you,’ he says, kissing my forehead. 

‘Which reminds me,’ I say, ‘four – hotel room. I’m not bringing him here and I’m not going to his. If we do anything, it has to be a hotel room, somewhere neutral.’

‘That’s what I was thinking,’ he says. I can feel him stiffening against my thigh, growing excited as we talked about it. 

‘And I don’t want to humiliate you,’ I say. ‘I love you, and I want to do this for you. So I’m okay with the hotwife thing, but I’m not going to cuckold you, okay?’

‘Hotwife,’ he says, musing on the word. ‘Cuckold. You have done your research, haven’t you?’

‘I’m being serious,’ I say. ‘I’m not comfortable with yelling at your or insulting you or anything like that.’

‘No cuckolding,’ he says. ‘Check. Anything else?’

‘It has to be a stranger,’ I say. ‘I’m not doing it with anyone we know or might see again. Could you imagine if one of dad from the school turned up to fuck me?’

He laughs. 

‘One more rule,’ I say. ‘If I don’t want to do something or I’m not comfortable, it’s not happening. I don’t care if he’s fucking me at the time, it stops when I say so, right?’

‘Absolutely,’ he says. ‘This is all about you anyway.’

‘Are there any rules that you want to put out there?’ I ask. 

‘Just that you enjoy yourself,’ he says. ‘That’s all I want.’

‘I’m nervous,’ I say. 

He kisses my head. My body relaxes. He always knows how to make me feel better. 

‘Maybe we could look into it?’ I say. ‘You and me… together?’

‘Yeah, yeah,’ he says, nodding with excitement. ‘We’ll do it tonight if you want?’

‘Not now,’ I say. ‘For now, I’m all yours.’

I kiss him, melting against his body, hungry for more. 

****

The process of finding a third party takes much longer than deciding to go ahead with it. First, we have to find a website to start casting around for interest. Then we word our enquiries carefully, making a point of phrasing our posts carefully. 

We were looking for a gentleman companion. I was a nervous first-timer. The gentleman in question needed to be a considerate and passionate individual. We stressed the need to meet beforehand to discuss the arrangement. Then we waited. 

We check the responses every night, hoping to see something that we like. Most of our replies are depressingly crude, often starting with lines like, I wanna fuck you, slut or, I got a dick so fucking big it’ll make your hubby cry. I begin to think we won’t be able to find a suitable partner. Would Ray be upset if we can’t do this? Or should I choose one from the bad replies we’ve received – even though they make my skin crawl – just to please him? 

Finally, we get a reply that we can read the whole way through. 

Hello, it reads, I have plenty of experience assisting couples in your position. If

you would like, I would be more than happy to discuss your arrangement via email. 

I read it through twice, feeling a nervous flutter in my stomach. It’s polite, courteous, friendly, and places me firmly in control of the interaction. 

‘I think this might be the one,’ Ray says, smiling at me. 

‘Me too,’ I say. ‘Me too.’

****

We begin email correspondence with the potential third party and slowly learn more about the man I might be sleeping with soon. His name is Marcus. He’s a little older than us, divorced, no kids, lives about an hour’s drive away. He has a good job in the city working in finance, owns his own house, and regularly goes swimming to stay in shape. He writes well, coming off as friendly and polite without being pushy or aggressive. He talks about his experiences in the past, helping couples to fulfil their fantasies and can go as fast or as slow as I am comfortable with. Marcus gives the impression of a strong, confident man, fully in charge of his body and capable of performing well. 

After a week of back and forth, I decide to bite the bullet. 

 Should we trade pictures? I write, my heart racing as Ray reads my email over my shoulder. 

‘Are you sure?’ he says. 

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘He seems nice. Might turn out to look like a troll or something though.’

My inbox pings as Marcus replies. I open up his message, clicking the mouse with shaking fingers. 

Marcus has sent me a picture of himself, taken in the mirror with a digital

camera. The picture shows a man who looks surprisingly youthful, with a handsome face and a friendly smile. His eyes twinkle with good humour. I can see the hint of a tattoo on his neck, disappearing beneath his shirt. His hair is short, dirty blonde or light brown in colour, and clearly gets combed with his hand. Marcus is in shape, that much is clear. Not muscular, but lean. Very little fat on his figure, but hardly rocking muscles, either. He is a good looking man, all in all. 

The photo has obviously just been taken – his computer is in the background, with my email visible, the text backwards in the mirror. 

‘What do you think?’ Ray says. He looks at me with that puppy-dog face again, wanting my honest response. 

‘He looks nice,’ I say. ‘Thank god he’s not some kind of goblin!’

I laugh, relieved. I finally have a face to go with the name, and it’s a face I’m happy to picture. 

Ray gets the camera. I pose, smiling into the lens, making sure he can see our computer behind me. My heartbeat starts to accelerate as we upload the picture and send it to him. What if he doesn’t like me? What if he thinks I look like a goblin? 

After a long, nervous eternity, he finally responds. 

 Wow! he says. Very nice to see you. I’m looking forward to finally meeting you. 

I let out a long sigh of relief. 

‘Do you want to meet him?’ Ray says. He keeps his voice calm, but I can see the delighted sparkle in his eyes. 

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I guess it’s time.’

****

We arrange to meet with Marcus two weeks from now. Plenty of time for me to reconsider if I wanted to. We agree to arrange the hotel, and Marcus books a table for three at a restaurant he knows nearby. All three of us agree to see how dinner goes first. No pressure, no judgements, no sudden decisions. No hard feelings. 

Time slows to a crawl. The days drag past, children running around in slow motion, traffic at a constant standstill. Sometimes I find I can’t sleep – I stare up at the ceiling, listening to Ray snoring softly beside me, wondering if this is a good idea. Am I getting caught up in the intoxicating eroticism of the idea, or do I genuinely want it? 

Unlike other aspects of my sex life, I can’t seem to completely block this from my mind. The mental image of Marcus’s handsome face creeps into my mind when I’m in work. The parents smile at me when they pick up their children. Are they smiling because they’re happy to see their child, or because they know about me and this stranger? 

When I shower, I look down at my body, trying to see it for the first time. Will Marcus like what he sees? I have curves, but my hips are wider than my bust and gravity is starting to get the better of my breasts. I don’t look like I did on my wedding day, that’s for sure. The years have taken their toll on me, as they have for Ray as well. 

Sometimes I try to think about what it would be like to be in bed with Marcus. I try to picture his face, his body, next to me. I wonder what his hands will feel like, if he will try to kiss me – and if I will let him. I think about how it will feel to open my legs, to spread myself for him, this other man. Every time I think like this, I feel a sharp thrill, a naughty tingle of nervous anticipation I haven’t felt in years. The last time I felt like this was my wedding night with Ray. I’m nervous, yes, but excited. I want this because Ray wants it – and I want it for me, too. 

As the weeks drag on, Marcus and I continue to email one another. I enjoy talking to him. It doesn’t feel like I have to get to know him for Ray’s sake – I actually enjoying our conversations. We talk about anything and everything. 

Movies, books, TV shows, our workday, art, the weather, traffic. I sometimes wonder if we’ll have anything to talk about when we meet in person. 

Finally the day comes. A Friday. I finish up at the school and race home as fast

as possible to start getting ready. I shower and wash off my teacher persona. I shave my legs, taking much longer than usual, paying special attention to my inner thighs and the wispy curls above my sex. I trim the area and carefully shave the hairs until they’re almost gone, leaving a thin layer in a small rectangle shape. I get a naughty thrill looking at my body in the mirror. I feel like a porn star. 

I spend a long time getting ready. I have butterflies in my stomach and my heart is racing. First I choose my underwear. It takes me a long time to decide between my two or three sexy sets, but eventually I choose a black thong and lace bra with see-through cups that show off my nipples. It happens to be Ray’s favourite set of all my underwear. I figure that if things don’t go well over dinner, there’s no reason why Ray and I can’t enjoy the hotel room together. 

By the time Ray gets home, I still haven’t decided what outfit to wear for dinner. 

He has a quick shower and joins my in the bedroom, towel around his waist. He eyes me hungrily, gazing at my body in his favourite panties. 

‘Help me choose,’ I say. ‘I’m so nervous, I can’t decide!’

He looks at the options and selects a deep, wine-red dress. It has a low cut at the bust and the hem of the skirt falls sharply down on the right leg, angling up to the left thigh. It’s a sexy dress, a killer dress, one that I’ve only ever worn for him – until tonight. 

We drive to the restaurant, about thirty minutes away from home. I’m talking constantly in the car, trying desperately to distract myself, trying not to think about what I’m going to do tonight, hoping against hope that I don’t make a fool of myself in front of Marcus, or ruin Ray’s fantasy or anything else that I could do wrong. I keep telling Ray how good he looks in his shirt and wondering aloud what kind of food the restaurant serves. 

Then the lights of the restaurant illuminate the dark road ahead and I fall silent. 

This is it. This is really happening. 

Ray pulls up in a space and turns the engine off. We sit in the silence for a moment. He places a reassuring hand on my leg. I look over at him. His face is lit up, looking at me with complete love and adoration. 

‘I love you,’ he says. 

‘I love you too,’ I say. 

‘No,’ he says, ‘I love you. So much. And I want you to know that whatever happens, it’s completely your decision. Don’t do something you don’t want to just because of me.’

I feel tears at the corners of my eyes. My heart is bursting in my chest. I love him so much, so very much. 

I lean in and kiss him on the lips, slowly, passionately, feeling his tongue tease mine. My perfect husband. 

Finally we break the kiss. 

‘We should get going,’ he says. ‘Don’t want to be late.’

I nod. I’ve never been so nervous in my whole life. Or so excited. The only other time I felt anything like this was when I was a teenager and I snuck out of my house one night to smoke weed and drink beers with a guy five years older than me. Nothing happened, but the thrill of being naughty was intoxicating. 

We leave the car and walk across the lot to the restaurant. It looks lovely, the kind of place couples go on special occasions and anniversaries. Inside, the restaurant is beautiful. Calming violin music plays faintly through hidden speakers. The tables are topped with red candles that cast romantic glows. The overhead lights are low, casting the whole room in soft shadows. The colours appear to be deep greens and browns, giving the room a relaxing, spring forest feeling. There are a few other people eating at the tables, mostly well-dressed couples of various ages. The wait staff glide through the room soundlessly, removing empty plates and bringing menus. 

‘Do you have a reservation?’ says a young girl at the hostess station in a crisp white shirt with the restaurant logo on one breast and a fresh apron around her waist. She stands behind a podium near the front doors. 

‘Yes,’ Ray says. ‘We’re meeting a friend here, table for three, name of Marcus.’

The hostess scans a list only visible on her side of the podium. 

‘Marcus,’ she says in confirmation. ‘Yes, I believe your friend is already here. 

Please follow me.’

Ray lets me walk ahead of him, following the hostess through the restaurant. My heart is pounding so loud the other patrons must be able to hear it over the clatter of forks. I control my breathing and concentrate on following the girl in front of me. She turns a corner and leads us to a row of booths set far back against one wall, away from the rest of the diners. They are arranged in small semi-circles, a large single padded bench surrounding a round table along one side. There is a man already sitting at one of the booths, studying a menu. He sees us approaching and stands up, a smile lighting his whole face. Marcus, in the flesh. 

Like Ray, Marcus has worn a smart shirt and dark pants. He isn’t wearing a tie and the top button of his shirt is open. The chest beneath looks smooth and flat. I see the flash of a gold watch as he steps around the table and holds his arms out to embrace me, acting like an old friend. 

‘Hello, Abigail,’ he says, his voice silky, warm, and friendly, as he hugs me. 

‘Marcus,’ I say. ‘So good to see you.’

He lets go of me and offers and a hand to Ray. The two men shake hands, offering greetings and slapping each other on the shoulders as if they’ve known one another their whole lives. It’s all for the benefit of the hostess, who stands to one side and politely watches. 

We take our places at the table. Marcus slides around the table, taking a place in the centre of the booth bench. I sit at one end, while Ray takes the other, facing me, putting Marcus in the middle of us. If the hostess finds our seating arrangement strange, she says nothing. She places two more menus on the table, tells us the name of our waiter, and wishes us a pleasant evening. 

‘It’s very nice to meet you both,’ Marcus says when we are alone. He turns his head to both of us in turn, keeping Ray in the conversation just as much as me. 

He doesn’t leer over me or gaze at my figure, even though my outfit invites stares. He behaves like – well – a gentleman companion. 

‘Likewise,’ Ray says. Then he pauses, trying to think of a way to talk to the man who may or may not take his wife to bed. ‘Have you been waiting here long?’

‘No, no,’ Marcus says. ‘Only just got here myself. Did you find the place okay?’

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘It’s really nice here, thank you for inviting us.’ I feel myself wanting to be polite and courteous to this man. All our communications have been friendly so far. 

‘You’re very welcome,’ Marcus says. ‘I find it’s better to meet in a neutral location, somewhere relaxing. Especially for the first time.’

He looks at me with his clear, sparkling eyes. He’s excited to be here, genuinely happy to meet us. Not just because we may be going to bed later, but because he’s delighted to be sharing a meal with us. His joy is infectious and I find myself blushing. 

Our waiter comes over and takes our drink orders. Marcus orders a bottle of champagne for the table and a beer for himself. Ray orders a soda and I request a glass of wine. In spite of my nervousness, I am very excited. 

‘I just want to say thank you,’ Ray, says, glancing across the dining area to make sure the waiter is far enough away, ‘You’ve made this very easy for us.’

‘It’s my pleasure,’ Marcus says. ‘Lots of couples think about this sort of thing, but they never knew where to begin. What I try to do is make sure everyone’s happy and comfortable all the way through. The journey you’re taking is a very special, very personal one. All I want is make sure it lives up to your expectations.’

Our drinks arrive. Marcus leaves the champagne to one side for the moment –

‘we’ll open that when we’re ready,’ he says – and we toast each other. 

‘To new frontiers,’ Ray says. 

‘New frontiers,’ I echo. 

We order our meals. I’m so nervous I don’t know if I can eat anything, so I opt for a salad. The waiter leaves our area again. 

Marcus begins talking about his work. He asks Ray and myself about our careers. He’s an easy talker and an attentive listener. I find myself opening up to him easily, warming to the subject. It takes my mind off the reason we’re here tonight, and I slowly start to relax. My nerves dissipate as time passes. 

We continue talking through dinner, the conversation flowing easily, unforced. 

We laugh frequently. Marcus makes sure to include Ray in everything, never excluding him, acting like a conductor of an orchestra, never allowing us to lapse into silence. 

I like him. I liked our email exchanges, but in person, I like him even more. Not only is he an attractive man, but he’s an excellent conversationalist, extremely knowledgeable about a huge variety of subjects. He makes us laugh several times, and never seems boring. I feel myself warming to him. I like him – but do I like him enough to go through with this? Every time I ask myself the question, the nerves return. 

‘So,’ Marcus says after a brief pause in conversation, ‘I imagine you have concerns, questions.’

The waiter returns and takes our empty plates away. I take a moment to dab my mouth with the napkin, careful not to remove any of my lipstick. 

‘Yeah,’ I say, the nerves returning, but not nearly as strong as before. The meal, the drink, and the conversation have all combined to relax me. I feel a faint buzz now – good company and the excitement for the evening’s possibilities have left me in good spirits. ‘I guess my first question is, how will this work?’

Marcus nods as though I have asked the most sensible question in the world. 

‘Well,’ he says, ‘if both of you are happy for this to go further – and I insist that you talk about it together first – then we will travel over to the place you’ve booked. If you’re happy to continue, then we’ll see where things take us.’

I glance over at Ray. He has excitement and love written all over his face, his eyes gleaming. 

‘But,’ Marcus says, ‘I can tell by the look on your face that you’re worried about something else.’

‘Yeah,’ I say, relieved. He can see right through me. ‘I guess… I’m most worried about… what if I fall in love with you?’

‘Good question,’ Marcus says, looking between me and Ray. ‘A lot of women, especially happily married women, find it difficult to separate love and sex. The

emotional and the physical. In that case, I would recommend that Ray be involved as much as possible – holding your hand, looking at each other, that kind of thing. I can be as active or as distant as you need me. But, again, this is all about you, am I right, Ray?’

‘Yes,’ says Ray, excitement in his voice. ‘I just want her pleasure to be the focus.’

‘Good man,’ Marcus says. ‘You’re a lucky woman.’ I blush, tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. ‘But, I promise you, I will not allow you to fall in love with me. 

My own wife left me for another man. It was horrible, worst time of my life. She was sneaky and manipulative and I would never – ever – want anyone else to go through that. So this is my guarantee; we will do everything together, as the three of us, and if I think at any point that you might be falling for me, I’ll make some horrifically racist statement and you won’t want me anymore.’

We all laugh, enjoying his company. I feel like we’ve been friends for years. 

‘What else is on your mind?’ Marcus asks. 

Suddenly it all comes out of me. All the worries, all the concerns. Everything I’ve been holding onto for the past few weeks erupts from me in a series of sudden questions. I ask him about STDs, about how I’ll feel afterwards, about his own worries and concerns. He deals with all my questions carefully and politely, answering every query with precision and detail. He doesn’t try to bluff me or shrug off my concerns. 

‘I actually have a question for both of you,’ Marcus says, once I have finally run out of things to ask. ‘Are you both absolutely certain that this is something you both want to do? Because once you go through with this, there’s no turning back. 

You seem like a nice couple and I would hate to ever cause you any problems. 

All I want is to provide the two of your with a safe, comfortable environment for you to live out this fantasy. I won’t do anything if you don’t both agree on it.’

I feel my heart swell inside my chest. He is here to sleep with another man’s wife, but he’s a total gentleman about everything. I’m really starting to like him

– good looks, great personality, funny, kind and considerate. He’s the total package. My nerves have turned to excitement. I feel relaxed. I feel sexy. I feel wanted. Marcus looks at me in just the right way – not lusty, not hungry, but with desire in his eyes. He wants to take me to bed, and not just for himself. 

‘Thank you,’ says Ray. 

‘Thank you,’ I say. I place my hand on his on the table. Ray notices and smiles at me. 

‘It’s my pleasure,’ Marcus says. 

The waiter comes. Marcus and Ray insist on splitting the bill between them. 

Marcus pays for me. We finish our drinks and slowly make our way back to the parking lot. I feel totally different to how I came in. Before, I was a bundle of nerves. Now I feel like I’m walking on air. This is really happening. My husband is going to let me sleep with this man. And not only that – I want to. I want to sleep with Marcus. He is kind, gentle, caring, and genuinely seems concerned that we are doing this for the right reasons. 

In the cool night air of the parking lot, Marcus turns to us. 

‘Here’s what we’ll do,’ he says. ‘I’ll get in my car,’ he points to an SUV nearby, 

‘and I’ll let you talk about things. It’s totally your decision. If you want to carry on, get in your car and flash your lights at me a couple times. Then we’ll all go to the hotel. If you decide against it, no hard feelings, just drive away.’

He holds out his hand. Ray takes it in his and shakes it vigorously. Then I give Marcus a hug, holding him close. God, he even smells good. 

Marcus walks over to his car and gets in the driver’s seat. 

I turn to Ray and immediately start gushing. 

‘Can I do this?’ I say. ‘Can we do this? Please?’

Ray smiles, his whole face lighting up. He’s just as excited as me, and he’s not even the one having sex. He hugs me close, holding me to his chest. 

‘I love you so much,’ he says. ‘And if you want to do this – not for me, but because you want to do this – then, yes, we’ll go to the hotel with him.’

I squeeze him tight against my body. A few short weeks ago, this all seemed so new, so unreal. Now here we are, preparing to go through with it. 

We quickly get in our car and Ray starts the engine. We drive up behind Marcus’s SUV. 

‘Can I do it?’ I ask, like a child asking to use the car horn. 

‘Be my guest.’

I lean over and flick the lights, once, twice. Unmistakable. Marcus gives us a thumbs-up and starts the engine. He follows us out of the lot and down the road towards the hotel. My heart is racing faster than ever. 

****

‘This is really nice,’ Ray says, holding the door open for us. I walk past him, Marcus close behind, and take a look around the room we’ve booked. It’s a decent size room with a large bed big enough for a small family, plus all the furniture a weary traveler needs – closet, desk, chair and a night table on either side of the bed. As Ray shuts the door behind us, I take a look in the bathroom as well. Like the rest of the room, it’s spacious and clean, offering a shower large enough for two and plenty of crisp white towels. 

I turn back to the main room and sit on the edge of the bed, feeling like a virgin on prom night. Electric excitement courses through my body. I want this so badly, but I don’t know how to ask for it. 

‘This is a great room,’ Marcus says. He looks from me to Ray and steps over to the desk. ‘Why don’t we have a little drink to celebrate?’

Marcus opens his jacket and hold up the bottle of champagne he bought at the restaurant. He busies himself over the desk, pouring some alcohol into three plastic cups with the hotel’s name stamped on them. Ray glances at me. He looks just as giddy as I feel. 

‘Here you go.’ Marcus hands us a cup each and raises one himself. I hear the champagne bubbling excitedly inside. ‘To new frontiers!’

We echo him and all drink. 

‘Please,’ Marcus says, ‘make yourselves comfortable.’ He kicks off his shoes and hangs his jacket up in the closet. 

I unstrap my heels with shaking fingers and put my shoes to one side. Ray takes off his shoes and sits on the chair at the end of the bed. 

Marcus sits on the bed, leaning against the headboard. He pats the space next to him. I slide up the bed, my whole body tingling with nervous excitement. I feel like a virgin on prom night – we all know what’s about to happen, but nobody knows how to get started. I sit next to him and he refills my cup with more champagne. 

‘Cheers,’ he says. 

We drink. Then we put our cups on the tables to the side. He puts his hand on my leg, looking at me. I can’t control myself anymore. 

I pull him into me and kiss him. I have to do this, right now. If I wait any longer, I might think about it too much. I might reconsider. I don’t want to reconsider. 

Marcus is kind, attractive, sweet, considerate. He is everything a woman looks for in a partner. I’m glad to be fulfilling Ray’s fantasy with this man. I want to fulfil Ray’s fantasy with this man. 

Marcus responds to my kiss, slowly at first, then with a passion that catches me off-guard. His tongue explores my mouth, tasting me, teasing me. His lips are new, his taste unfamiliar, his scent exciting. Ray and I have been married for years now, I’d forgotten that men all felt so different from one another. This excites me. 

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. 

My fingers grab for his shirt, desperate to take his clothes off. I fumble at the buttons for a second, unable to grip them properly in my haste. 

‘Would you like some help?’ Marcus says. 

I nod, laughing. He opens the first two buttons for me. I take over, frantically pulling his shirt open like it’s on fire. I’m breathing hard, excited, desperate, hungry. I pull the shirt open and expose his torso for the first time. It’s beautiful. 

Ray has a good figure, but he’s put on a few pounds here and there the past few years. Marcus is flat, taut, toned. Not packed with muscle like a male stripper, but lean like a guy who takes care of himself. 

‘My God, you’re hot,’ I say. ‘How the hell are you single?’

He laughs. I look over at Ray. He watches intently, trying to look relaxed in his face and body language. He grips the arm rests of the chair with both hands, holding tight. 

‘Can I touch him?’ I say. 

‘Yes, baby,’ Ray says. ‘You can touch him.’

I trace a fingernail down Marcus’s torso, from his neck to his waistband. He watches my finger. I draw a figure eight on his stomach, smiling to myself. Then I lean down and kiss his chest. Slowly. Carefully. Moving gently down his body. 

Taking my time. Not rushing. Enjoying myself. I can’t tell if I’m doing this for Ray or for me. 

I kiss his body until I arrive at his pants. I run a hand over his thigh. I feel his member react to my touch through his pants. It throbs, pushing up against the confines of its prison. 

‘These are gonna have to come off,’ I say. 

‘Are they now?’ Marcus says. 

‘Uh-huh,’ I say, kissing his pants over his firm manhood. It throbs again. 

‘Please.’

He unbuckles his pants and pulls down the zipper. I grab the waistband and heave his pants down for him, all the way to his ankles. He lays on the bed in just his underwear. I can see his bulge, fighting to be free. 

I move on the bed to positon myself at Marcus’s side. I look over at Ray. 

‘I want to see it,’ I say. ‘Can I see it?’

‘You can do whatever you like,’ he says. His eyes sparkle with delight. 

I lean down over Marcus, my head on his body, and gently open the flap in his shorts. I reach through the gap and carefully lift his hard length free. It pulses in my hand, responding to my touch. When I see it for the first time, I gasp. It’s much thicker than Ray’s and – if I’m being totally honest with myself – a little longer, too. Thick veins run up the side of his shaft and the head is a deep, rich purple in colour. The more I study him, the more I notice little differences between him and Ray. The head of Marcus’s member is much wider than the rest of the shaft. It’s not the same with Ray. I like the look of this cock. My body responds, my intimate lips parting in readiness, growing wet to accept him. I am desperate to feel him inside me. But I want to take my time with him…

I fix my eyes on Ray and run my tongue up and down Marcus’s shaft, feeling the tiny bumps, ridges and veins as I go. My tongue leaves a silvery trail on his skin. 

‘Holy… fuck,’ Ray says. 

Marcus strokes my hair lovingly. He lets out a breath as my tongue reaches the head and flicks back and forth across the purple dome, sampling his flavour. 

Then I can’t take it any longer. I grasp his shaft by the base and take him inside my mouth as far as I can, marvelling at how he stretches my lips more than Ray. 

I begin to move my head up and down as Marcus strokes my hair. 

‘That’s it,’ Marcus says, ‘just like that. Yeah, that’s good…’

His words encourage me and I start to work faster, wanting to show him how good I am, how bad I can get. I tease him with my tongue, take him to the back of my throat, suck his throbbing head and stroke his shaft. His entire body relaxes under me, like butter melting in a hot pan. The knowledge that I am doing this drives me wild. 

‘Okay,’ Marcus says, ‘okay… that’s enough…’ I let him out of my mouth and look up at him, pouting in disappointment. ‘You are fantastic, but if you keep going, we’re not going to be able to have our fun.’

I giggle and kiss his stomach again. 

‘Why don’t you lay down?’ Marcus says. 

I lay on my back, legs parted. I can feel my excitement burning a hole in my underwear. Marcus leans over to me and kisses my neck again. I let out a soft moan. His lips move further south, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He kisses the curve of my breasts. My stomach. My thighs. Then he kisses my panties, right over my aching slit. 

‘Oh fuck,’ I moan. ‘That feels… so good…’

‘It would feel even better if these came off,’ Marcus says, slipping his fingers into my panties. I lift my butt and he slides my panties off, tossing them to Ray, who catches them with a smile. 

Marcus kisses my freshly shaven mound, slowly, passionately. His lips feel incredible against my smooth skin. I let out another little moan, my legs parting further as if by themselves. Marcus smiles up at me as he moves between my legs, laying down and looking up at me with his beautiful dark eyes. He watches my face carefully as his lips touch mine. I gasp with pleasure, watching his face, as his tongue slowly laps at my wetness, carefully tasting my yearning folds, probing at my soaking entrance, flicking across my firm clit. 

‘Oh, Marcus,’ I moan. My hands move of their own accord and squeeze my breasts, kneading my firm flesh. 

Marcus responds by teasing me more, flicking his tongue over my sex in a

hundred ways I’ve never felt before. He teases, tastes, delves, flicks and caresses me. I moan louder and louder, body on fire, squeezing my breasts harder as he pleasures me. 

‘You feel so fucking good,’ I moan. ‘That’s it, baby, right there…’

He brings his hand into play now, gently swirling a finger around my open, waiting entrance, teasing my hungry sex, driving me wild with desire. I feel another finger carefully teasing my other entrance, too. 

‘Oh fuck!’ I moan. ‘I’m getting close!’

Marcus focuses on my clit now, sucking on it, teasing it with his tongue, probing my pussy and ass at the same time, bringing me closer and closer to the edge with the gentlest of touches. He manipulates me like a master pianist teases a melody from a second-hand piano. I arch my back and open my legs ever wider, offering myself up to him, needing to feel more of him, loving what he is doing to me, begging him to make me come…

The first orgasm hits like a bolt of lightning. 

‘Marcus!’ I say, crying out his name in a gasp of air that knocks the wind out of me. I grip the bed, my toes curling, my entire body drawing in like the sea before a tidal wave. Then comes the explosion. I let out a long, wild cry of sheer delight, my body bursting from within, a million fireflies dancing before my eyes. 

‘Marcus!’ I say again, screaming his name as he continues to lick, suck and tease my burning sex. 

Finally, the moment subsides. I breathe hard, every nerve ending on fire, almost seeing double. He looks up at me and runs his tongue across my sex one final time, making me shiver with delight. 

‘You are delicious,’ he says. 

I laugh, a delighted, childish sound. 

‘Are you ready for more?’ he says, kissing my thigh. My leg tingles like it’s been electrocuted. 

I nod. 

‘Lay down,’ I say. 

Marcus throws his clothes on the floor and lays down. If he is bothered about my husband sitting on a chair at the foot of the bed, he doesn’t show it. Marcus seems completely focused on me and my needs. It makes me want him even more. He pauses for a second and opens a condom packet, unrolling the latex over his member. It seems a shame to cover up something so perfect, like throwing a blanket over a work of art. 

I sit up and take off my bra, my firm breasts spilling free, nipples firm. I lift my leg up and straddle Marcus, facing Ray. My wet sex touches Marcus’s hard member. 

‘I want him to fuck me,’ I say. 

‘Me too,’ Ray says. 

‘Say it,’ I tell him. ‘Say you want me to fuck him.’

‘I want you to fuck him.’

‘Tell him to fuck your wife,’ I say. 

‘Please fuck my wife.’

I rock my hips and grasp Marcus’s hard shaft by the base. It throbs yet again, responding to my touch like it was made for me and me alone. 

I watch Ray’s face carefully as I slowly lower myself down on my lover. I moan and purr and sigh as the thick head of Marcus’s solid length touches my lips and slowly pushes into my entrance. My husband’s eyes glisten with happiness as he watches me receive this other man. 

I slide down onto Marcus and cry out in surprise at how thick he feels. There is a brief moment where I am unsure if he will fit inside me, then a small, sensual pop as his head enters me and I feel his shaft glide into me. I moan again, eyes fixed on Ray, as Marcus fills me. Holy fuck he feels so good. I can feel every part of him, every vein, groove and ridge, even with the condom. 

‘He’s inside me,’ I say, almost in disbelief. ‘He’s fucking me.’

Ray nods. He unzips his pants and reaches into, ready to pleasure himself while he watches us. 

‘No,’ I say. He looks at me, confused. ‘Not yet. Later. I want you to save it all for me.’

He smiles and sits back in the chair again. 

‘Fuck me, Marcus,’ I say. ‘Show my husband how to fuck me.’

‘Yes, ma’am,’ he says. 

He begins to pump me, slowly, gently, rocking his hips back and forth. I moan with delight, feeling his thick, delicious length touch every part of me at once. 

Ray watches my face intently, studying my smile, observing the way my lips part in an O of pleasure. 

I rock my hips back and forth too now, wanting Marcus deeper inside me. The thick head of his manhood begins to touch new parts of me – parts I’m not sure have ever been touched before. I gasp and moan and cry out, grinding my hips against Marcus, forcing him deeper inside me. 

‘Fuck, Marcus,’ I say, ‘you’re so fucking big!’

He chuckles behind me and places his hands on my hips, guiding my movements with gentle touches. I squeeze my breasts again, looking at Ray, watching the intense smile on his face, putting on a show for the man I love. 

‘You like this, baby?’ I say. ‘You like watching your dirty wife get fucked?’

Ray nods vigorously. His hands are gripping the chair so hard his knuckles are white. 

Marcus begins to pump quicker now, fast movements that almost take my breath away. I can feel the pressure building inside me again, like a cloud darkening before the thunderstorm. I screw my eyes shut and focus on the feeling, the sensation of my lover filling me with his hard, thick length. 

‘Oh Marcus!’ I say, my breath coming faster now, more ragged, ‘I’m so close!’

He grips my hips tighter now, pulling me down into him, pumping into me harder and faster, driving me closer and closer and closer to the edge. 

The cloud bursts inside me. The thunderstorm begins. I toss my head back and cry out as my climax explodes from within, bursting through every fibre of my being, taking me by surprise with its power and intensity. Marcus keeps moving the whole time, increasing the length of my orgasm, until I can’t breathe anymore. My legs twitch. My fists clench. My muscles squeeze tight. 

‘Please!’ I say, tapping Marcus on the leg. He stops moving. ‘I can’t… too much…’

I carefully climb off Marcus and lay on the bed, letting Ray see my soaking, yearning sex. It feels hot and opened wide like it’s never been before. 

Marcus takes the initiative now and mounts me. I don’t usually like the missionary position, but right now I don’t feel like I have the energy for anything for exotic. He slowly fills me again and I feel that wonderful pop of his thick head entering me. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him down to kiss me. My legs move on their own, wrapping around his waist, pushing him down into me like we were born for this reason alone. 

We kiss as he gently pumps me again and I suddenly recognise something I hadn’t expected. We’re not just having sex or fucking, we’re making love. The two of us move together as one being now, gripped in each other’s passion, hearts beating in sync, bodies grinding together. 

We have chemistry together. 

‘Oh my God,’ I say, whispering in his ear. ‘I love it so much, Marcus. I want you to come for me.’

He kisses me again, passionately, hungrily, like he’ll never get the chance again, and fucks me harder than ever. I scream out his name over and over, my body on fire, feeling more alive than ever before. 

‘I’m going to come,’ he says, looking down at me, a gleam in his eye. 

‘Come in me,’ I say, ‘I want to feel it. Fucking come in me, Marcus!’

He pounds me again and again, long, deep strokes that drive all the way inside me. Then he groans and whispers my name and I feel the condom twitch inside me as his come shoots from his thick head with incredible force. The feeling is exquisite – but a part of me wishes I could feel it for myself. 

Marcus keeps moving, still filling me, even after he has reached his climax. He slowly relaxes and finally stops moving. We gaze into each other’s eyes for a moment. Then I pull him into me and kiss him, trying to tell him with my body how much I loved being with him tonight. 

He pulls out of me and lays on the bed next to me, one hand on my breasts. He smiles at me. I love that smile. 

‘I hope you enjoyed yourself,’ he says. 

‘How could I not?’ I say, giggling. I feel lighter than air right now. My body is exhausted and drained, but I have never felt more awake. 

‘Maybe we could see each other again?’ he says. 

‘I’d like that,’ I say. 

He kisses me once more, tenderly, his tongue dancing with mine like lovers on a ballroom floor. 

‘I’ll let you get back to your husband,’ he says. ‘I’m staying in the room down the hall, text me if you want me back.’

‘A booty call?’ I say, giggling. I can’t stop smiling right now. 

‘If you wish,’ he says. 

He climbs out of bed and throws his clothes on lazily. Then he nods to Ray and walks out of the room, leaving my husband and I together. 

I let out a long, happy sigh. 

‘Did you like that?’ I say to Ray. 

He leaps off the chair and throws himself on the bed. 

‘I loved it,’ he says. He unzips his pants and removes his hard cock without taking any clothes off. He must really need this! 

My husband enters me with ease. He thrusts inside me hard and fast, an intense look on his face. 

I had thought for a moment that Marcus was too good at making love, his manhood too big, for me to every really enjoy Ray again. But I was wrong. As my husband fucks me, I realise that there is no substitute for love. No matter how good Marcus is, Ray and I will always have a bond that goes deeper than sex. 

I grab Ray and pull him to me, holding him against me, feeling every part of him connected with me. Our bond is far more special, more intimate, and more sacred than any other. 

Ray stokes the fire within me and I feel myself on the verge of one final climax. 

I look into his eyes. He already knows. He can read my body. I can read his, too. 

I know he’s getting close. 

The two of us cry out as one. My husband and I. Together. 

Ray kisses me gently, softly. 

‘I love you,’ I say. 

‘I love you too,’ he says. 

I smile at him, my heart bursting with happiness that I could have married someone so incredible. 

‘Do you want to see Marcus again?’ he says. 

‘I was thinking about inviting him back in the morning,’ I say. ‘If that’s okay with you?’

He kisses me. Holds me. Loves me. 

‘Whatever you want, my love,’ he says. 

We fall asleep in each other’s arms. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin Lizzie’s Awakening – An Amazon Exclusive Series Episode One – The Flower Ripens

Episode Two – The Flower Glistens

Episode Three – The Flower Shines

Episode Four – The Flower Opens

Episode Five – The Flower Awakens

Hotwife Stories

Becoming

Letters from Afar I

Letters from Afar II

Date Night

Have Fun

The Cuckold’s Tale

My Wife’s Hot Date

Secret’s Out

Made to Watch

A Deal’s A Deal

My Wife’s New Boyfriend

Reclaiming Chelsea

Power Play

Oblivious

The Bull’s Account

One Night, One Offer

Tonight You’re Mine

Slut Wives

Desperate Measures

Couple’s Retreat

The Other Woman

In Too Deep

A Wife’s Confession

The Rumors Are True! 

Confessions Series

Goddess

Edgy Erotica

Hustled

One for the Team

Room Service

Bad Girl: Caught by the Cop

The CEO’s Son

I – Obeying His Command

II – Following His Orders

Others

Who’s the Boss? 

Collected Works

Lizzie’s Awakening – The Complete Collection

(Episodes One – Five)

From Hot Dates to New Boyfriends: The Cuckold’s Tale Five Story Collection (My Wife’s Hot Date; Secret’s Out; Made to Watch; A Deal’s A Deal; and My Wife’s New Boyfriend)

Sluts, Bulls, Cucks & Hotwives: Four Erotic Tales of Marriage in the Twenty-First Century

(Desperate Measures; One Night, One Offer; My Wife’s Hot Date; and

Becoming)

Sluts, Bulls, Cucks & Hotwives 2: Four More Erotic Tales of Marriage in the Twenty-First Century

(The Other Woman; Tonight You’re Mine; Power Play; and Date Night) Delicious Sin: A Slut Wives Collection

(Desperate Measures; Couple’s Retreat; The Other Woman; In Too Deep; and A Wife’s Confession)

Married and Available: Five Hotwife Stories

(Becoming; Letters from Afar I; Letters from Afar II; Date Night; and Have Fun)

About the Author

By day, Andrea Martin is a housewife and erotic fiction writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She releases new stories every two weeks. 

This was based on a true story…

If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all! 

Until we meet again, 

Stay beautiful

-AM

x

xxxandreamartin.tumblr.com

Please read on for samples of my other stories I hope you’ll also enjoy! 

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.’

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

In Too Deep

 Lydia spent her youth sleeping around and getting hooked on gambling, but she’s cleaned up her act and settled down with a loving husband. On the surface, everything seems perfect. 

 But deep down, Lydia is growing tired and restless. She yearns for the wild dangers she gave up long ago, and can’t stay trapped in the house another night. 

 She heads out to bring a little excitement into her life… and soon finds herself in too deep with the wrong kind of men. 

My heart thunders in my chest. Tears prick the corners of my eyes. Why did I come here tonight? Why did I leave the safety of my home? Why did I get myself into this position? 

‘Option two,’ I say, in a meek voice. 

‘I’m sorry,’ Evan says, ‘I can’t quite hear you.’

‘Option two!’ I say, much louder. 

‘You want me and Joey here to fuck you?’ Evan says. ‘And you want us to take pictures?’

I screw my eyes shut and nod. This is the only way out. The only way out that will let me keep this a secret from Tim. 

‘Joey, help the lady to her knees. She’s got work to do.’

Joey’s strong hands grab my arms. He hauls me up to my knees and stands behind me, holding my shoulders, keeping me in place. My eyes dart around the room, looking for a way out, looking for another option, looking for anything. 

‘I’m a married woman!’ I say, my voice high and squeaky. 

‘Yeah, you keep saying,’ Evan says. He stands up and unzips his pants, a bulge tenting the material. ‘But unless your husband is going to come through that door with all the money you owe me, I don’t fucking care.’

‘Oh, God,’ I say, the words barely a whimper. 

‘He can’t help you either.’

Evan reaches into his pants and gently eases his manhood free. I try not to look, but I can’t help it. His length is right in front of my face. It’s pointing right at me, accusing me, his deep pink head barely an inch from my cheek. He’s a good length, maybe a little over six inches, with a decent girth. I’ve seen bigger. I’ve seen better. 

‘Please!’ I say. It’s the only word that comes to mind. 

‘I’ll ask you again,’ Evan says. ‘I’m not a monster, you have to agree to this. We take your stuff, or we take your ass. You choose.’

Also available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Reclaiming Chelsea

 Chelsea and Justin are a loving, happily married couple with a shared interest in a very particular kink. Chelsea loves to enjoy other men, and Justin loves to hear about it. All Justin needs to do is get through the long, lonely night by himself and wait for his wife to return to him. She will return to him, right? 

It’s a strange feeling, hearing your wife confess to openly flirting with another man, hearing her admit to proposing a threesome with a guy she’s barely met. I feel a mixture of emotions – jealousy, lust, a hint of anger. 

‘Does that upset you, baby?’ she says. ‘I wanted this guy and his friend to fuck me instead of coming home to you.’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It upsets me.’

‘You gonna punish me?’ she says. 

‘Absolutely.’

‘Good.’ She smiles wickedly. ‘I need to be punished. I’ve been a really, really naughty girl.’

‘How naughty?’

‘I’ll show you.’

She stands up on the bed, looming over me. She unzips her pants and slowly

pulls them down. 

I watch as my wife turns around and bends over and lets her pants fall to the bed. 

Her beautiful ass draws my eyes. She still wears the panties I chose earlier, but now they look different. There’s a dark, wet spot on the fabric, all along her slit. 

She kicks off the pants and kneels next to my head. She slips her thumbs into her panties and gently pulls them down. 

‘I was really naughty,’ she says again. 
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