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Waiting is the worst part. Lying here in the dark spare bedroom, waiting for him to come home, makes every minute feel like an hour. My hard nipples poke my light shirt. My small booty shorts are damp with anticipation. I keep checking my phone for updates, even though I know he won’t be sending any more tonight. My big black boyfriend Owen has told me that he’s coming home. He has told me that he has company. He has told me to stay out of the way. 

Everything is set and ready. Now all I can do is lie here on this unmade bed in the other room and wait for my boyfriend to come home with his newest trophy slut so they can fuck in our bed. 

My pussy tingles with anticipation. I’ve been wet since he left for work early this evening. Now, with the moment so nearly at hand, I’m damn near gushing into my underwear. But I’ve resisted touching myself, as Owen instructed when he left earlier. 

 I’ll bring home a friend tonight, he said, so don’t play with yourself without me. 

As always, I obey his word to the letter… I have not played with myself. But that hasn’t stopped me from trying to relieve a little of the burning ache in my womanhood by kneeling over a pillow and desperately grinding back and forth. 

It helps to ease my need – even as it simultaneously increases the yearning in my body. It’s the perfect sexual torment, which is why Owen permits me to do it as much as I can. He knows it drives me crazy to feel the frustratingly gentle rub of a pillow against my sex without any of the force or release or passion I so desperately need. 

I love and hate this part of the night – waiting for Owen to come home with his latest bar skank. I love and hate the feeling of palpable tension coursing through my veins. I love and hate not knowing where he is right now or what they’re doing together. Are they in the car, already driving this way? Have they pulled over to the side of the road so he can fuck her slutty mouth? Maybe they’re furiously making out in the backroom of his bar, her hands pawing at his ass while he fumbles with her skirt…

‘Fuck!’ I say, slamming my palm into the bed. I can’t take much more of this blissful agony. I want Owen to hurry up and get home and take her – whoever she is – into our bedroom so I can listen to them together. The only thing more agonizing than waiting for him to come home is listening to them have sex in

our bed – and I love the agony. 

Most women probably wouldn’t understand why I’m okay with my boyfriend having sex with other girls. To be honest, I’m not sure I really understand it myself. Yes, I love him. Yes, he loves me. Yes, our sex life is amazing and passionate and deeply satisfying. But I always have this feeling in the back of my mind that maybe there are other women out there who are better than me. I want my boyfriend to have sex with as many of those other women as possible –

but only if I’m there to experience it as well. That way I get the best of both worlds – the erotic thrill of passionate sex, mixed with guilty shame that she’s doing it better than I can. I’ve always felt a little insecure about my body. My breasts never developed past

It’s an addictive mixture of potent emotions that have me hooked and coming back for more, like a helpless junkie. 

Owen is a hell of a catch. A great-looking guy with deep, dark skin and handsome features that seem to smolder and glow with passion. He’s in great shape and has a cool job at the trendy bar in town. It might not pay the most money, but he can always find a girl to take home at the end of the night – an ideal compromise for both of us. 

I can’t remember when I first discovered this side of myself. It was maybe a year or more ago. I used to hang out in the bar while he was working to stay close to him. I watched all these beautiful, barely-dressed sluts come and go, flirting with him as they ordered their drinks. Something stirred inside me. I felt jealous of those women – they were so pretty, so sexy, so open about their desires to sleep with my boyfriend. Their bodies were so slim and toned. Their breasts were much bigger than my own. I could see Owen’s eyes glancing down their tops as they leaned over the bar. The women had no way of knowing that the plain-looking girl in casual clothes at the far end of the bar was the bartender’s girlfriend, but that wouldn’t have stopped them from trying, either. The women who would be shocked by our lifestyle would be even more surprised to learn that girls love seducing unavailable men like Owen. It’s a primal thing, I guess –

the threat of competition; the need to prove themselves as more sexually desirable than another woman; the challenge of superiority. 

Earlier this evening, Owen sent me a picture. It was a selfie of him and a blonde white woman. She was wearing a tight blue dress with a low dip at the front that

made her breasts look like they were on the verge of spilling out into Owen’s hand. I couldn’t help but admire how large and round and firm her breasts looked – the opposite of my flat chest. And she looked so pretty. So sexy. The exact type of bar slut who would want to hook up with my gorgeous boyfriend. 

Naturally, she has no idea that he sent that picture to me. She is completely unaware that the real purpose of that selfie isn’t to capture the memory of fun time, but to show me what his next conquest looks like. He wants me to see the women who is going to be fucking him in our bed later tonight. 

After that, the only other contact was about forty minutes ago when he text me to say, We’re leaving. That was all I needed to know for my body to enter anticipation overdrive. Owen is on his way home right now – and he’s bringing that beautiful blonde with the big breasts, too. 

And I’m lying here waiting, grinding a pillow between my legs to try and relieve some of the frustration that continues to build in my cleft. I don’t want to wait anymore. I want him to be home already. I want him to take that slut into our bedroom and throw her on the bed and make her scream. I want her to know how fucking good his hard cock feels when he thrusts inside her. I want him to feel her tight pussy grip his shaft tight. I want him to grab and squeeze those big tits of hers in the bed we share together. I want – God! 

It’s too much. It’s way too much. I can’t take any more of this torment and teasing. I get to my knees, mounting the pillow like it’s my lover, and grind my sex into it as hard as I can. Pathetic little moans and whimpers escape my lips. 

The friction feels so good against my sex – not as good as my hand or a toy or Owen’s fingers – but it’ll do for now. 

My gasps and moans sound so pathetic in this empty apartment. I wonder what noises Owen’s newest fuck buddy will make when she fucks him in a few short minutes? God, I hope she’s loud in bed. I hate the quiet ones. I have to listen to them through the small air vent at the bottom of the wall and it’s impossible to hear what’s happening if she’s quiet or shy. But Owen always finds a way to make them scream. I’ve learned a lot about human sexuality as we’ve explores this lifestyle together, but nothing surprises me as much as the variety of noises other women make in the bedroom. 

I hear a sound in the other room, one that makes my breath catch in my throat. I freeze in place, listening hard. The sound I hear is the front door unlocking. 

Then opening. Female giggles. Stumbling footsteps. Owen’s deep, rumbling laughter. I climb off the bed silently and press my ear to the closed door, listening hard. My heart starts to race faster now. The moment is finally here. A shiver runs through me. 

They make muffled conversation. Small talk. The front door closes. I hear the familiar thump of Owen’s jacket hitting the couch as he tosses it there. Then there is silence. 

I hold my breath, listening as hard as I can. But there is nothing to hear. Not even the low rumble of muffled conversation. I close my eyes, trying to picture the scene in the other room – Owen and the blonde girl are standing by our couch. 

His hands are around her waist. His lips against hers. The girl’s slim body and heaving breasts pressing into his chest. Is he already hard, I wonder? Maybe that perfect cock is stirring in his pants. She can probably feel it against her bare thigh already. Is she wet right now? Does she know he has a girlfriend? Does she even care either way? 

I try to picture them locked together – his dark, full mouth on her softer, smaller red lips. The image makes me shiver inside. This blissful agony is killing me. 

More noises. Soft giggles from her. Low muffled talking from him. Footsteps drawing closer. They’re walking this way – heading to the bedroom. 

I instinctively draw back from the door, retreating into the darkness of the room. 

There’s no way she could know I’m here, but I take no chances. The last thing I want is to scare her off right now. Not when she’s so close to going through with it. 

Their footsteps walk past the door and into our bedroom. If she doesn’t know he has a girlfriend yet, the soft furnishings and numerous photos of us together will definitely give it away now. But I know her. Even without seeing her, I know what she’ll be thinking. She’s come this far already. He’s a hot guy. The girlfriend isn’t around to spoil anything. Besides, if his girlfriend was good enough, he wouldn’t be cheating on her, would he? 

I quietly crouch on the floor and crawl over to the tiny air vent in the bottom of the wall that splits the two bedrooms. It’s an air vent, but I can use this to listen in on the next room. I would prefer to watch, but this will have to do. I can hear all the fun they’re having but I can’t see any of it. More blissful agony. 

Her voice echoes through the metal vent, but I can hear her voice well enough. 

She sounds like a midwestern girl – a trace of accent. Maybe she grew up in a straight-laced family. Maybe she spent her life in a small town full of white people. Maybe the offer of having sex with a black man is too much for her to pass up. I wonder if she has a lot of naughty one-night-stands like this. 

‘So where’s your girlfriend right now?’ she says, a teasing smile in her voice. 

‘Away,’ Owen says. ‘Visiting her folks tonight. She’ll be back tomorrow morning.’

The girl giggles. ‘Plenty of time,’ she says. 

There is silence for a moment. Then she makes a passionate gasp. Fuck, I’m going crazy over here. I wish I could see them. Maybe one day we’ll find a woman who’s okay with our lifestyle and wants me to watch them fuck. Until then, I’ll keep enduring this excruciating lust. 

Her gasp becomes a moan of pleasure. Is he kissing her body? Maybe he’s undressing her. Maybe her hands are sliding that pretty skirt up her mostly-exposed thighs to reveal her panties. Is she even wearing underwear tonight? 

I roll onto my back, one ear close to the vent. I part my legs. Now that Owen is home, I’m allowed to touch myself. My left hand drifts under my shorts. Holy shit, I’m soaking wet. I bite my bottom lip and close my eyes to hear them better. 

She gasps suddenly, then breaks into giggles. I hear the squeak of the bed – our bed – as she climbs into position. My fingers trace my molten slit. Juices cling to my fingertips. She moans again. 

‘Yes,’ she says. ‘Like this.’

I place two fingers at my soaking, yearning entrance and wait, breathless with anticipation. I listen. 

In the next room over, the pretty blonde girl with the big tits makes that unmistakable deep, passionate moan of pure sensual bliss. At the same time, I slip two fingers inside my pussy as deep as possible. My other hand pinches my hard nipples through the shirt. It feels so fucking good – but not as good as it feels for her right now. 

‘Oh, God!’ she says, moaning breathlessly. ‘You’re so fucking big!’

Owen chuckles. I love it when they tell him that. He loves hearing it, too. My big, black boyfriend loves it when dirty little sluts gasp at his size. 

‘Can you take it?’ he says. 

‘Uh-huh!’

She moans again. Louder. Deeper. Harder. I hear Owen’s deep, passionate grunt and know that sound intimately. His cock is all the way inside that little whore. 

My fingers work in and out of my dripping slit. I can’t fuck myself fast enough. I need it! I need it all! 

‘Fuck yes!’ she says. ‘Harder! Come on!’

Owen grunts. I hear the loud, wet smack of his body slamming into hers. Jesus Christ, I’m going to come. 

I force myself to slow down. Not yet. Not yet. Not yet. I want Owen to make me come. I want to keep this feeling going for as long as possible. I need this blissful agony to burn me from the inside out. 

‘Is this the biggest dick you’ve ever fucked?’ Owen says. I hear the slap of skin-on-skin. His hand spanking her ass, maybe. I bet her booty jiggles almost as good as her titties do. How is he fucking right now? Bent over? Standing up by the bed? Is she naked? Maybe Owen pushed that dress up and yanked her panties to the side. Maybe she pulled her top down to let him enjoy the sight of her big, full breasts bouncing. I bet she looks like the sexiest slut in the world right now. 

‘Yes!’ Her voice is as raspy, gasping moan of pleasure now. ‘You’re so fucking big! Give it to me!’

Owen growls. For the next several minutes, all I can hear is the slut’s breathless moans and the wet smack of their bodies as he fucks her relentlessly. I wonder if her pussy is tighter than mine. I wonder she can take him deeper than me. My fingers glide in and out of my soaking entrance slowly now. The fire inside my sex still burns white-hot, but I fight to remain in control. The release always feels so much better when Owen does it to me. 

The girl’s moans and wails get louder and louder and louder. They echo through the metal vent in a deafening cacophony of pleasure that hits me like a dozen thumping bass beats in a heaving club. All I can do is lie on the floor and tease my body as she experiences the best fuck of her life. I listen and try to feel her with my mind; to experience even a fraction of the bliss she’s currently in right now. 

Her orgasm is fierce and loud and throaty. She swears and curses and calls Owen a fucking motherfucker over and over again. He laughs under his breath. I can almost feel her orgasm rippling through the wall. Her body must be coiling and shuddering and contracting and convulsing right now. Holy goddamn shit. It sounds like she’s dying and being born all over again. The neighbors must think she’s getting murdered in here. 

After a long, long moment, her climax subsides. I hear Owen’s low grunts as he keeps fucking her hard and deep; just the way he likes. Then his pounding slows. 

There is silence for a moment. The bed squeaks as bodies move. They must changing positions. 

She moans again as he re-enters her. I can’t see, so I can only imagine what they’re doing right now. Is she on top? Is he spreading her legs open? I don’t know and it kills me. All I have to go on is the sound of her pleasure and the squeak of our bed and the low, throaty grunts of my boyfriend. 

My fingers are drenched to the knuckle. My pussy is a swollen, puffy, dripping mess. I’m beyond wet. My cream slides down my fingers every time I fuck myself. God, what I wouldn’t give to be in that room right now, licking her asshole while Owen fills her pussy. 

The bed squeaks louder and louder through the wall, almost as loud as her moans. Whatever they’re doing right now, they’re really going at it. have I ever fucked Own with this much urgency and desperation? I don’t know. Thank God he has sluts like her to keep him satisfied for me. 

She comes again. This time it sounds even deeper and harder. Owen’s cock must feel so good to her right now. Maybe she wasn’t just blowing smoke when she said he was the biggest. I hear the bed squeak and shudder and feel the vibrations through the floor. I fuck my pussy harder, listening to the wet sounds of my fingers gliding in and out faster and faster. 

‘I’m gonna come,’ Owen says, in a deep voice I know so well. He’s fighting to hold on a little longer. She must be a really good fuck. Better than me, at least. 

‘Yes!’ she says. ‘Here!’

There is the sound of movement. The bed shuffles. Then silence for a moment. 

Finally, I hear the passionate groans of my boyfriend approaching orgasm. Owen cries out with pleasure as he explodes and unleashes all of his passion on this dirty little slut. Where is he coming right now? Inside her? On her face? On her ass? Maybe those big, bouncing tits of hers – I hope it’s that last one. That would drive me fucking crazy. 

Silence falls in the other room. They talk in low voices that I can’t hear. She giggles. He laughs. What are they talking about? Not knowing kills me. 

I stop touching myself and lie on the floor, wallowing in my own sexual frustration. She’s in my bed, feeling full and stretched and satisfied. I’m here, unable to come, waiting for my turn. They’re enjoying the afterglow of sexual pleasure while my motor is still running so hot it almost burns my fingers. 

They seem to spend forever enjoying one another after the event. It’s almost as agonizing as waiting for them to come here in the first place. But finally, I hear her footsteps walk across our bedroom. She walks into the bathroom and turns the faucet on. Water splashes. The faucet shuts off. She walks back into the bedroom. More low, muffled voices. More giggles. I hear her footsteps move across the living room. The front door opens and closes. She is gone. 

Now it’s my turn. 

****

‘Sophia.’ He calls to me. ‘Come here.’

I grab the door handle and yank hard. My hands shake. I rush out of the spare room and through to our bedroom. My boyfriend sits on the end of the bed, feet

on the floor. He is naked, dark skin gleaming with exertion. His eyes glow with erotic triumph. His beautiful cock is still about halfway up, pulsing with thickness. The shaft is slick with her juices. God, his whole cock is coated in her come. The sight makes my cleft burn hotter than the sun. 

‘Here,’ he says, pointing at the floor between his feet. 

I assume the position, sinking to my knees between his legs. I don’t wait for the next instruction. I’ve waited too long already tonight. I can’t wait any more. 

He grins at me, loving my submission and greed. I grab his cock with both hands and bring the tip to my mouth. 

‘Was she a good fuck?’ I say, kissing the tip. I taste him on my lips. I taste her, too. They make a sweet-sour mixture together. I like it. I flick my tongue across the head of his cock and savor the wonderful taste of them. 

‘She was fucking great,’ Owen says. He leans back on the bed, resting on his arms, offering his used and soaking manhood up to my hungry mouth. ‘Tight pussy, great ass. She knew how to fuck.’ He chuckles to himself, remembering some fond memory that doesn’t concern me. 

‘What about her tits?’ I say. ‘Did you like them?’

‘Yeah.’ I take the head of his shaft in my mouth and gently suck him clean. He groans. ‘Her tits were great. D-cup, at least. Maybe more. I loved the way they bounced when she got on top.’

I groan in my throat – that mixture of pain and erotic lust again. Listening to the satisfaction in his voice is driving me fucking crazy here. I release my grasp on his cock long enough to take off my shirt and throw it away. 

‘Much bigger than your tits,’ he says. He knows it’s one of my buttons. He knows how much it turns me on to be compared to a better woman. My sex burns with jealous need. 

I take his cock deeper in my mouth now, moaning at how good he tastes tonight. 

My hands grip his base gently. I feel his shaft thicken at my touch, life slowly returning to his manhood. I suck harder. I suck with urgency. I need this so fucking bad. 

‘She loved my dick,’ he says. ‘Did you hear her come? Holy shit, I thought the neighbors were gonna call the cops! Her pussy got so tight when she came that I thought she was gonna rip my dick clean off. It felt fucking amazing.’

I moan harder. His cock slides deeper into my throat as I suck him with desperate, yearning need. Holy fuck, I’m so goddamn horny right now. My shorts must be soaked through. 

‘I fucked her over the bed for a while,’ he says. ‘She got a kick of out seeing that.’

He jerks a thumb behind him to the framed photograph of Owen and I on vacation in Europe together, smiling happily for the camera. I can imagine her bent over on this bed – on my side of the bed – staring at that photo with a cruel smirk on her pretty red lips, while her perfect tits swing back and forth as Owen fucks her relentlessly from behind. 

‘After she came the first time,’ he continues, ‘she climbed on top. Just like you’re gonna do right now.’

I don’t need to be told twice. I let his delicious cock pop out of my mouth with a wet moan and lean back. He slides back onto the bed as I stand up and kick off my shorts. There is a noticeable dark patch on the underside of the fabric, right where my lips were pressing against the pillow all night. 

He beckons me forward. His hard cock lies flat against his toned stomach. I climb into place above him and slide my body down. The tip of his length brushes my burning lips. It drives me crazy with jealousy that I’m the second woman to fuck him tonight. Almost as much as it turns me on. 

I reach between us and grab his thick, throbbing shaft and ease my body back. I guide the head of his shaft into place and let go of him with a throaty gasp of satisfaction. His thickness plunges inside my dripping sex. I cry out as I sink down onto him. Inch after inch after soaking, pulsing, red-hot inch pierces my gaping hole, until every last bit of him is inside and I am utterly consumed by lust. 

‘She didn’t even ask me to wear a condom.’ Owen cups his hands behind his head, looking perfectly relaxed. He could be on a beach right now, instead of getting fucked by his girlfriend. ‘I was gonna offer, but… well, you shoulda seen

her pussy. Tight and shaved. Just how I like ‘em.’

He chuckles to himself. I moan. My hips move on their own, rocking back and forth in his lap. Owen’s cock rolls inside me, stretching my tight tunnel and pressing against every part of my sex at once. It’s like he’s hitting all my buttons at the same time and he isn’t even moving. Instincts take control of me now. I’m no longer in control. I am a vessel designed to bring him pleasure. 

‘I loved the way her ass moved,’ he says. ‘She knew how to fuck, that’s for sure. 

Even when I bent her over the bed, she was giving it all right back to me. Didn’t even struggle to take my cock. Remember how much it hurt you the first time we fucked? She took it without any complaint.’

‘Fuck!’ I gasp the word out nice and loud, but not as loud as she was. ‘I love it! 

Tell me more!’

‘I got her number,’ he says, with a sly grin. ‘She asked me to call her when you’re away next time. Think she could become a regular slut of mine, huh?’

That thought almost sends me over the edge – to become permanently replaced by a better, hotter, sexier woman. To have her wake up in my bed next to my boyfriend. I reach down and touch my burning sex. My clit throbs. I gasp and begin slowly circling that firm nub of flesh with my fingertips. 

‘She wouldn’t let me come inside her, though,’ he says. ‘That spoiled it a little. 

Woulda been fucking sweet to bust my nut in her pussy.’ He glances at me before adding, ‘I guess you’re better than her in one way, at least.’

I moan louder. His words don’t hurt me. They turn me on. Drive me wild. 

Increase my arousal. I can feel it building in my gut: the release I have been long denied tonight. It’s like a steadily rising pressure than builds and increases with every tiny movement of my hips. 

‘Next time I’ll come inside her,’ he says. ‘I can’t fucking wait.’

‘How did you come?’ I almost gasp the words. I’m close to coming now. 

Fighting to hold on. Feeling my passion on the verge of boiling over. But I can’t come. Not yet. Not until I hear the end of the story. I want to know what else they did together in our bed while I listened and touched myself. 

‘She fucked me like this,’ he says, gesturing to my bucking hips. ‘Then when I said I was gonna come, she laid down on the bed. Right here,’ he pats my pillow, 

‘and I fucked her big, fat tits and came in her mouth.’

That thought finally sends me over the edge. I toss my head back and moan. My fingers spasm and jolt on my sensitive clit. My pussy contracts and clenches around his shaft. I feel my body throb and shudder and tremble. His cock seems to grow and pulse and thick inside my contracting sex. 

‘Fuck!’ I cry again. ‘Fuck! Did she fuck you better than me?’

He finally reaches out and grabs me. Fire blazes in his eyes. He can’t remain relaxed and composed anymore. 

Owen rolls us over, slamming me down into the bed and mounting me, without ever pulling out. I cry out even louder now. He pins me to the bed and fucks me hard. 

‘Yes,’ he says, through gritted teeth. ‘Her tits were bigger and her ass was hotter and her pussy was tighter. Yeah, she fucked me better than you!’

He plunges that big black cock into my gushing entrance with all the fire and force he can muster. I feel every impact like a shockwave. I moan and thrash and keep coming for him. 

‘And next time I fuck her,’ he says, ‘I’m gonna make you watch and clean up.’

I come even harder. His eyes burn with need. I can feel him getting closer, already on the cusp of his next climax. 

‘Come in me!’ I say. ‘Please!’

He grabs my throat with one hand, squeezing until I gasp. He would rather hold onto my tits, but…

Owen looks into my eyes and fucks me deep and long and harder for a few moments. I feel our souls entwining as our bodies connect. It is the best feeling in the world. Then he grimaces with pleasure and I feel it finally happen. 

I moan his name. He empties his load inside me. I wail with lust at the feeling. 

He keeps fucking me. I feel his sweet load fill me up. I can only imagine how much come that blonde slut must have taken in her mouth earlier. 

He doesn’t stop fucking me. Not after the last few drops have been squeezed out into my aching, dripping sex and I can feel our juices flowing onto the bedsheets. Not after my cries of passion have turned into breathless gasps for air as my sensitivity increases to almost unbearable levels. He doesn’t even stop when I go limp under him. I am a vessel for his pleasure. 

My boyfriend finally eases back. His shrinking manhood slips out of my gaping entrance. I gasp. 

He lies next to me and puts his arms around me. I feel warm and safe and comforted. I know he would never actually leave me for any of the women he fucks in this bed… but the risk that he might always excites me. 

‘I love you, babygirl,’ he says. 

I snuggle into his chest. I can feel his heart slow to a normal, relaxed pace. 

‘I love you too,’ I say. ‘You make me so happy.’

‘That’s what I do,’ he says, kissing my forehead. 

‘You do it so well,’ I say, placing a skin on the skin directly above his heart. 

I settle into his arms and feel sleep slowly claim me. After a long, long night, my blissful agony is finally over. 

Until next time I ask him to bring home a friend from the bar. 
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About the Author

Praise for Andrea Martin:

‘Wonderfully written and edited with great teasing, storytelling and lead in with full delivery on its sexy promise. What's not to love?’

‘…the first book I've read by Andrea Martin. I can already tell you that it won't be the last!’

‘Highly recommended.’

‘Very hot and horny story, quite fast paced.’

‘I have read other stories by this author and the writing quality has been excellent… a hot, fun read that I would recommend.’

‘An amazing book Andrea, I look forward to reading many more of your works.’

Andrea Martin is the architect of your desires, an erotic author with over two thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic 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 regularly releases

new stories. 

In addition to these naughty stories, I also take commissions! Get in touch with me via my contact details below and we’ll discuss your wicked fantasies and how I can make them come true. 

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

If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch: reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

Patreon.com/xxxandreamartin

If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my Patreon account. 

For as little as one dollar per release, fans can show their support in exchange for

exclusive previews of upcoming work, the chance to request specific stories or scenarios, and the option to be thanked personally in this space. 

A massive thank you to my current backers Josh and BKHY – you are wonderful and I adore you for supporting me! 

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

Also available from Andrea Martin Kings & Queans:

Sibling Rivalry

‘Nothing you can do to stop me. I’ve been planning this for a long time…’

 Natalie and Rob are just a few short months away from getting married, but there’s one last hurdle in their way: Natalie’s sister. Becca – Rob’s former girlfriend. The three have arranged a casual meeting in a bar to catch up and has out their issues. 

 But Becca has a plan, one she’s been stewing on ever since Rob dumped her. 

 Tonight, this wicked sister is going to get revenge for her broken heart – and have some wild fun of her own at the same time…

I slowly come back to life. Head foggy. Throat raw. Mouth dry. Room dark. Try to open my eyes. Something on my face. Can’t see. 

I try to touch the thing on my face that’s obstructing my vision. But I can’t. My hands are stuck. No, not stuck. My hands are cuffed. Bound at the wrist to something cold and metal. I can’t move. My wrists are stuck in place above my head, spread wide tout to each side. What the hell is going on? Carpet on my bare legs. Think I’m kneeling on the floor. 

‘Rob?’ I say, whimpering, my voice hoarse. ‘Rob, what’s going on?’

I’m expecting to hear my beloved husband-to-be’s voice is response, but I don’t. 

Instead, I hear something very different and totally unexpected. I hear a familiar sound, one that I’ve known for almost my whole life – a feminine giggle. Not just any giggle, but Becca’s familiar, taunting giggle. My little sister is laughing. 

‘About time you woke up,’ she says, her voice coming from somewhere to my left. 

I turn in her direction. ‘Becca? What’s going on?’

‘Oh, nothing much,’ she says. She sounds closer now. Her voice is calm; almost amused. The familiarity helps bring me back from the edge of panic, but her tone unsettles me. It sounds playful, yet cruel. ‘We’re just hanging out.’

‘Why am I tied up?’ I say, pitch rising in fright. ‘Why can’t I see? What’s happening?’

‘Don’t worry, sis,’ Becca says. I hear her squatting next to me, lips close to my ears. ‘We’re just gonna hang out some more.’

Something slides up my face, then gets removed completely. I blink, feeling drunk and stupid. Becca smiles, holding an eye mask she just used to blindfold me. 

‘What are you doing?’ I say. I look around, trying to understand what’s happening her. I’m handcuffed to the end of my own bed, kneeling on the floor and looking through the bars at Rob. He’s fast asleep, breathing hard, his body a mound under the covers. 

‘Don’t you get it yet?’ she says. ‘It’s time for payback, bitch. You stole my boyfriend, I’m gonna steal your man.’

Becca stands up, towering over me. She’s wearing just her t-shirt and underwear. 

Panic starts to grip me. What the hell is she talking about? What is she planning? 

‘I didn’t steal him,’ I say, trying to think clearly. It’s difficult; my head is foggy and my mouth feels heavy. ‘You guys broke up before that-’

She puts a finger on my lips, silencing me. I try to pull away, but the handcuffs at my wrists keep me stuck in place on my knees at the end of the bed. 

‘Shh,’ she says. ‘No more lies. No more excuses. I’ve been thinking about ways to get back at you ever since you posted that stupid picture of your engagement. 

Come on, Natalie, what kind of woman gets married to her sister’s ex-boyfriend?’

‘Becca, no, please, it wasn’t like that…’ I begin trying to remember all the ways I’ve explained this to myself over the years; that Rob and I are a better fit than him and her; that they’d been broken up for over a month before he asked me out; that I knew our relationship might cause friction between the two of us. But nothing comes out. 

‘Shut up,’ she says. ‘I don’t want to hear it. Stay there and be quiet.’

‘Becca!’

My sister yanks down her underwear. I grimace and look away, not wanting to see. She grabs my chin, pulls my face toward her, and forces her underwear into my mouth. Before I know what’s going on, she’s gagged me with her panties. 

‘Enjoy those,’ she says. ‘They probably taste pretty good – I’ve been thinking about this all night.’

I try to protest, but I can’t. She’s got me trapped. There’s nothing I can do to stop whatever she’s been planning. 

Becca turns and walks around the bed, her ass exposed beneath the shirt. She kneels on the bed next to Rob, running a hand over him. She looks at me, smiling that wicked smile. 

‘Shall we wake him up?’ she says. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Hotwife Stories:

Becoming

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

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

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

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

‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

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

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

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

‘Should I take it off?’ I say. 

‘Please.’

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

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

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

‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me. 

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

‘You are magnificent,’ he says. 

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

Right now. 
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