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He’s gotta be fucking kidding. Either my soon-to-be-ex-husband has balls the size and consistency of steel pendulums, or he’s playing the most elaborate practical joke I have ever encountered in my life. It’s hard to tell which – after all our years together, I know he doesn’t have the smarts to pull off a prank like this and he’s too much of a pussy to try and bully me into submission. That leaves a third and final option – my former husband is actually the biggest fucking moron in the world and truly believes that he’s going to get away with this. 

I push the latest letter from Jackson & Murdoch, my former husband’s stupidly expensive lawyer, into the piles of paperwork laid out on the dining room table –

the table I bought for our home using my money. Christ, where the hell does he get off trying to buy me out of my own house like this? He’s the one who got caught fucking someone else, he should be the one to pay. Not me. That asshole shouldn’t get to fuck someone – probably multiple someones, now that I know –

behind my back for God know how long and walk away with the house and all the furnishings too. What the hell did I do wrong here? I’m a good wife. Still in great shape. Still capable of turning heads in a crowded room. Still willing to wear sexy outfits and satisfy my man. 

But apparently that wasn’t good enough. 

I grab my steaming cup of coffee and hold it in both hands, eyes closed, elbows on the table, like a woman at prayer. Maybe I am a woman at praying. Maybe I’m praying to the God of Caffeine for the strength to get through my husband’s bullshit and keep on smiling. 

Never thought I’d be a divorcee. Call me stupid or naive or foolish, but I really thought that Evan and I would be together forever. I had hopes and dreams that the two of us would take an early retirement and move down to Florida. There was a crazy, stupid part of my mind that pictured us sitting on the front porch at sunset, watching the world go by and sharing a pitcher of water together. What a goddamn fool I was, huh? 

They keep saying that I shouldn’t blame myself for what happened and I’m trying not to feel responsible, but it’s tricky. I keep telling myself that maybe if I did this; maybe if I did that; then he wouldn’t have fucked another woman behind my back. But what should I have done? I may not have been a perfect

wife, but I was always there for him. Always supported him. Gave him space whenever he needed it. Never turned down a sexual advance – not that it was ever really worth my time in the last couple of years. No, I know it’s not my fault that his head got turned by some two-bit whore in a miniskirt, but I’m gonna keep beating myself up about it. 

Whenever I close my eyes, I can still see them together. That’s probably the worst part – the sight of them is something I’ll never be able to escape. I can only hope that one day I’ll find it funny, but for now it just hurts to see. It’s entered into my memory, sketched into the back of my mind. The door to his office swinging silently open. Evan, standing up, back to me, pants around his ankles. That scrawny slut, leaning back over his desk, bare legs wrapped around his waist. Her hands gripping his shirt, creasing it. The absurd thought in my brain that I’ll have to iron those damn creases out. Evan thrusting his hips forward, over and over, grunting like an exhausted pig as he did. The wet, slick sound of his prick pushing inside her tight young cunt. Her exaggerated, overly-enthusiastic fake moans of pleasure. How long did I stand there in the doorway, dumbstruck, watching them fuck on his desk like they were in some kind of cheap, disgusting porno? How long did it take them to realize that I was there? 

And then, when they did finally notice my arrival, I saw the expressions on their faces. Her blushing cheek and glittering eyes, the way she tried to hide her smile of satisfaction, like this was all some sort of horrible game, as she tried to pull her skirt back and cover her exposed slit. His shock and shame and embarrassment, stammering like a fucking moron as he tried to tell me it’s not what it looks like. He pulled away from her – long, silvery strands of her juices clinging to his manhood like stings of ribbon dangling from a chandelier – and I saw that my beloved husband wasn’t even wearing a condom while he fooled around on me. He’d been fucking his stupid, pretty, fresh-out-of-college secretary bareback over his desk, all while I was waiting to go to dinner. 

People sometimes as me what the worst part of it all was. My answer changes depending on my mood. Sometimes I’m crushed most by catching them in the act. Other times I’m hurt that he was fucking her instead of meeting me for dinner. On some occasions I hate that he fucked her without protection – and for how long before I caught them? But mostly the thing that kills me is how infuriatingly cliché the whole thing is. My high-profile husband. A secretary almost half his fucking age. And me, the pitiful housewife who wasn’t good enough to keep him faithful. I gave him everything I had. All my love. All my

support. All my compassion. The best years of my life. If he wanted to fuck me over his desk, all he needed to do was ask. If he cheated on me because our sex life wasn’t good enough for him – well, frankly it wasn’t good enough for me, either, but I never cheated. I had plenty of chances over the years, but my marriage vows meant something. 

Every time I think this whole disgusting, degrading, embarrassing, humiliating situation can’t get anything worse, something else comes to light and it does. My husband decided he didn’t want to save our marriage; that the years we’ve spent together weren’t worth as much to him as his secretary’s twenty-year-old pussy. 

He filed for divorce and started parading his whore around town as though I was already out of his life. They’d been together for about a year already, fucking behind my back almost every day during that time. While I’d been keeping the house neat and tidy or making dinner for us or watching the clock waiting for my husband to return home and brighten my life, he’d been busy treating his whore to five inches of half-hearted cock. 

And now the final insult, the last goddamn straw, arrived this morning from his lawyer. My wayward husband, my cheating, philandering, worthless piece of shit soon-to-be-ex, wants the house in our divorce. 

 What the matter, Evan? Isn’t your secretary’s one-bedroom apartment big enough for your massive ego? 

I’d laugh if I wasn’t so infuriated. Christ, it’s not even nine in the morning and already I feel like hurling something heavy across the room. That fucking asshole has completely ruined my life – and he’s getting away with it. He’s the one who convinced me to give up my job and stay at home because his salary could support us both. He’s the one who has the rich, fancy parents who pulled strings to get him promotion after promotion. He’s the one who stuck his dick in another woman. 

So why am I the one who has to move out? Jesus, I’ve got nothing in my name, nothing in my own bank account, nothing to show for all the years I’ve been married except maybe a couple of stretch marks and a white band of skin around my ring finger. If my bastard ex-husband gets his way, I’ll be homeless and penniless while he lives the life of a king. 

And if that fucking skanky whore secretary thinks that she is going to move into

my home, I’ll claw her goddamn eyes out. Even the thought of her whore ass touching my white satin sheets fills me with incandescent rage. What the fuck has my life come to? Being jealous about some pathetic, scrawny little slut and filled with regret that maybe I could have done something prevent this outcome

– this is not how I imagined spending my forties. 

I drink my coffee and put the empty mug down on the paperwork-strewn table. 

Is this how I’m supposed to live the rest of my life now? Filled with bitterness and envy and remorse and anger? How can I be the one who feels like my life just imploded, while he’s out there right now – probably with her and probably putting his feeble cock inside her again while she moans and lies about how big it feels. 

According to my former husband’s high-powered and super-expensive lawyer –

another pricey gift from his country club parents, I have no doubts – he’ll keep the house when we split and only give me a pittance in settlement fees. Buying me out is how the letter describes it. He gives me a couple thousand dollars and I leave the house I spent the past few years turning into a goddamn home. The place I thought we might raise children one day. The place I hoped we could sell for a small fortune and aid our early retirement. The place he’s now going to let that fucking whore redecorate while I struggle to get back on my feet, alone and forgotten. 

I growl with frustration and grab my empty mug and storm through the house to the kitchen. Everywhere I turn, I see reminders of the life we had together. 

Framed photos of smiling faces. Memories made as a couple. Things we purchased together – or things I bought thinking that he would like them. Now they’re all worthless baggage. I pause in front of my favorite picture – a selfie we took together on the beach of Tahiti at sunset last year. We’re both smiling into the camera. I was thinking about how much I loved him. He was probably thinking about how tight his secretary’s pussy felt. Bastard. 

The kitchen is wide and empty. It’s the place I’ve made most of our meals since we moved here. It’s my little sanctuary. Never thought I’d grow to enjoy being a stay-at-home wife, but here I am. I dump my empty mug in the sink and lean over the counter, rubbing my tired eyes. 

That letter would have gone to my own lawyer as well, which means that she’s seen it, too. I wonder what she thinks about this bullshit? 

I grab my phone and dial my lawyer’s number from memory. Not her office number – her personal number. It rings twice before she answers. It sounds like she’s driving, the phone in some kind of dashboard-mounted cradle. 

‘Hello?’ she says. ‘Jade, is that you?’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘I just opened the letter. What the fuck? Is he serious?’

‘Don’t worry about it,’ she says. ‘He’s just making waves, that’s all it is. It’s what guys like him do – make a big opening splash and try to bully people into accepting.’

I lean over the counter again, propping myself up on my elbows. ‘Surely he’s in the wrong? I mean, I caught the asshole fucking someone else!’

There are a few seconds of silence on the other end of the line. Then the muted background sound of the car engine shuts off and my lawyer’s voice is much clearer. 

‘It’s tricky,’ she says. ‘It’s a no-fault state, so infidelity doesn’t have any influence on the outcome of a divorce. All you can do is keep making counter-offers until you both agree and accept and move on with your lives.’

‘I don’t want to move on with my life,’ I say. ‘I want to go back in time and have this one again…’

‘I know, I know,’ she says, beginning to sound a touch impatient. ‘What we’ll do is make a counter-offer and see what his team has to say.’

‘I should talk to Evan,’ I say. ‘See if I can change his mind.’

‘As your lawyer, I strongly advise against that. Don’t talk to him. No communication. That’s my job.’

‘Fine. Alright.’

I hang open and stay where I am for a moment, rubbing my temples and staring at the kitchen counter. Offers and counter-offers. Every meeting, every letter, ever postponement – it all adds up. Sure, his parents can afford to keep paying that super-fancy lawyer on his side, but me? No fucking way. If this keeps going

for maybe a year, two at most, then I’ll be utterly ruined. All he has to do is wait. 

Then I’ll be desperate to take that buy out and leave this house. Fuck. That fucking bastard! He did this to me. To us. He should be the one to pay. There’s gotta be something I can do. Something I haven’t thought about. Some plan I haven’t formulated yet…

That’s when it hits me. Not just a chance to end this stupid dance early, but maybe throw a little revenge into the bargain. It’s a helluva plan. A stupid plan. 

Risky as all hell. Probably illegal. But the more I think about it, the bigger my smile gets. Even if it doesn’t work and the whole thing blows up in my face…

well, at least I tried. Can’t blame a girl for wanting to keep a roof over her damn head. 

I rush back upstairs, heart pounding in my chest, and turn the shower. The water heats up quickly as I toss my creased and worn pajamas in a heap on the floor. I step inside the shower and close the door behind me, sighing with pleasure as the warm, soothing water pours across my skin. For the first time in a long time, I feel a little better. Over the past few weeks – literally since the day I walked in on Evan fucking his whore – I’ve spent every waking moment wanting to curl up in a ball and hide in bed. But now I feel motivated. Energized. Stronger. I guess I have my worthless ex-husband to thank for that. He’s put a rocket up my ass and I’m gonna use all this newfound energy to ruin him. 

After a few moments spent enjoying the gently cascading water, I grab my razor and get to work. I shave my legs. I shave my armpits. I even shave my mound. 

When was the last time I had a smooth, freshly shaven womanhood? Maybe last anniversary, or the one before it. I get a wicked thrill of pleasure knowing that my former husband won’t be the man to enjoy my bald pussy. Never again will he know good my tight sex feels around his less-than-satisfactory cock. Never again will he taste my sweet nectar. He chose someone else. He can have her. 

I turn off the water and towel dry my skin, enjoying how fresh and alive and feminine I feel right now. It’s been so long since I had the energy and willpower to take care of myself. That’s all gonna change today. I’m in control of my life again. Not him. 

I dress in loose, light clothes and take a moment to select my outfit for later today, for when I put my plan into action. I chose a nice form-fitting dress that always catches the eyes of men. It’s a simple black that shows off my thighs and

makes my curves pop. Some simple brown heels to go with it. A red bra. No panties. Not gonna need them. Not if this plan works. 

With that done, I head back downstairs and take a final glance at the latest letter on my table. The one from Evan’s super-expensive lawyers, Jackson & Murdoch. Sound more like TV detectives than lawyers if you ask me. I take a mental note of the address of their office and smile to myself again. 

What’s life without a little risk and reward? 

****

Waiting is the worst part. My plan is good – stupid, crazy, risky, but good –

although it can’t be put into motion until the end of the day. That means I have time to kill. A lot of time to kill. 

I spend the day filled with restless energy and no way to release it. I rush around the house tidying the place and completing all the chores I’ve been putting off since Evan moved in with his whore. Dumping all his unwashed clothes into his closet fills me with a savage satisfaction. Does he seriously think that his little secretary is gonna do all his damn laundry for him once our divorce is final? He really is a fucking idiot if he thinks that a woman like her – a whore like her –

will ever do more than spread her legs and make all the right noises. She’s just as stupid and careless as he is. 

By the time the chores are completed, it’s almost lunchtime. I make myself a quick bite, pacing around the kitchen endlessly. It feels good to have energy again, to have enthusiasm and passion and something to focus on. I’ve spent too much of the past few weeks like a husk of a woman, slumped on the couch and staring at the wall. I’m facing a difficult choice – I can either roll over meekly and let Evan divorce me and move his whore into my home, or I can stand up and fight back. I choose to fight back. I want him to feel every ounce of the pain he’s put me through and more. That jackass thinks he can talk me into giving up my entire life for him, only to toss me aside like yesterday’s trash when some vapid whore in a short skirt opens her legs for him? No. I won’t go down quietly. 

All our marriage, I’ve done what he wanted; acted how he wanted; dressed how he wanted. I let him parade me around like a pretty piece of meat on his arm. I went along with it because I thought that’s what good wives were supposed to do

– please their husbands. Over the many long years of our marriage, Evan convinced me that I was only worth as much as he wanted me to be worth. Our life was dictated by him, by his job, by his own whims and fancies. Even our sex life was at his mercy. I could see him thinking sometimes when I propositioned him, the wheels turning behind his eyes. Is it appropriate for a man of my position to have sex with my wife right now? As though his friends from the golf club were about to walk in and laugh at us for having basic human needs. God, the thought of it makes me sick. 

No more! This is one ex-wife who will not roll over and play dead. He’s forgotten who I used to be, the kind of girl I was when we met. He’s forgotten how much ass I could kick when the mood took me. I was only a spineless, feeble housewife when he made me feel that way. Now I’m remembering how good it felt to be in charge of my own life again. No more buying stupid shit to decorate the house to please him. No more begging him for sex because I want it and he doesn’t. No more wasted weekends pretending to enjoy the company of his pathetic fucking friends and their surgically-enhanced trophy wives. 

I am Jade. And I am going to keep this house, no matter what I have to do. 

****

My restless energy takes me to the gym in the afternoon. I burn up a good couple of hours in the cardio section of the gym, before making my way over to the punching bags. I release some of my aggression in the second-most satisfying way possible – by slamming my fist into a punch bag, pretending it’s my husband’s soft, flabby midsection. By the time I’m ready to leave, my arms and fists ache like never before and sweat trickles down my body, but it’s totally worth it. Right now, I feel better than I have in weeks. I should have knocked Evan on his ass when I walked in on his affair. Instead, I slammed the door and walked away. Shoulda, woulda, coulda. If I could go back again, I’d punch that pathetic whore square in her smirking face and rip Evan’s underwhelming cock

clean off his body. 

The afternoon wears on. I head home and indulge in a second long, slow shower, taking my time and rubbing pleasingly-scented lotion into every crevice. For the first time in a long, long while, my womanhood throbs beneath my fingers. I guess having a goal is making my body feel more alive, more human. It feels good to be more like my old self again. 

Now I get dressed in the outfit I selected earlier – the black dress, red bra, and brown heels – and take a look at myself in the mirror. I look good. Better than I have in weeks. Better than even Evan’s little whore could manage. I look sophisticated and classy and educated and sexy as all hell. 

As the working day draws to a close, I leave the house and slip into the driver’s seat on my car, the letter from Jackson and Murdoch neatly tucked into my purse. My heart thunders in my chest. This is a really, really stupid plan. But it’s the only one I’ve got. I can either let Evan get away with all the shit he pulled or try and fight back. 

I fire up the engine and pull away from my home. My home. Not his. Mine. 

The drive across town doesn’t take too long. Most of the traffic is heading in the opposite direction. Somewhere out there in the steady stream of flowing people and slowly moving vehicles, my former life partner is probably spending time with his vapid whore. I wonder what they’re doing right now? Probably laughing about the thought of me getting kicked out of my own home. That thought makes my hands clench tighter on the wheel. Those fucking assholes. 

It’s after six when I turn the car into the parking lot of my target building. It’s a tall, blank-faced gray tower, about seven or eight stories high. A little taller than some of the other buildings nearby. I turn off the engine and sit for a moment, watching the other vehicles in the lot. It’s almost empty at this time, but I want to wait a little longer. My plan is already stupid enough, I can’t risk anybody interrupting us before I manage to put it in motion. 

I wait for about thirty more minutes, heart hammering in my chest. A few people leave the building and head home. The streetlights slowly come to life. Office windows darken as people leave for the night. My heart races faster with every passing minute. I want to get this over with already, but I have to be patient. A guy like the one I’m waiting for is the type of man to make sure everyone knows

he arrives early and leaves late. 

But what if he had to leave earlier than usual today? What if he had a meeting or a dinner reservation? Jesus, there’s so many stupid holes in my plan, I can’t even begin to poke them all. I need to do this. Now. No more waiting. It’s time. 

I get out of the car and walk through the almost-empty lot, past vacant cars and a couple people leaving late. They look stressed and tired. I know the feeling. 

Nobody pays me any attention. Everyone is absorbed by their own problems, lost in their own worlds. 

As I near the wide glass doors for the main lobby, a man in a creased and wrinkled suit with a five o’clock shadow on his jaw pulls one open from inside. 

He sees me coming and steps back to allow me to enter. I smile at him in thanks. 

He nods and walks past me, the door swinging shut in his wake. Now I’m inside the building. 

There’s a tired and grumpy-looking security guard sitting behind a counter in the lobby. He glances up at me without any interest in his face. If the sudden appearance of a woman in a tight black dream is surprising, he doesn’t show it. I nod at him, like I always waltz into corporate buildings like this, and glance at the board mounted on the wall behind his head, listing the companies occupying each floor. The top two floors are owned and operated by Jackson & Murdoch. 

Bingo. 

I walk past the security guard. He doesn’t challenge me or try to interfere. Thank God. My heart hammers almost as loud as my heels tap the marble floor. I head across the empty and quiet lobby to the elevators at the back of the room, three sets of stainless-steel doors mounted into the far wall. I push the button and wait for a moment, trying to stay calm. 

 Are you really going to do this, Jade? says a voice in the back of my head. This is insane. Go home, start packing. This is never going to work. 

I screw my eyes shut and pus the voice away. I’m not giving up. I’ve come all the way here. Yeah, this plan probably isn’t going to work, but I’ve got to at least try. If I bail out now, I’ll never get my courage back to try again. Besides, if my husband has the guts to cheat on me, I have the guts to try and stand up for myself, right? 

The elevator doors ping open. Two smartly-dressed people walk out, a man and woman, both young and attractive and dressed for the office. They walk past me without a glance. The man slips his arm around her shoulder as they cross the quiet lobby, laughing together at a private joke. They remind me of Evan and myself, many years ago. Before we got married. Before he became a big shot. 

Before he started fucking other women behind my back. 

That thought fuels my determination even more. I am doing this. I am going ahead with this crazy plan. 

I step inside the elevator as the doors close and hit the button for the top floor. 

That’s where the big fish like to swim. That’s where I’ll find my target. My lawyer doesn’t want me to talk to Evan, so I’ll try the next best thing. If I can get to my ex-husband’s lawyer, then I can undermine anything Evan wants. 

The elevator glides silently up through the building. I stare at the doors, praying that nobody stops my ascent. Lady luck is smiling on me today. I ride the car all the way up to the top floor. The doors open and I step out into the immaculate inner offices of my ex-husband’s lawyer. This is what opulence and power look like. Deep carpets. Fresh flowers. Oak panel walls. Office doors with names mounted on gold plates. Wides windows gazing out on the city. This place even smells rich. I try to imagine how many big, fat, rich clients like Evan must come through these halls every day. How many hundreds of dollars do they charge for every hour of work? I bet even the letter I received this morning cost my ex-husband a pretty penny. 

I walk along the hallway to the right, passing dark offices with closed blinds and locked doors. At the far end of the hallway, I can see one office with a light still blazing inside. I hope it’s the one I’m looking for. My chest aches from how hard my heart beats. This is the most nerve-wracking thing I’ve ever done in my life. 

I haven’t felt this tense and scared since I stole a candy bar from the grocery store when I was a kid. 

As I near the illuminated far office, I read the name on the gold door plate: C. 

Jackson. This is the right place. But the office inside is empty. 

I walk through the open door and look around. The place feels professional. 

Plush. Expensive. Framed degrees pepper one wall, heavy and heaving legal tomes are stacked along shelves on the other. The main focus of the room is the

huge, heavy oak desk at the far end. There’s a computer on the desk, plus piles of paperwork, and an empty leather chair behind it. Two small couches face each other over a small coffee table in the center of the room. It’s a large, comfortable space that looks well lived-in. But there’s nobody home. 

I stand in the middle of the room for a moment, looking around, weighing up my options. It looks like I just missed him. Dammit. Shouldn’t have waited so long. 

Shouldn’t have sat in the parking lot as long as I did. Shoulda, woulda, could-

‘Can I help you?’

I jump in shock as a man’s voice smashes through my thoughts like a wrecking ball through a window. I spin around to see a tall man – Jackson, I presume –

with sharp eyes and a weathered face walking into the office. He looks only about ten years older than me, but a life spent in this high-stress environment makes him look older. His dark hair is graying at the temples. Despite the lateness of the hour, his gray business suit still looks immaculate, as though he’s only just taken it out of dry cleaning. I notice with a tingle of triumph that he’s not wearing a wedding ring. 

‘Y-yes,’ I say, willing my courage not to fail me now. I need to appear strong. If he senses weakness, it’s all over for me. The last thing I want is to be escorted out of the building by security. ‘I want a moment of your time.’

Jackson offers me a wry grin, walking around the office to his desk. 

‘Office hours are nine to five,’ he says. ‘You’ll have to make an appointment with my assistant.’

‘Actually, I’ve come to talk with you,’ I say. ‘Just you.’

He sits in the well-worn leather chair and spreads his hands before his desk, giving off the air of an important man who really can’t afford to stop and listen to me. He gestures with a finger for me to continue, but turns his attention to the paperwork on his desk. 

‘You’re representing my husband,’ I say. ‘Well, my ex-husband. Soon to be.’

That gets his attention. He looks up at me now with shrewd eyes, studying my face. He’s got fairly nice features. Not too hard, not too soft. A few years ago, he

was probably a good-looking guy. But working in a high-powered lawyer’s office has taken its toll on him. Not that any of this dissuades me from my goal. 

‘You’re Evan’s wife,’ he says. I note the use of his first name. Guess I was right about this being funded by former in-laws. ‘Jade.’

‘That’s me.’

‘You can’t be here,’ he says. ‘This is highly unethical. I’m crossing so many boundaries even talking to you like this. You need to leave.’

‘I’m not here to cause trouble,’ I say, holding up my empty hands in surrender. 

This is the tricky part of my plan. It could go either way right now – the way I want, or he calls security on me. ‘Believe me, I want this divorce more than he does. After everything that moron did to me, I want him out of my life. You’ve spoken to him, right? You know how much of a prick he is.’

A tiny wrinkle touches the lawyer’s lips. The ghost of a smile. His serious, poker-faced exterior slips for a fraction of a second, exposing the man underneath. That’s good. He thinks my ex-husband is a jackass, too. 

‘All I want,’ I say, walk up to the desk and placing my hands on the cool, dark wood, ‘is a moment of your time. I want this to be over. Hell, I know you have far more important clients to deal with that my idiot ex.’ That sly wrinkle touches his lips again and is hastily removed. ‘I bet you even added ten percent to your usual fee for the inconvenience.’

‘That’s between me and my client,’ Jackson says, totally confirming my guess. ‘I will give you one minute of my time. That usually costs between fifty to a hundred dollars. Luckily, your former husband’s family and I go way back. And I know how deep their pockets are.’

‘I’m here to offer a new deal,’ I say, giving the serious-faced lawyer my sweetest, kindest smile. 

‘Alright,’ he says, still leaning on his arms like this is some kind of power play. 

Like he’s in any kind of position to bargain. ‘What is your counter-offer for my client?’

‘Oh, no,’ I say, with a small, girlish laugh. ‘I’m not offering my ex-husband a

damn thing.’

He frowns. Confusion clouds his eyes for a split second. Then he regains control and shuffles his shoulders, like a bull preparing to charge. 

‘Then what are you suggesting?’ he says. 

‘I’m here to make you an offer,’ I say. 

His frown deepens. He purses his lips. 

‘You can’t hire me,’ he says. ‘Not to act against my own client.’

My smile widens. I have his interest. Now I need his attention. I say, ‘I don’t want to hire you. Can’t afford you, anyway. What I want is for you to convince my stupid ex-husband that he isn’t going to get the house because he’s the one that cheated.’

‘Jade,’ he says, holding up one finger like an elementary school teacher making an important point. ‘I know this is difficult for you. I know you’re hurting. But this is a no-fault state, so whatever happened in the past doesn’t affect these proceedings. Honestly, I thought he was asking for way too much out of you, but…’

‘But his new girlfriend insisted?’ I say, folding my arms. 

Jackson remains quiet. I take that as a yes. 

‘I know you’re a busy man,’ I say. ‘Way higher up the food chain than Evan or even his parents. You probably didn’t even want to handle a pathetic divorce case, right? We both want this to be over really quickly so we can get on with our lives. How many times a day have his parents already called you? How many hours have they forced you to waste on this crap already?’

That ghost of a smile returns to his lips, but this time it doesn’t vanish. That’s good. That’s great. We’re building a rapport now. 

‘I know this is a no-fault state,’ I say. ‘You know this is a no-fault state. But Evan doesn’t know that. What I want is for you to convince him that he can’t make any demands. He can keep his assets and his pathetic whore and his car. 

All I want is the house. That’s all.’

‘So, what’s your offer?’ Jackson says, intrigued. ‘You want me to do this for you… what’s in it for me?’

This is it. The moment of truth. Either my plan will work, or he’ll have me tossed out of the building in disgrace. But he’s listening to me, at least – and my minute is already long over. 

‘You get… me,’ I say. 

It takes a second or two for him to register what I’ve just said. But then his eyebrows raise in surprise. He opens his mouth to respond, but I cut him off by reaching down and grabbing the bottom of my dress and lifting it up to expose my freshly shaved pink mound. He tries to keep his eyes on my face. His gaze holds for one second. Two. Three. Then his eyes drop down to my cleft for a split second. He tries to bring his gaze back up to my face. But he fails. 

‘What?’ he says, his voice hoarse. 

‘You heard me,’ I say. ‘You help me get Evan out of both our lives and I’ll let you fuck me. Hell, I’ll fuck you every week until the divorce goes through.’

He swallows, eyes still fixed on my intimate lips. The way he looks at me – the hunger in his eyes – is turning me on. I can’t remember the last time any man stared at part of my body with such open greed and desire on his face. Evan sure hasn’t. Not for years now. I forgot how good it felt to be wanted; needed like this. 

‘This is beyond unethical,’ he says. ‘I could be disbarred. I could lose everything.’

‘I won’t tell if you won’t.’

I reach down with one finger – forcing myself not to tremble or show any signs of weakness – and gently tease my slit with one painted fingernail. I let out a happy sigh. 

‘Wouldn’t this be more fun than dealing with that idiot and his parents?’ I say. 

‘It’s not much, is it? Just convince him that letting me keep the house is him

getting off light. And in return…’

‘I get you,’ he says. He still hasn’t managed to bring his eyes up to my face yet. 

Silence falls, filling the already-quiet office. I gently spread my lips with two fingers, showing off my aching pink flower. Goddamn, how long has it been since I’ve been sexually satisfied? Too long. I need this – not just to settle the divorce, I need this for me. 

‘Do we have a deal?’ I say. 

‘This is unethical,’ he says again. It sounds like his mind is already faltering. A guy like this should be able to come up with at least a dozen reasons why we shouldn’t fuck. I wonder if his cock is getting hard under the desk? It must be difficult to think straight when the red blood starts to flow south. 

‘Yes, it is,’ I say, smiling. ‘But that’s what makes it so much fun. Mister Jackson, I haven’t been fucked in so long… Will you do it for me? Will you do this one tiny thing for me?’

The lawyer stands up from behind his desk. He walks around the desk. Walks behind me. To the office door. He glances out into the hallway, checking in both directions. Then he closes the door and locks it. He pulls the blinds shut. 

‘Bend over,’ he says. ‘Lift up your dress.’

I give him my sexiest pout and bend forward onto his desk, pulling up my dress at the same time. His eyes are fixed on my ass as the dress rises like a curtain over a stage, exposing the swell of my firm, tight cheeks. 

Jackson crosses the office with determined strides and kneels down behind me. 

Before I can even think up something smart to say, he buries his face in my ass and begins lapping at my burning cleft like it’s his final meal. I gasp in shock and pleasure, bending further forward to give him greater access to my body. His warm, wet tongue feels so goddamn good as it flicks and laps at my lips. I can’t remember the last time a man did this for me. I’ve not sure if Evan has ever done this. 

Moans tear out of my throat now as I widen my legs, grabbing my ass to pull my cheeks open for him. His warm hands grasp my thighs and he forces his tongue

deeper and deeper, prying my tight hole open. 

‘Oh, fuck,’ I say, the moan echoing around the quiet office. ‘God, fuck, yes! Like that. Just like that! I love it.’

He licks faster and faster now. One hand creeps up my back and pushes me forward. I obey and lay down on his desk, ass in the air, letting him do whatever he wants to me. he grabs my ass and pulls my cheeks apart, hot breath touching my other entrance. I gasp at the sensation. I can feel how excited I am by the heat of my sex. His tongue keeps lapping at my dripping entrance and now he brings two fingers to my cleft and carefully probes me. 

A savage hiss of pleasure escapes my parted lips. He gently inserts his digits inside me, slowly sinking deeper and deeper. My womanhood – neglected and unused for so long now – explodes into life at this wonderful new intrusion, leaking juices all over his fingers and his desk in readiness. I hear him growl with primal arousal from his place on the floor behind me. 

‘Is that what you want?’ he says. ‘Like that?’

‘Yes!’ I say, my body already trembling with excitement. Waves of pleasure are beginning to ripple across my body. I can’t remember the last time I felt this good. This sexy. This erotic. 

Then Jackson does something I’ve never experienced before. As he pushes his fingers all the way inside my pussy – forcing my tight entrance to spread wider –

he brings his lips to my ass and flicks his tongue out again. I moan long and loud, my legs trembling. He licks my asshole with determined passion, probing and teasing me over and over, sliding his fingers in and out of my dripping slit at the same time. My breath catches in my throat. My brain overloads with the pleasurable sensations and totally shuts down. I can’t even think straight right now. Nobody has ever licked me there before and feels fucking amazing. 

His firm, powerful, masculine fingers glide in and out of my soaking entrance with precise, rapid movements, sending lightning bolts of delight coursing through my body. At the same time, his tongue laps and teases and flicks at my other entrance, the neglected and forgotten hole, making me gasp and moan with excitement. I feel dirty and wild and sexy and slutty and so fucking turned on. 

Even the feel of his warm breath blowing across my tight holes launches rockets of delight inside my body. 

‘Holy shit, that’s amazing!’ I say, not bothering to keep my voice low. ‘Don’t fucking stop!’

I arch my back now, feeling my body unwind and unfold and open to his insistent, persistent, continuous movements. Liquid heat pools in my gut and floods every part of me. I begin to burn from the inside out. His movements quicken. My womanhood tightens around his fingers, the muscles clenching as the first echoes of total passion begin to make themselves heard. 

‘You’re gonna – fuck! – you’re gonna make me come!’ I saying, half-moaning and half-wailing the words. My body moves on its own now, my back arching, hips rolling, legs parting wider. I give myself over to the sensations he’s awakened inside me. He finger-fucks me with skill and precision and intense urgency. My chest tightens. My throat closes. My sex melts into his skilled hand. 

I release some of my aggression in the most satisfying way possible – by climaxing hard and loud and passionately while a man I barely know works his talented fingers in and out of my dripping sex; his tongue flicking across my tight, puckered asshole at the same time. It feels like years of stress and worry and anger explode out from the depths of my sex all at the same time. 

But he doesn’t let up. Jackson’s talented fingers and tongue continue driving me wild with delight, teasing and probing and exploring my most intimate areas. His movements feel quick, fluid, intense. I wonder how long it’s been since he’s been fucked? Maybe even longer than it has for me. His intensity only increases my pleasure. It feels like my juices are gushing over his hand right now. He groans with deep, erotic satisfaction, enjoying my wetness. 

My loud, throaty cries of passion slowly subside. My sex grips him tighter and tighter, growing almost painfully sensitive to the continued movement. I lean back and manage to gasp, ‘Please, no more! I want your cock!’

Jackson pushes his fingers all the way inside me one final time, probing my asshole again with his tongue. Never thought I was the type of girl to like ass play, but this man could easily change my mind on that. I gasp and wiggle my body to shake him off. He finally eases back and stands up behind me. I hear the rustle of clothing; the metallic rip of a zipper; the clinking of a belt buckle. 

I push off the desk on my strength-sapped arms and turn to face him. The lawyer’s face is flushed and red, his eyes burning fiercely. His lips and chin are

coated in my sticky, silvery juices. I watch him fumble with his pants for a second – fingers working faster than his brain – before I reach out and massage his stiffness bulging through though gray suit pants. He groans and relaxes, looking at me with hunger in his face. 

‘Let’s get this out,’ I say, helping him unbutton and open the front of his pants. 

He stops fumbling and leans back, letting my smaller hands work. In a few seconds, his pants fall around his ankles, leaving him standing before me in his underwear, a firm bulge tenting the front. I grasp him in one hand, loving the expression on his face. I’m doing this to fuck over my ex-husband. He’s doing this to fuck a willing pussy. It’s a good arrangement. 

He pushes his shorts to the floor and I giggle with nervous delight as his manhood springs up into the air, throbbing and pulsing for attention. He’s a pretty decent size, roughly about average. Easily an inch or so bigger than my ex-husband, but that’s not difficult. Maybe a little thicker, too. A thatch of graying hairs nestles at the base of his shaft. A couple of heavy veins trail up the length of his manhood like spirals of lightning. His purple head is already exposed, the tip glistening with arousal. I take his length in my hand, tingling with the thrill of how hot he feels, and look him in the eyes. 

‘You want to fuck me?’ I say. ‘You want to fuck me right here, like this?’

‘Yes,’ he says, almost growling the word. 

I stroke his firm length slowly, my pussy aching to receive him. When was the last time I held a cock like this? Years, maybe. Evan has no interest in foreplay. 

But Jackson’s shaft throbs and pulses in my grip, reacting to the feel of my warm palm. It feels alive and fresh and oh-so-exciting to touch. 

‘How bad do you want to fuck me?’ I say. 

I lift up my dress again and sit back onto his desk, legs open, my puffy, glistening lips and smooth mound on full display. He stares at my womanhood like a starving animal watches a fresh steak. 

‘Bad,’ he says, stepping closer, the tip of his manhood almost brushing my aching slit. I’ve already come, but I need this so fucking badly. My body burns with the need to take this man and make him mine. 

‘Are you gonna do what I want?’ I say, still stroking his hard length, allowing the tip to touch my swollen lips. I sigh at the feeling. His body shudders as though electrocuted. Neither of us can hold out much longer, but I’ve got to make sure. 

I’ve got to get his guarantee…

‘Yeah,’ he says, now grunting. He tries to push forward again, but I’m in control of his cock. I aim him away from my sex, not allowing him inside yet. He glares at me. 

‘And what do I want?’ I say. ‘I want to hear you say it.’

‘Your house,’ he says. ‘I’ll do it. I’ll tell him anything. You’ll get the house, I promise.’

My heart almost skips a beat. It worked! My crazy, risky, stupid plan actually worked! I wasn’t planning on going through with it, but now we’ve come so far, I can’t stop myself. 

‘What are you waiting for?’ I say. ‘Fuck me hard. Make me feel it.’

He unleashes a vicious growl of lust and knocks my hand away. He lunges forward and grabs me by the back of my neck and pushes his manhood to my yearning slit. Before I can even react, the tip of his shaft enters me and all I can go is gasp at the feeling. 

Jackson groans through gritted teeth, sinking all the way inside me, forcing every last inch of his red-hot throbbing cock into my stretched entrance. I cry out, unable to believe how good this feels – how much I’ve missed this feeling! 

– and relax into him. I give myself over to him now, letting him do whatever he wants to me. He keeps a firm grip on the back of my neck with one hand. The other reaches around and grabs the back of my dress, holding me in place. He sinks the whole way inside me, until nothing else will fill me. I have a good six inches of red-hot lawyer cock pulsing and trembling inside my bare, unprotected pussy. 

I have never felt so fucking wet in my life. 

I grab his tie and hold on tight as he begins to thrust and plunges his cock into my dripping slit over and over, with the same kind of desperate intensity as when he finger-fucked me a few moments ago. I moan long and loud, letting him fuck

me right here on his desk. Like my ex-husband fucked that whore on his desk. It feels good to be a dirty whore. To get fucked over a desk by a man I should not be fucking. This is how whores get fucked and I love it. 

‘Shit!’ I say, feeling that liquid heat spread in my belly again. Jackson’s cock reaches deeper than my husband’s ever could. He’s hitting places that haven’t been touched since my teenage years, setting off a chain reaction along parts of my inner walls that have long forgotten the feel of a man. My stomach clenches at the sensations. It feels like molten lava is expanding deep within my womb, about to boil over and erupt across the two of us. 

‘Yeah, you fucking like that,’ Jackson says, groaning deep in his throat. ‘You love my fucking cock, don’t you?’

‘Oh fuck,’ I say, grabbing his arm with my free hand to steady myself. He pumps into me so hard that the sturdy desk rocks and wobbles beneath my bare ass. 

‘You’re so much bigger than my husband!’

My words only encourage him to fuck me harder, faster, deeper. His hands grip me tighter – almost hurting me – but I love the aggression, the power, the anger in his eyes. For me, this is a revenge fuck. For him, this is years of frustration finally boiling over. 

‘Yes – yes – yes!’ I say, crying out with every deep, hard thrust of his cock. I love the way he fills me. I love the way his balls slap my body. I love the deep, aggressive groans in the back of his throat. I have turned this straight-laced lawyer into a fucking monster. I have made him abandon all his principles, all his ethics, all his morals. He’s betrayed everything he swore to uphold for the chance of fucking me. 

That thought makes me fucking explode. I scream out in utter pleasure. He doesn’t stop. My soaking entrance clenches and tightens around his shaft, but I’m so wet that he keeps fucking me at the same intense pace. My juices coat his cock. I can feel my slick wetness on my inner thighs. I lean back into his hands and let the orgasm rock my body. 

‘Look at me,’ he says. I hear him from miles away, over the sound of my own echoing passion. I force myself to look up into his face, letting him see my expression of passion as his cock plunges into me over and over, each stroke making my orgasm even more intense. My body rocks. My pussy contracts. My

muscles seize and explode at the same time. My toes curl. I grip him as tight as I can with my weak and exhausted hands, afraid that his powerful, firm thrusts are going to launch me off the desk like a slutty rocket. 

‘You’re making me come!’ I say, gasping through waves of pleasure. 

He grins, the expression looking strangely savage, contorted into a grimace by his own enjoyment. He releases my neck and gently – but firmly – shoves me back on to the desk, until I’m lying down across the surface, covering and crushing his neatly-stacked paperwork. He grabs my legs, raising them up until I’m almost bent at ninety degrees from the waist, and recommences his steady, intense pounding. 

Another orgasm quickly follows. I try to grab something – anything – for support, but there’s nothing to grasp. My hands grasp my breasts instead, squeezing the firm flesh and turning me on even more. The air is filled with the sound of our hard, fast, intense lovemaking – his groaning breaths; my high-pitched cries; our wet slapping as he enters my gaping womanhood over and over again. My legs tremble in his firm grip. Every part of my body feels like it’s on fire. It’s overwhelming. It’s too much! 

‘I want to come in you,’ he says. Not asking me. Telling me. 

‘Do it!’ I say, unable to think straight. I’ve never let a stranger come in me before, but this is a day of firsts. 

Jackson growls with primal lust and pumps deep and hard inside me, his movements gradually becoming erratic and uneven. I look up at him with wide eyes, nodding in encouragement, squeezing my breasts, letting him know how much I fucking need this. 

He cries out as his own orgasm ignites. A second later, I feel it. His cock throbs. 

His balls contract. A boiling cascade of sticky fluid splashes against the inner walls of my sex, coating me in his spend. I groan for him, arching my back again, desperate to receive every last drop. A savage moan leaves his mouth as wave after wave of his pleasure fills my body, each one sweeter and more pleasurable than the last. I feel his juices filling every part of me, flooding me, claiming me. It feels even better than I remember. 

Jackson pumps me a few more times, but his fury is over. He slows and comes to

a stop, the last of his lust dripping into my coated and dripping tunnel. Both of us are panting and flushed from the exertion. I came here to seduce him, but I had no idea it was going this be this good. 

‘Fuck,’ he says, easing out of me. I feel something sticky trickle down my asshole. ‘That was good. That was really good.’

‘Yeah it was,’ I say. 

He offers a hand and helps me to my feet. I pull the dress back into place. His sticky spend trickles down inside me. I can feel it pooling and gently rolling down my thigh. It feels naughty and wrong – I love it. 

‘Always wanted to do that,’ Jackson says, grinning. 

‘Wanted to do what?’ I say. 

‘Fuck one of my client’s wives. I get some real assholes coming through here, and all of them have a stunning woman on their arm. I listen to them all and I take their money, but the only thing I’ve ever wanted is to fuck their wives.’

I smile. ‘Now you have.’

‘Now I have,’ he says, returning my grin. He pulls up his underwear and pants. 

Now we look like two people working late in the office. Nobody would ever know the truth… unless they saw the streaks of passion rolling down my inner thigh. 

‘So,’ I say, running my hand over his tie to smooth it out, ‘do we have a deal?’

He nods and takes my hand gently in his. 

‘I’ll get your house back,’ he says. ‘He’s paying me no matter the result, so the least I can do is get you something. Of course… it may take a few months to process.’

‘A few months?’ My heart sinks, but then I see the wolfish grin on his face. 

‘I’d be delighted to offer you regular updates on the case,’ he says. ‘At least once a week. Maybe more.’

‘Updates, huh?’ I say. ‘Like this, you mean? Do you want me to come here for these updates?’

He kisses my hand and lets it go. 

‘Sometimes,’ he says. ‘But it seems like this house of yours is a big part of the settlement. I’ll definitely need to check it out once or twice. For legal purposes, of course.’

‘You might catch me unawares,’ I say, a smiling growing on my face. ‘Wouldn’t that be embarrassing?’

He winks and walks me to the office door. He unlocks it and I step out into the quiet hallway. There’s nobody around. The building is silent and empty, except for the two of us. 

‘I look forward to settling your case,’ he says. ‘In a few months. You can’t rush these things.’

‘I look forward to receiving your undivided attention,’ I say, smiling back at him as I walk away. His hot, fresh come continues to trickle down my leg as I walk. 

My pussy is already tingling in anticipation of our next meeting. 

****

I walk through my house with a contended smile on my face. The place is looking so much better these days. Less of him, more of me. All my former husband’s pictures have been removed from the walls and I’ve spent the past few months erasing him from every last corner of the house. Now it’s all me, me, me. 

The only memories clinging to the surfaces are new ones I’ve made – mostly with the help of my many new friends, and a very willing, crazy expensive lawyer. The couch I bought for Evan is now the place I like to fuck Chris. The desk I bought so Evan could work from home more often is the place I signed the divorce papers while getting bent over and fucked by Jackson. Even the shower I spent months remodelling in the hopes of pleasing my ex-husband is

now the room I associate with many long bouts of passionate sex with my various lovers, as our combined juices flowed down the drain. Every room in this house now carries a new, happy memory – and all of them bring a wicked smile to my face. 

The best part about being divorced isn’t that I managed to beat that worthless idiot, or even that I fucked his lawyer in revenge. The best part about being a divorcee is how many young guys want to fuck me. I’ve had more sex in the last few months than I had in the previous several years of my marriage. I’ve hot, I’m single, and I’m very, very available. In fact, next week, I’m hoping that one of my regular fuck-buddies will convince his roommate to join us. I’ve never had a threesome before, but the thought of it makes me wet. 

The doorbell rings, bringing me out of my thoughts. I glance at my reflection, making sure I look presentable – hot pants, loose shirt, no bra – and head to the door. I was expecting company, but not for another hour or so. Maybe Chris is early? I’d be okay with that…

I pull the front door open and stare in surprise into the pathetic, miserable face of my ex-husband. 

‘Hi, Jade,’ Evan says, looking at me with big, wide eyes. He reminds me of a dog begging for a treat. 

‘Uh… hello,’ I say, leaning against the door, blocking his access to the house. 

For a moment, I’m a little embarrassed about my clothing – or lack of it – but then I see his eyes sweep down my body and the feeling fades. Yeah, I look good. I look pretty damn good. And he left me. 

‘You… uh, you look great,’ he says. 

‘What do you want?’ I say, folding my arms to make my breasts look better. 

Evan glances past me, at the home he was tricked into forfeiting. He looks down at the floor and shuffles his feet like a kid in trouble. 

‘I… I made a mistake,’ he says, cheeks flushing with shame. 

I gape at him, unsure whether to laugh or cry. This pathetic man already looks ten years older than he did when I last saw him. He looks fatter than I remember. 

His hair is receding even more. He looks utterly broken and defeated. 

‘You made a mistake,’ I say, still staring at him. 

‘I shouldn’t have left you.’

‘Pretty sure I kicked you out,’ I say. 

He nods, looking everywhere other than my face. 

‘She left me,’ he says. 

Now I finally laugh in his face. It’s too good. Too perfect. He left me for a whore and she dumped his worthless ass. I laugh until tears roll down my cheeks. He shuffles awkwardly from foot to foot, trembling with embarrassment. My mighty man; humbled and broken. I’m not sure what I find funniest – the fact that she dumped him, or that he came crawling back to me. 

I gasp for air, leaning against the doorway and wiping tears from my eyes. This is the first time I’ve laughed – really, truly laughed – since before I caught them fucking in his office. It’s the funniest thing I’ve ever heard. 

‘Yeah,’ he says, trying to regain control of the conversation. ‘So, I was hoping we could talk…’

I snort. ‘You really think that’s going to happen?’

Evan shrugs. He opens his mouth to say something else, but gets cut off as a car rolls to a halt outside. A fit, muscular young man hops out of the driver’s seat with a smile on his face. He waves to me. I wave back and gesture him closer. 

‘Who’s that?’ Evan says, hostility in his voice. 

‘That’s Chris,’ I say. ‘He’s not here to talk.’

Chris walks past my ex. I stand to the side and let him in the house. Chris squeezes my ass as he passes. 

‘Maybe we could meet up some time?’ Evan says, trying to sound hopeful. 

I laugh and close the door in his face. Then I turn and join my latest lover on the

couch for another night of passion. Chris slips his hands under my shirt and I let out a long, loud, exaggerated moan of pleasure. Somewhere in the background, I hear my ex-husband beat a hasty retreat from my house. 
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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 backer Josh – 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 Slut Wives:

Five Days of Sin

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

 Anything could happen…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

over here.’

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

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

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

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

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

‘Better than your wife?’

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

I love sucking his manhood. Something about the act – about being used and degraded and violated like this – really turns me on. Dan loves the feel of my mouth on his shaft, but he never does this to me. He never grabs me or abuses

me or forces me to swallow every inch. He would never dare. Dan makes me feel like a partner, when sometimes I just wanna feel like a dirty slut. Another reason why Joe is the superior man. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

My panties feel soaked through. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Bad Influence

‘Blowjobs aren’t cheating,’ she says. ‘Give it a try…’

 Kate is a sweet girl. Married young. Inexperienced. Always shy about sex. Her best friend Sophie is a kitten from hell. Wild. Naughty. Never faithful. Together, they make quite a team. 

 Tonight, Sophie is determined to rock Kate’s world. She doesn’t care about Kate’s marriage or any of her vows. Sophie is taking her best friend to a place she knows very well. A place where a girl can have a little anonymous fun. No names. No faces. Just a hole in a wall…

‘Sit down,’ Sophie says. ‘Chill out.’

She takes a hairband from her bag and sweeps her blonde locks into a loose ponytail. She tosses her bag to one side and starts pushing various cushions over, prodding each one to test how squishy they are. Finally, she finds one that seems firm enough and kicks it toward the far end of the room. 

‘What is this place?’ I say, though a part of me is beginning to suspect. ‘Did you bring me here to watch porn? ‘Cuz I hate to tell ya, Soph, but I can get that on my phone any time I want.’

‘I brought you here to have some fun,’ she says. ‘If you want to.’

‘What kind of fun?’ I say, feeling a surge of mixed emotions beginning to churn in my stomach. 

She shrugs and says, ‘Whatever kind you want. Just do me one favor, okay? 

Give it at least ten minutes before you make up your mind.’

I lean on the wall at the back of the room and glance up at the TV screen. Even with the little strip light above our heads, the screen is the brightest thing in the room. I watch for a few seconds, watching a girl who looks to be younger than me – and with much bigger fake breasts – suck a man’s cock next to an outdoor pool. His penis is even bigger than the toys they’re selling in the other room. I look away, heat creeping into my cheeks. 

Why has Sophie brought me here? What does she expect me to do? 

Sophie kneels down on the cushion in front of the hole. Anticipation start to well up inside me. Not the cold, dreadful kind of anticipation. The good one. The kind of nervous excitement that usually tingles my body right before Josh and I get into bed for naughty vanilla fun together. She looks back at me over her shoulder and winks. A warm butterfly takes flight in my gut. 

A faint red glow suddenly bursts into life through the hole, as though a light has been flicked on somewhere beyond the wall. I hear faint, muffled voices. My heart starts to dance in my chest. 

I know what this place is. I know why Sophie brought me here. 

A few seconds after the red light blinked into existence, a dark shadow falls across the hole. Sophie turns her attention forward, almost bobbing up and down on her knees with excitement. I can’t tear my eyes away from the dark hole in the wall. 

A pink shape emerges from the hole, into the light of our little booth. My breath catches in my throat. I know that shape. Intimately. 

It’s a penis. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Cheap Thrills

‘I don’t want anything from you. I’m going to give you something, Beth. All you have to do is nod.’

 Beth is stuck in a rut. Married to a husband who doesn’t show her any passion and trapped in a meaningless job, she’s starting to wonder why she bothers. She can’t even remember the last time she had fun. 

 That’s all about to change. Tonight Beth is going to grab life by the balls. She’s about to do something wild and fun for herself – and a sinfully sexy, yet incredibly dangerous woman is going to lead her into a whole new world of pleasure…

I cry out, louder even than the thumping bass from the speakers next door, and fight to stay on my feet. Lisa’s tongue feels like hot velvet as it glides across my lips and delves between my folds. She looks up at me as she drinks my juices, tongue lapping in slow waves over my clit. Her fingers squeeze and grope and caress my ass, nails digging into my flesh. It hurts, but in a good way. It makes the feel of her red-hot tongue even better. 

Lisa laps at my pussy for a few long, slow, sensuous moments, driving me fucking crazy. I want to run my fingers through her hair. I want to fall on my back and enjoy it forever. But I can’t. I am forced to stand here and take only

what she gives me. 

Pressure begins to grow in my belly. I feel the heat become a raging inferno. My climax is already beginning to swell, like a wave far off in the ocean. 

Lisa senses this. Without warning, she stops licking my pussy and stand back up, her lips slick with my excitement. I gasp in frustration, begging her with my eyes to continue. 

‘Not yet,’ she says, smiling, eyes sparkling with wickedness. ‘Where’s the fun in letting you come so soon, huh? The one thing I’ve learned in years of dominating boys and girls is that everyone is so much more obedient when you control their pleasure. Like I control yours right now.’

She kisses me again, hard and passionate. I respond, fire in my belly. I taste myself on her and drink it gladly. She pulls back, satisfied with my obedience and looks me up and down. 

‘Tell me, how long have you and your husband been together now?’ she holds up her hand, showing off my wedding ring. 

‘Almost three years,’ I say. The reminder of my husband causes the fire inside me to sputter a little. 

‘How many lovers have you had before him?’ Lisa trails her slick fingers over her lips. 

‘Four.’ I meet her gaze with a mixture of pride and defiance. 

‘What’s the best sex you ever had?’

I don’t even have to think about it. The answer comes to my lips easily. 

‘One time I was fucking an old boyfriend on his couch,’ I say, a smile creeping over my lips as I talk. ‘His roommate came home and caught us, but we didn’t stop. He watched me fuck his friend and jerked off.’

‘Did you like being watched?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘What happened next?’

‘My boyfriend came inside me. Then I let his roommate come in my mouth. I swallowed.’

Lisa grasps my left nipple between a finger and thumb, gently applying pressure. 

I whimper at the feeling. 

‘You’ve got a filthy streak in you already,’ she says. ‘I really thought you were going to lie and say some bullshit like your wedding night or the first time you fucked that loser husband.’

‘No, Mistress,’ I say. ‘When we have sex, it’s barely worth the effort.’

Lisa pouts in mock sorrow, pinching my firm nipple a little harder now. 

‘Does he make you do all the work, hmm? Just lays there and thinks that he’s some kind of sex god? I bet he barely spends anytime with you in the day, then expects you to give him a blowjob whenever the moment strikes.’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ I say, surprised by how accurate her description is. 

‘Boys will be boys,’ she says. ‘Hold this.’

She puts the shaft of the riding crop between my teeth and disappears into the shadows. I bite down to keep the whip in place. Something tells me I would be punished for dropping it. 

Mistress Lisa returns, holding a small length of chain in her hands. The intertwined links catch the light, sparkling and gleaming as she steps back in front of me. She smiles – a hint of playfulness and cruelty in her expression –

and holds up the chain so I can see it clearly. At each end of the chain is a small metal clamp with a black rubber tip. My eyes widen as I study it. I’ve never used something like this before, yet I know exactly what its purpose is. 

‘I love playing with sensitive nipples,’ Mistress Lisa says, squeezing one clamp to open the metal grips. ‘I especially love watching people react to this additional stimulation.’

She puts the first clamp around my erect, firm left nipple and gently sets it into

place. I gasp in both delight and shock at the feeling. The rubber grips pinch my nipple in a tight and unyielding grasp. The sensation is both erotically pleasant and just painful enough that I won’t forget it’s there. 

Lisa takes the whip out of my mouth, her eyes ablaze with desire. 

‘We’re going to have so much fun together,’ she says. ‘Not just tonight. I have big, big plans for you, Beth.’

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Before I Walk the Aisle

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lust. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Can’t Stop Cheating

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My big, black reward. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Hard Times

 He was a better lover than my husband…

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

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

‘I want to do a deal.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nods, stroking his chin, deep in thought. 

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

‘Then we have a deal?’

He pauses. Then he says, ‘No.’

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

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

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

I make a derisive laugh. 

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

‘I wasn’t finished.’

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

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

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

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

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

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