
Liv,

 

I know it’s probably a shock to get a letter like this – and one this long, too! – out of the blue from me, but I wanted to tell you how I’ve been feeling since our marriage ended. It’s been about seven months since you stopped being my wife and I’ll be honest, I’ve been kind of a wreck in that time. It hasn’t been easy for me to carry on without you in my life. Our home is empty and everywhere I go, I feel people watching me, silently judging. There goes Harvey, the man who couldn’t keep his wife satisfied.

No, before you toss this letter out – or burn it, or throw it into the garbage disposal – I’m not writing because I want you to come home. I writing because I want to thank you.

Thank you for cheating on me, Liv.

That probably sounds totally crazy, right? I can almost imagine your face reading that sentence over and over, your eyebrows scrunched together like you’re trying to solve a crossword puzzle or helping Kayla with her increasingly absurd math homework. I bet you’re running a hand through your soft auburn hair, or clicking your tongue on the inside of your cheek, or tapping your hip with the other hand. Am I right? Of course I’m right. After fifteen years of marriage, I like to think I know you pretty well.

But I guess you can still surprise me.

I’m hoping that enough time has passed since that night for us to talk about it as adults. That’s kinda the reason I’m writing this letter to you. I want to put all my thoughts and feelings down on paper in black and white, so there can be no misunderstandings or mix-ups. If you read this and you want to talk to me – either by letter, email, or face-to-face, at our old coffee joint – then that’s great. If you read this and still don’t want anything to do with your former husband… well, I understand that, too. I had my chance with you and I blew it. Big time.

If I could go back in time and undo all my mistakes, believe me, I would, Liv. Hindsight is such a strange beast. Looking back on our marriage – especially the last two or three years – I can really see where I went wrong. It’s taken me a lot of time and introspection to reach this point, where I can look back on my past and recognize mistakes and things I should have done differently. I know that it was my fault you ended up finding someone else.

Liv, catching you cheating on me – walking in on you riding another man like that, bouncing up and down on his cock, screaming his name in pleasure – it was the worst moment of my life. But now that I’ve had the luxury of time and space to reflect, I can honestly say that it was the single most erotic thing that has ever happened to me.

Again, you must think I’m crazy. How can a husband find it erotic to catch his wife having sex with another man? It probably didn’t seem like that initially. Hell, it sure didn’t feel like it at the time, either. I know I said some horrific things to you (and to him, too), but that was all heat of the moment. It doesn’t excuse me calling you a slut or a whore or any of those other things. To be honest, I don’t even remember much of what I said. Everything came through a red filter. I damn near lost my mind. I’m sure you would feel the same way if you walked in on me and some other woman in the same position, right?

Okay, so I can apologize to hell and back for everything I did and said between catching you and him and the divorce. Nothing I say is ever gonna change that. What’s done is done. You hurt me, so I hurt you. Finito.

But since you left, I’ve been going over our time together and putting all the pieces in place. Forgive me if I’m getting things wrong, or opening old wounds, or dredging up ancient history. I promise, I’m not doing it to be an asshole, but to illustrate a point. Hopefully this will all make sense by the end.

I’ve been trying to figure out when you first started having an affair. I say ‘an’ affair because I’m pretty damn sure after all my digging and researching that you had at least one, maybe two, before that night. You were always so good at keeping secrets and hiding your true motives. Remember when you arranged that surprise party for my fortieth birthday? That should have been a warning of how clever and crafty and sneaky you could be. You managed to book a restaurant and fill it with everyone in my life and I had no idea whatsoever. As usual, I was only focused on me. Never on you. I gotta know, Liv – were you already having an affair when you arranged that party? Were you having secret, intense, passionate sex with one of the guests? I have a strange memory of going looking for you at one point and not being able to find you. Later, you gave me some story about not being able to find the bathroom, but I believed you at face value. Now that I’m looking back on that moment, I can see other details my younger, stupider self didn’t notice. The flush in your cheeks. The gleam in your eyes. The slight mess of your hair and the creases in your dress and the way you were adjusting yourself. Maybe I almost caught you with another man right there in that moment. Maybe I didn’t – maybe all the details are being placed there by my overactive mind and it never happened. It’s totally possible that you were still my wife at this point in our marriage. But if you were seeing someone else behind my back – please, you gotta tell me. I’ll crazy imagining the possibilities.

We never really got much of a chance to talk about our failed marriage in a calm, one-on-one setting – and that’s totally my fault, not yours. You wanted to talk, but I only wanted to yell and stamp my feet and hurl insults like a wounded kid on the playground. How could I blame you for not wanting to be anywhere near me when I was acting like such a dick instead of embracing my wife’s inner slut?

(To clarify, I don’t call you a slut in the bad way, like I did in the days and weeks between my discovery and our separation. I say it with nothing less than full, unending, passionate respect and love. You’re probably super confused right now. I’ll try to make sense of this as I unpick the strands of my crazy, confusing thoughts. It’s been a pretty difficult few months for me.)

Maybe the signs were always there, but I never noticed any of them. Typical me, lost in my own world. It was always about me and my problems and my goals and my desires. Never yours. When was the last time I came home from work and asked about your day? About your problems? Your goals and desires? Now that I think about it, have I ever asked you those questions? God, I was such a selfish jerk, wasn’t I? Always wrapped up in my own bullshit, only ever seeing what I wanted to see. I can’t believe you stayed faithful to me for as long as you did.

Assuming, of course, that you were faithful to me at all in our relationship. Not trying to be an asshole, Liv, I just want to understand. I need to know. Not because I want to somehow use it against you or because I’m saying it to hurt you. But once an infidelity has been committed, well – it kinda makes you wonder.

****

 

For the record, I know you have plenty of chances to cheat on me. Those times I drove away to visit my family for the weekend while you stayed behind for work. The many, many days you went to the gym. The ‘girl’s nights out’ you enjoyed, that steadily became more and more frequent as the months flew by. I always saw how guys looked at you – your long legs, tight ass and amazing breasts that somehow didn’t shrink again after you gave birth to our daughter. Your body always made my jaw drop. I used to insist on keeping you company when you showered just so I could admire your figure for a few extra minutes. You enjoyed my company, but always declined letting me join and help you soap those hard-to-reach spots. Even now, I can close my eyes and picture your naked body gleaming under the steady flow of water, droplets cascading from your pink nipples, your always neatly-shaved mound looking more and more delicious every time I saw it. I used to love those moments, the little intimate things that only happen to couples. Nobody else got to see you in the shower, your mascara leaving black streaks down your cheeks, hair in a wet mess, legs spread in a gangly squat as you attempted to shave some forgotten patch of hair.

I still love to picture you like that – naked, wet, smiling at me through the frosted glass. Except nowadays I imagine someone else’s hands roaming your wet skin. Another man’s hands rubbing soap into your beautiful breasts. I imagine someone else spreading your legs and entering you from behind, while I sit outside and wait for you to look at me and smile. God, that looks so pathetic when I write it all down like this! But it’s true. Absolutely one hundred percent true.

 

****

 

I never really thought you were having an affair. I might have suspected that something was wrong, but I never truly believed it. One time, the thought crossed my mind that maybe there was something bad going on that I didn’t know about it, but I never entertained the idea for more than a second. Once Kayla was old enough to go to daycare, you went back to work. You were so excited to finally have something to do with your days besides being a mom and endlessly cleaning up the house. I was happy for you. It had been so long since you went on maternity leave that we were both a little worried you would struggle work nine to five again, even if it was only a few days every week.

But you embraced the working life and you thrived.

I should have told you this at the time, Liv, but I was so goddamn proud of you. The way you seemed to glow every time you told me about your day. The little smile on your face as you narrated each little twist and turn. But this stupid jackass was too self-involved in his own bullshit to pay any attention to your stories. All I remember thinking when you talked about your day was, Yeah? That’s not special. I do it all the time. Never said it out loud, but I think you could tell from the look on my face.

 

****

 

You can probably tell me to go to hell or that I’m wrong, but I think you had at least one affair before that night. It probably wasn’t too serious, more like a fling than an affair, but it definitely excited you. It showed you how easy it was to fool around behind my back and little attention I paid to pick up the obvious signs. I don’t know who it was with and I honestly don’t care. But what I know for certain – what I’ve learned since our separation – is that your real affair started in the first six months after you went back to work.

Naturally, I missed all the signs until it was far, far too late and you were way too deep into the affair to stop. I should have noticed all the times you didn’t come home early, or your sudden desire to join the gym, or the way you held your phone so close all of a sudden. In my defence, I did notice the phone thing, but only after it was already too late. And you always had a good excuse – Playing games, you would say. It was harmless. Just me being an idiot. What did I have to worry about? I had a wife, a daughter, and a home. You had everything you ever wanted.

Or so I thought.

When I was a kid, my dad once told me that relationships are like flowers – they need regular attention, maintenance, and care. I didn’t get what he meant until it was far too late for us. See, I thought I gave you everything that a wife might need. A house. A baby. A steady income. But that’s the same as buying a nice plant pot and shoving the flower in front of a window. You still need that attention, maintenance, and care, otherwise the flower will wither and die and find other guys to fuck.

Maybe I stretched that analogy too far.

My point still stands. I neglected you. I should have been excited about your return to part time work. I should have showed more interested in your activities. I should have proved that I cared. Sure, I was proud of you for the ease and effortlessness of your working life, but I never told you. And I never showed it, either.

Over time, I began to notice you slowly pulling away from me. Not talking to me so much. Locking the bathroom door so I couldn’t gaze on your gorgeous body. Spending more and more time playing with Kayla instead of me. Pulling away when we embraced in bed at night. And, of course, spending more and more time ‘playing games’ on your phone. It took months for me to recognize that we weren’t acting like a couple anymore. If anything, we were more like co-habiting parents, except you were so much better at being a mom than I was at being a dad. Kayla always seemed to prefer you to me. Guess it makes sense that you got custody. Especially given how I acted during our separation. (Have I said sorry for that in the last couple pages? I’ll say it again – sorry).

I neglected you, Liv. Yeah, I can see it now. I didn’t give our marriage the attention, care, or maintenance it sorely needed. With a baby in our lives, everything became a fine balancing act to take care of her instead of us. We stopped going on our monthly dates. We fell asleep on the couch instead of in each other’s arms. And our sex life went down the tubes.

God, Liv, you were always so good in bed. I’m not just saying that because I married you (although it was part of the deal – you move like nobody I’ve ever known before). It was always hard for me to keep up with you. I came too easily, too quickly – and I still do – but you could go for hours without stopping. The sexiest experiences in my entire adult life were making love to you for as long as I could – using my fingers, tongue, cock, toys, clamps, vibrators, dildos, and anything else we had to hand – until you were a trembling, shuddering, drooling, dripping, gaping mess. And you would always look up at me with gazed, misty eyes and say a single word, a word that always made my stomach clench in excitement.

‘More.’

Those days were a long time ago. Before we had Kayla to worry about. Before I started to neglect our marriage and our passion. Maybe if I smarter, I would have realized the danger of not satisfying my highly sexual, deeply passionate wife’s needs. If I wasn’t prepared to keep you happy, someone else was willing to do it for you.

I know that I should have given you more. It seems so easy to say now – I should have come home from work, rubbed your shoulders, helped you unwind, then slowly and lovingly made all your desires come true. But I was short-sighted and selfish. Every day I’d come home and dream about having a beer and a blowjob. How stupid is that? I expected you to spend your days taking care of our young daughter or working your part-time gig, then get on your knees to pleasure me, without having to lift a finger of my own. No fucking wonder you cheated on me.

I really, truly hope that your lovers gave you everything that I couldn’t, Liv.

 

****

 

Do you remember the night I took one of those little blue pills and stayed hard for hours? I do. It’s one of my most treasured sexual memories. I think it was one of our early wedding anniversaries. We booked a room in a crappy motel somewhere out of town – the kind of place where dirty people do dirty things – and spent the entire time having raw, passionate sex. It was fantastic. That was the first – and probably the only time – I totalled satisfied and outlasted your insatiable hunger for erotic pleasure. You sucked my cock in as many positions as we could think – kneeling on the floor; locked in a tender sixty-nine; lying on the bed and letting me fuck your greedy throat while you played with yourself – until your jaw ached. I threw you around that motel room, fucking you on the bed, the floor, up against the wall, over the chair, in the chair, in shower, even against the door while people walked past, the rapturous sounds of your pleasure perfectly audible through the thin wood. I felt like a sex god, like a porn star, like a stallion. When I finally stroked myself to climax and erupted over your full, beautiful breasts as you moaned and begged for it, I felt like I was finally your sexual equal and could keep you satisfied for the rest of my life.

I was a fucking idiot. Less than a year later, we were on our way to becoming parents and I gained a decent promotion to help support our new family. That meant I was working longer hours and traveling a lot further. It was only a matter of time before our separate lives began to pull us apart.

 

****

 

I want to tell you about that night. We’ve spoken briefly about what happened, but I’ve never told you the full, honest, uncut story from my perspective. So here goes, as complete as I can remember.

Something was going wrong between us. We had a daughter. You were finally going back to work part-time and loving it, but didn’t talk much about how your days anymore – either because it seemed like I didn’t care or because there was something you didn’t want me to know. I suspect it was probably both in equal measure.

Even me, clueless and ignorant and stuck up my own ass as I was, could recognize that something was really, badly wrong with our marriage. And the worst part was that I had seen these signs before in scattered intervals throughout our married life. That’s the reason I’m pretty sure you’ve had one or two affairs previously – I can recall other times when you’ve been more interested in your phone and staying out ‘with your friends’ than you have in being around me. At this point, it really doesn’t matter to me if you have or haven’t cheated before that night. Hell, maybe that night was the single, solitary time you ever did anything even remotely wrong in our entire relationship and I just happened to catch you in the middle of it.

But I doubt that. And you can’t blame me for thinking that way, can you? The ease and skill with which you manipulated me into believing your every word – my God, Liv, it was stunning. I’m still impressed by both your ruthlessness and callousness. Impressed and turned on.

Eventually I became desperate to fix our marriage. Something was wrong, but I couldn’t figure out what. Even at that time, I didn’t believe there could be someone else. I was convinced the fault was mine, but couldn’t see a way to fix us. Your excuses for not spending time with me had reached a boiling point – we were barely in the same room together anymore. You were ‘working extra’, or ‘at the gym’, or ‘hanging with the girls’. Your income ended up exclusively hiring babysitters for Kayla, or getting spent on daycare arrangements. I have never felt as alone as I did in those few months, coming home to an empty house, wondering where my wife and daughter were that day.

That was when I finally started snooping. I couldn’t take it anymore. We always trusted each other, but now it was like we only communicated through a brick wall. Even when we were in bed together, your answers were monosyllabic at best, and the warmth you displayed toward me was sub-zero in temperature.

It took me a couple of evenings to break into your email accounts on our computer. It took another week to access your phone (once you had fallen asleep, of course). You know what I found?

Nothing.

Absolutely nothing. No explicit messages. No naked selfies. No plans to meet up with other guys. Nothing that a husband would not expect to find on his wife’s phone.

I have to admit, the relief that flooded through me in that moment was enormous. There was no evidence that you were doing anything other than what you told me. I almost stopped my frantic search for answers right then, but that was when I noticed one tiny little problem with your phone – there weren’t any games installed.

No evidence that you were doing anything wrong. No evidence you were doing what you said, either.

That was all I needed to start seriously worrying. I didn’t have proof of your wrongdoings, but I did have proof that you had lied to me. If you lied to me about something as inconsequential as what you’re doing on your phone every single day, what else were you prepared to lie about?

So, I finally snapped. I bought a crappy second phone – a burner phone – and installed a GPS tracker on it. I hid that phone in the trunk of your car, where you would never find it. I loaded up the tracker on my own phone and then I waited.

Two days passed before anything happened. They were the longest, most nerve-wracking two days of my life. I glanced at my phone every few seconds, either trying to convince myself there was nothing wrong, or determined that some kind of evidence would suddenly appear on the screen.

But you gave me nothing. For two days, your routine was exactly as you said. Work, home. Work, gym, home.

It wasn’t until the third day that my world changed forever.

You called me from work and told me that you were going to the gym. I said sure, I would pick up Kayla from daycare. I told you to have a good workout.

You had a very different kind of workout in mind that night.

I watched the tracker show the location of your car. You drove from work to the gym – then right past. I watched you drive to a quiet suburb and park up.

That was the longest evening of my life. I rushed through traffic and picked up our daughter from daycare. I called the babysitter and offered her double the usual rate to come over right then and there. I paced the living room over and over, my heart racing so fast I thought a heart attack was coming. When the babysitter finally arrived (after the longest twenty minutes of my life!), I ran to my car and floored the gas.

I followed the GPS tracker hidden in your trunk. It took me about thirty minutes to reach my destination. Even then, with all the signs telling me something seriously bad was going on, my heart did not want to accept it. I convinced myself that you had changed your mind and gone to see one of your friends instead of hitting the gym. Maybe there was a misunderstanding. Maybe there was something else, something I was missing…

But when I pulled up and saw your car parked in the driveway of an unfamiliar house, I knew that it was over between us. Everything made sense now, in the most awful way possible. I should have turned around and gone back home right then and there, but I couldn’t. After all that had happened between us, I had to know for certain. I had to be sure.

I parked my car and crept to the front of the house, keeping to the shadows. There was light coming the windows, but the drapes were drawn. I had to know what was happening inside. I had to know what was so important that it had damaged our marriage. I found a tiny gap in the edge of the drapes, near the far edge of the front window, and peered through.

That was how I discovered your affair, Liv. I saw it.

You were lying on a couch. On your back. Your breasts, your full, firm, wonderful breasts, were exposed, nipples pink and hard. But you weren’t alone. There was a man. He was naked, kneeling over you, fucking your face. I saw your fingers gripping his ass, your wedding ring – the ring I put there as a token of my love and commitment – gleaming dully against his skin. I almost fell over backwards, but my hand clutched the edge of the window and held me upright. I forced myself to watch you let this guy, this total stranger, fuck your cheating mouth on his couch. How long did I stand there? I don’t remember. My body was frozen in place. Nothing could have pulled me away from that spot.

The scene unfolded while I stood outside, watching through that crack in the drapes. I cannot describe the gut-wrenching agony I felt while you eagerly sucked your lover’s cock, letting him fuck your face like a dirty slut. It hurt, Liv. It hurt like nothing I’ve ever felt before. You haven’t let me do that in over a year, yet this fucking guy has the privilege of fucking your mouth on a random Thursday night. How many other nights did you let him do that to you? Did you prefer his cock to mine? You looked like you did in that moment. The way your eyes rolled with pleasure as he shoved his cock down your throat. I could almost hear the noises you made – those throaty purrs of appreciation; the deep, rasping gasps for air; the lusty moans of delight. Noises you used to make for me. Noises I hadn’t heard in forever.

He enjoyed unfettered access to your mouth for a few minutes, but it felt like forever. I watched him slowly drive himself to climax using your throat. I saw your fingers tighten on his ass as he came. I watched your left hand jerk him off into your willing mouth, wedding ring sliding up and down his shaft. I witnessed you swallow and open your mouth to prove that you did it. I saw you kiss his cock head afterward, thanking him from that delicious gift.

I watched it all and the world seemed to collapse at my feet. I couldn’t breathe. It was the worst betrayal I could ever imagine. My heart shattered in my chest.

You and lover boy sat together on the couch. He was naked and I got a good look at his cock. He was bigger than me by maybe an inch. Is that why you wanted him, because he had a bigger dick? Or because he was a better lover than me?

At some point, I tried to call your phone. Some voice in my head told me to. Maybe I could snap you out of this, convince you to come home with me. I watched you check the screen to see who was calling and ignore it. You rolled your eyes. The guy said something and you laughed. You laughed at me, Liv. You and your lover were making fun of me together.

After that, you reached between his legs and massaged him back to full hardness. It was like thinking of me made you want this other guy even more. I couldn’t believe how quickly he got hard for you again. Maybe banging other men’s wives makes it more exciting for him. You got off the couch and run into the room, out of sight, and he followed, his hard cock bobbing as he pursued the love of my life deeper into the house.

For the next five minutes, I couldn’t see either of you. I was beside myself with rage and worry and stomach-churning dread. What else were you going to do? Your lover looked to be younger than both of us by maybe ten years, he could probably fuck you all night long without any problems. Hell, for all I knew, he already had.

After a long, long, delay, a light flicked on upstairs. I saw a frosted bathroom window and vague silhouettes beyond. You were getting into the shower with him. What was happening? Was he going to fuck you (again)? Were you washing his scent off your body to come home to me? What were you doing here? How long had this been going on for? I had to know.

That was when I walked into his house. The front door was unlocked. I knew you wouldn’t hear me entering the house over the noise of shower, but my heart hammered louder than a jet engine. I crept through toward the stairs, seeing your clothes scattered on the floor. Bra. Blouse. Shoes. Panties. All of it lay forgotten and discarded, like our marriage vows.

I paused at the bottom of the stairs, listening. I heard running water. Giggles. Moans. Enough to convince me that nobody would hear if one of these stairs creaked. I started walking, dragging my heavy feet behind me, wondering what fresh horrors waited for me. I don’t know why I needed to see more, only that I had to know. I had to see for myself what was so good about this man that you would toss our marriage aside for him.

A voice in my head told me to record it. I knew it would help in the divorce. So I held my phone ready and continued to creep upstairs. Before I reached the top, the bathroom door flew open and you ran out into the hallway, totally naked and dripping wet, laughing your ass off. Lover boy followed you, laughing in delight, slapping your bare ass as you leapt into his bed. Neither of you saw me, crouched on the stairs, phone in hand and heart in mouth.

Your lover crawled in the bed. You pushed him onto his back. You climbed on top, unrolled a condom over his generous length – making with that naughty, sexy giggle of yours – threw your leg out, and took him inside. I could see how wet you were for him by how easily his slipped inside. I knew you’d fucked him at least once already that night. I heard you groan with primal satisfaction as you started to ride his cock. I heard the sound of your body slapping against his as you enthusiastically fucked him.

But the thing that hurt me the most – like a dagger to my heart – was watching you lean forward and kiss him. You kissed him with the kind of passion and tenderness that you hadn’t shown me in over a year. And then you sat upright and started to fuck him, moaning long and loud, your ass shaking and jiggling with every bounce. He squeezed your breasts and smacked your ass and called you all sorts of names – dirty slut, filthy whore, cheating bitch – and you moaned louder every time.

That was when I came to my senses and started recording. I filmed you riding your lover for about thirty seconds before I had enough. I couldn’t take it anymore. Watching you fuck that guy broke me. I wanted you to feel everything I felt.

You probably remember what happened next. I walked to the bedroom door and yelled, ‘What the fuck are you doing?’

I still recall the look on your face when you looked back at me. After the first few seconds of initial shock, your expression changed. I expected to see horror, or sadness, or embarrassment, or shame. But instead you looked angry. As if you were mad at me for interrupting before you got to finish. He pushed you off and started waving his hands, apparently terrified that I was about to shoot him. Honestly, if I had a gun on that moment, I would have shot you both.

After that, everything went to hell. Shouting. Tears. Accusations. How long were we arguing? It was the most passionate discussion we had shared in about two years, and it was the last one we ever had. I stopped filming at some point and told you not to come home. You told me to fuck off. It was intense. I’m glad I don’t remember much about it now.

I drove home alone, crying my eyes out. I pulled over twice to vomit on the side of the road, but nothing came out. I got home, paid the babysitter, and spent the rest of the night hugging Kayla.

 

****

 

The rest of the story came out as we separated and our marriage dissolved. He was a co-worker. He made you feel good. Wanted. Attractive. He showed interest in you that I hadn’t done in years. He made you feel like a woman, not just a mother. He listened to your stories, laughed at your jokes, fucked you like you needed. You gave in to his charms.

The affair lasted seven months, six of those as a physical, sexual relationship. You had no desire to leave me, but he gave you what I couldn’t. Attention. Intimacy. And he fulfilled your voracious sexual appetite gladly. You were smart in meeting him, only going to his place or his car, never taking anything with you and always being careful. You covered your tracks like a pro.

But it was all over for me. I couldn’t stand the thought of being emasculated like that. Of being second best. Of being scorned and mocked and humiliated by a younger man with a bigger cock who made you feel better than I ever could. The wound you inflicted on me was too deep and too severe. Or so I thought.

We barely spent an hour in the same room after that. I initiated divorce proceedings the next day. With the video on my phone, you gave in. I wanted you out of my life, but I was in no fit state to be a father. I drank too much. I became a monster. I was a horrible human being during that entire period. I convinced myself that Kayla wasn’t my daughter – even though she is, I know it in my gut – and seeing so much of you in her damn near killed me. I let you have full custody because I didn’t want anything else to do with you. I wanted to get on with my life and never look back. That much you know.

This brings me to the reason I’m writing this letter to you. Something really fucked up has happened to me lately. You’re either gonna find it hilarious, or disgusting. I’m betting on hilarious – remember, I know you. Better than you know yourself.

Liv, I’ve started fantasizing about you fucking that other guy. It started a few months back. I was bored and frustrated and needed to jerk off. I started beating off to porn and noticed that the chick in the video looked kinda like you. That was all it took. Suddenly I was back in that stairwell, crouching in the shadows, watching you ride that other guy. I could hear the smack of your bodies and your loud, passionate moans as you rode him, taking his big cock deeper inside you than I’ve ever been. That was when I pulled out my phone and rewatched that video for the first time in months.

When I watched it, I felt a pang of old, familiar pain again. But I also felt something else – intense, jealous arousal. I watched my short video of you and your lover fucking like wild animals, remembering the way he fucked your face on the couch, and I jerked off. I have to be completely honest with you… it was the most incredible, intense, powerful, toe-curling orgasm of my life. I came watching you fuck another man and even when I was spent, my hand kept stroking. I’ve never experienced anything like it.

Afterward, I denied it ever happened. Pretended that I didn’t do it. The idea of being turned on by the worst night of my life was too shameful to bear. The only thing worse than having an adulteress for an ex-wife is getting pleasure from reliving that night, or so I thought.

But then it happened again a week later.

And again a few days after that.

Before long, I stopped watching internet porn and started jerking off only to that video. My favorite part is when you sink down onto his cock and your swollen, greedy pussy accepts it so easily. I know how that feels. I know how good it must have felt for him, too. Only it must have been even sweeter for him, with that thicker, longer cock. I love turning up the volume loud enough to hear the bed squeaking under his body. That makes it even more intense for me.

I never removed the tracking phone from your car, you know. It ran out of battery eventually, but I would look at it from time to time, back when it still worked. I saw you in several locations. Work. The gym. Lover boy’s place. Other people’s houses. I used to imagine you whoring yourself out over town – offering every guy you liked a piece of your ass. Those thoughts used to be bitter. Now they turn me on. I love to imagine you getting face-fucked on other guy’s couches. I jerk off to thoughts of you riding other guys in their beds – white guys, black guys, big guys, little guys… anyone but me.

I wish I could explain why I feel this way now. It’s so hard to put into words. I spent so long stewing in my anger and my hurt and my humiliation that maybe my body just couldn’t take it anymore. The only way for me to cope with it and move along was to accept it. To accept and embraced and glamorize your betrayal. Maybe it was inevitable. I’ve talked to lots of guys in internet forums who feel the same way. Their wives also cheated, but instead of being angry, they were turned on. Like me, they’ve embraced being a cuckolded husband. They adore their wives’ infidelities. And so do I now.

 

****

 

If I could go back in time knowing what I know now, that night would have played out so differently. I wouldn’t have interrupted you. I would have filmed and watched as you fucked his cock to orgasm. I would have gone back home and pretended that everything was fine. I would have let you keep your secret affairs and treated you like the goddess you truly are. I would have licked your cheating pussy and showed you how much I loved being your cuckold. God, to be able to satisfy you with my tongue after he’s been there… why does that excite me so much? I’d give anything to be able to go back to that night and not barge in in you both. Whenever I try and imagine how things could be between us if I hadn’t acted like such an asshole, I picture you fucking as many other guys as you can and coming home to me. You’re unaware that I know and that makes it so much hotter for me. The only thing more exciting than being your cuckold is that you keep fucking other men and you don’t care about my feelings.

When I think about all the times you must have fucked him – or someone else – and come home to me, I get so turned on. I’ve jerked off more since our divorce than I did in all the years before. Every time I come, the only image in my mind is you fucking someone else. How many times have I tried to cuddled you in bed after another man has made love to you? How many times have I kissed you after you sucked another man’s hard cock? How many times has your wedding ring touched someone else’s dick? These questions turn me on as much as they humiliate me. In fact, it’s the humiliation that excites me more than anything.

I don’t expect you to understand any of this. I’m not sure I understand it myself. But I wanted you to know. You had to know. You’re probably laughing to yourself right now, maybe shaking your head, at how pathetic your former husband is. It’s true. I am pathetic. I couldn’t keep you faithful and I sure couldn’t satisfy you. I deserve to be a cuckold. I hope that you think of me every time you make love to someone else – me, standing to the side, unable to do anything but watch. I’d give anything to be humiliated by you again. To go through the pain of watching my soulmate give herself to another man and enjoy him so much more than me. Words can’t describe the exquisite pain of knowing that I’m not good enough. And I know I was never good enough. I saw it with my own eyes. I heard it in your voice.

Liv, this is the hardest thing I’ve ever had to say, but here it goes:

I’m sorry for everything. Sorry I divorced you. Sorry I became such a hateful, bitter man. If I could undo all the damage and start fresh, I would, believe me. I would so gladly be your willing cuckold husband. You could take any man you wanted to bed – even our own bed – and I wouldn’t stop you. I’d be honored to prepare you for someone else and take you in my arms when he’s finished. The past few months have been the most humiliating and exciting and arousing of my life and I needed to tell you that.

You’re still beautiful and sexy. I’m sure you have your pick of guys – a hot divorced mom is one hell of a catch – and you probably rarely spend a night alone. I lay awake at night wishing I was still in your life, wishing I could massage your feet while a bigger, better man makes love to you in front of me. God, just writing that makes me so hard!

I guess what I’m trying to say – as crazy and messed up and laughable as it seems – is thank you for cheating on me. Really. Truly. I’m happier now than I have been in years. You made me a cuckold, and now I am finally able to truly embrace it.

Thank you.

Your cuckolded ex-husband,

Harvey

 

###
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Confessions:

Goddess

 

I have a few tattoos on my body. They all mean different things to me and I love each of them. But now my lover is asking about the 'Goddess' tattoo and what it means to me...will he understand when I tell him the full story? Will he still love me after I tell him about the most erotic night of my life?

 

‘Oh, my God, John…’ I say, moaning louder now, breathing harder. I can feel my climax building already, just from his tongue. The feeling of his wet finger at the entrance to my ass threatens to tip me over the edge. ‘Please baby, please, tease my ass…’

He obliges and gently traces his wet finger in small circular motions around my tight rear entrance. I shudder with pleasure at the feeling. I love it when he makes me feel naughty. I love being dirty for him. I’ve been dirty before with other guys – very dirty, in fact, as goddess knows – but with him it feels natural. A good man should make you want to be bad. A perfect man should make you become someone else entirely in the bedroom.

John teases my tight asshole with skill and precision, constantly threatening to slip his finger inside me, continuing his careful manipulations of my soaking sex.

‘I’m so close, baby,’ I moan, breathing fast now, heat building inside my body, feeling my pulse race, my toes beginning to curl. ‘Make me come baby, please make me come, I love it so much…’

He obliges me once more and I feel his tongue movements quicken as it swirls and licks and caresses me. His finger teases my ass, touching the sensitive skin with precise, delicate movements. I can feel the music swelling as the conductor leads the orchestra to a climax.

I moan and groan and tell him how good he is, how much I love what he’s doing to me. I moan his name over and over, begging him to make me come, to make me scream, my voice steadily rising as the speed and ferocity of his tongue lashes increases and increases-

Then he sucks on my hard clit and gently probes my tight asshole with the tip of his wet finger. I explode almost immediately.

I grip his head with both hands and cry out to the heavens. His tongue continues to lash, probe, tease, and taste me, even as my entire body shudders and rocks from the power of my release. His finger tip gently slips in and out of my ass the whole time. It’s less an orgasm and more an earthquake that only I can feel. My whole body seems to clench and release all at once, every fibre of my being bursting into flame and dancing away on the air.

Finally, the earthquake subsides and my body comes back together. I am on the bed still. John is looking up at me with those beautiful eyes of his. His lips are slick and shiny from my pleasure.

‘Goddess.’

The word escapes his lips in a low growl, husky with arousal. I come crashing back down to earth. I try to collect myself, my chest rising and falling with my rapid, ragged breaths.

It’s time to confess.
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Confessions:

After the Affair

 

‘Was he better than me?’ my husband asks, his eyes burning through me. How can I possibly tell him the truth? How can I tell the man I love that my affair was more exciting than our entire marriage?

 

Lisa’s world is falling apart. Her husband has discovered the truth about her activities a few nights ago and he wants answers. As Lisa slowly confesses her infidelity, their lives are forever changed. Her husband wants to know everything, but how will her confession affect their marriage?

 

I glance over at my husband. He sits in the chair, coiled and tense, as though ready to leap out at a moment’s notice. He wrings his hands together over and over, like he always does when he’s upset or irritated. I choose to skip over a couple of small details, such as the way Jed looked into my eyes, or the warmth of his hand on the small of my back and how it made me feel inside. I choose not to tell my husband that dancing with this other man made warmth spread through the pit of my stomach and a curious tingle in my womanhood. There was nothing sexual about the way we danced, save for the flicker of desire in his eyes. But that was the moment I realized that I wanted him. The moment I said to myself, If I was a single woman…

‘How did you end up in his room?’ Harry says, his voice strained with emotion.

I look down at the floor, ashamed of myself. It was all my fault. I should never have ended up alone with him and I knew it, but there was something so irresistible about him.

‘He offered to walk me back to my room,’ I say, my heart sinking into my stomach. This is it. The moment I failed to be faithful. ‘I said his room was closer, so we walked back to his.’

Harry exhales softly. In the silence of the room, that sound is like a blaring siren.

‘I never asked to go in,’ I say, talking quickly, trying to interject before he can voice his disapproval. ‘We walked up to his room together and he asked if I wanted another beer – he had a couple in his suitcase – and I said yes.’

‘Did he have beer?’ Harry says, looking at me through eyes filled with hurt. ‘Or was it just a line to get you in there?’

I look away. I never found out because we never got that far. A few minutes after walking into Jed’s room, my marriage vows were broken.

‘Please,’ I say, my bottom lip trembling, my voice shaking, my eyes burning from crying so much today, ‘please don’t make me do this.’

‘Make you do what?’ he says, impatience coloring his voice. ‘Make you fuck him? You’ve already done that, Lisa! Tell me why!’

‘I don’t know!’ I say. ‘I don’t know! It was a stupid, drunk, crazy mistake! I shouldn’t have done it. I regretted it right away.’

‘But you didn’t regret it when he was fucking you,’ he says. I ‘m not even looking at him, but I can feel the heat of his hateful gaze on my head, boring through my skull like a laser beam.

‘No,’ I say, my voice faint.

‘What happened?’ he says. I stay quiet for a long moment, staring down at the floor, forcing myself not to think back to that night. But Harry speaks again, his voice harsher than I’ve ever heard before. ‘What happened?’

The memories flood my mind in a maddening rush of images and sounds and thoughts and feelings. Jed’s naked body. The taste of his cock. The feel of his skin against mine. The sound of my moans. The heat of his manhood as the tip pressed against my womanhood and parted my lips. The way he made love to me. My first climax. My second climax. My third. The look in his eyes as he stole me from my marriage. The satisfaction on his face as he entered me over and over.

‘We fucked, okay?’ I say, bitter anger rising up in my chest. ‘I fucked him! I cheated on you and I fucked him! Is that what you wanna hear?’

‘Yes!’ he says, his eyes flashing. He leans forward in the chair – hardly sitting on the seat at all now – and gestures at me with his hands, driving his point home. ‘Tell me everything. Tell me how you – of all people! – could do this to me!’

‘I don’t know!’ I say again. I sound like a stuck record, but it’s the truth. I don’t know how I went into his room or how I ended up sucking his dick or how I ended up naked beneath him and screaming for more.

Harry stands up out of the chair now, shoulders hunched, fists clenched. He takes a step toward me and, for the first time in our marriage, I fear for my safety. He’s beyond angry. He’s losing control. He doesn’t even look like my husband right now.

‘Yes you do!’ he says. ‘You do know! Tell me!’

He stands in front of me and grabs my shoulders with his hands, gripping me so tight that I gasp in pain.

‘Tell me!’ he says.




Also available from Andrea Martin

 

Hotwife Stories:

Date Night

 

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

 

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

 

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

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

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

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

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

‘That’s the right answer,’ I say.

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

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

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

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

‘Sure,’ he says.

‘My husband gets to watch.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Happy Anniversary

 

This is it. No backing out now. My wife is about to meet her old boyfriend – the biggest lover she’s ever had…

 

Wedding anniversaries are a special occasion for all couples, and Connor intends to make this night the most memorable one ever. He’s treating his wife Ellie to a romantic getaway by the coast. A cute hotel. Romantic walks. Dinner dates. And her hung ex-boyfriend.

 

Ellie has no idea what Connor is planning, but she’s more than delighted to go along for the ride – and what a ride she’s about to enjoy…

 

‘Do you wanna grab a drink and hang out in our room?’ she says. ‘It might be easier… you know, to talk.’

‘Sure,’ Aiden says. He orders a drink. I grab a bottle of wine and three glasses and follow my wife and her ex-boyfriend through the bar. I feel people’s eyes on my back, but I don’t turn around. Ahead of me, Aiden slips his arm around my wife’s slender waist and pulls her close to his body. She doesn’t resist. The sight of them walking like lovers, utterly ignorant to me, is both arousing and stomach-churning.

Ellie leads Aiden across the bar and back through the quiet reception. The wide windows look out on black nothingness now. The moon and stars are hidden behind clouds and the sea is a barely-visible gray mass in the distance. We walk up the stairs together – me still following like a faithful puppy – and turn off at the first hallway. It only takes a few moments before we’re standing outside the room I rented to celebrate with my wife. Now we’re about to invite someone else inside. Someone else who may or may not destroy my marriage. It’s a hell of a risk…

But one I so desperately want to take.

Ellie unlocks the door was walks into the room with perfectly casualness. Aiden and I hang back by the door for a brief moment. He casts a glance at me and half-smiles.

‘You’re alright, man,’ he says. Then he walks after my wife into the room.

I follow, closing the door behind me. Ellie sits on the edge of the wide bed, trying to look cool and casual, while I place the wine and glasses on a counter. Aiden shrugs off his bag and dumps it on the floor.

‘So, boys,’ Ellie says, her voice husky with excitement, ‘what do you want to do?’

Aiden makes the first move, not waiting for an invitation. He steps up to my wife and puts one hand on the back of her neck and pulls her lips to his.

My jaw almost hits the floor. The feeling is almost indescribable. I feel heart-wrenching angst and stomach-churning terror and ball-tightening arousal all at the same time. My wife responds to his kiss, putting her arms around his waist and groaning deep in her throat. I can see their lips connecting. I can hear the wet smack of their passion. As I watch, the years seem to fall away in an instant. They aren’t two grown adult meeting up for the first time in years; they’re two hot and horny college students desperately pawing and groping and fucking each other’s brains out every chance they get.

Ellie breaks off the kiss first, gasping for air. I know that gasp so well. She made that gasp for me, just last night, when I made