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‘Hang on a second,’ I say. ‘I think that’s my husband.’

I gently push Clark to the side and roll off his bed. My phone’s incessant ringtone grows steadily louder, managing to drown out the gentle background music Clark has chosen for this moment. I brush my hair, trying to flatten it – as though my husband will be able to see me through the phone line, somehow. 

Clark lies on his side, watching me with bright, interested eyes. His steely blue-gray pupils make my womanhood flush with excitement, as does that cocky, half-arrogant smile on his face. His shirt hangs open where I unbuttoned it a few seconds ago, exposing his firm, smooth flank. My hand still tingles with warmth from touching his body. I stand up and straight my creased red dress, trying to flatten it back down. God, why did my phone have to ring right now? 

My bag is where I left it, on the chair at the foot of the bed. I open it and yank my phone out and glance at the screen. My husband’s beaming face peers out at me, the caller ID photo bright against the candlelit room. Why is he calling me? 

I answer the call and hold the phone to my ear. There’s a brief second of dead air, then my Andrew’s voice comes through the line. I can hear nervous energy in his tone. It sounds like he’s pacing our living room back home. 

‘Hey!’ he says, sounding relieved. ‘How’s it going?’

‘Yeah,’ I say, shrugging at the handsome man on the bed. ‘So far, so good. 

What’s up, hun?’

‘Oh, you know,’ he says, giving off the impression that this call is a spur-of-the-moment decision. I know him so well, though – he did not make this call on the fly. He debated and agonized and ran through this moment for at least a full hour before he dialled this number. My husband is many things, but impulsive is not one of them. ‘I was just thinking about you. Wondering how things were going on your date tonight.’

I shoot Clark a what the fuck look and shrug. He chuckles to himself and pats the bed. I get back onto his warm, soft bed, kneeling by his feet, twirling an impatient finger through the air, wanting my husband to hurry the fuck up. I’m already in another man’s bed, why is he making this weird? 

‘It’s going pretty good,’ I say, winking at Clark. ‘My new friend has been a

perfect gentleman so far tonight.’ Clark smiles at me. ‘I’m hoping he’s going to stop that once our clothes come off.’

Andrew laughs through the phone, but the sound is forced and hollow and tinged with nervousness. 

‘Actually,’ he says, ‘that’s kinda why I was calling. Um, honey, I, uh… I’ve been having second thoughts.’

‘Excuse me?’ I say. I look around me at Clark’s bedroom. The CD player continues gently chiming with relaxing smooth jazz. The candles flicker and wave, casting romantic shadows over us both. The man laying before me is ready and eager to begin taking this date to the next level – I can see his excitement straining at his pants. ‘Why haven’t you said anything until now?’

Clark senses that something is wrong with my call. He sits up and slips his arms around my waist, kissing my exposed neck. I put my free hand on his chest, enjoying how smooth and firm his body feels. Andrew’s chest is nowhere near as toned as this, especially after nine years of marriage. My husband’s skin is soft, almost bordering flabby, and his chest dimples at my touch. Clark’s body is firm, his pectorals warm and hard under my hand. I slowly swirl a fingertip over his chest in a gentle pattern, loving how muscular and firm he feels. 

‘It’s only just happened,’ my husband says, snapping me back to reality. 

‘Literally since you left the house. I’m sorry, I just… I don’t know if I can go through with this.’

Clark’s lips kiss the sensitive part of my neck, gently caressing the little crook where my shoulder meets my throat. Tingles ripple through me. I trace a fingernail around Clark’s nipple, biting my lip to supress a lustful sigh. 

‘Sweetie,’ I say, fighting my wicked urges and forcing my mind to focus on the voice in my ear, ‘you’re not the one going through with anything. You’ve got nothing to worry about.’

My date’s hands slowly make their way down to my ass and squeeze. I feel power and control and intense need in that squeeze. This man wants me. Badly. 

And I want him, too. This whole date was my husband’s idea, why he is trying to pussy out now? Why right now, just when this is about to kick up into high gear? 

‘Oh, thank God,’ Andrew sighs, relief flooding the phone line. ‘I know, I know. 

It’s so stupid. After all our talks and fantasies, I just – I imagined his hands on you and… I couldn’t take it. Does that make sense?’

‘Uh-huh,’ I say, tilting my head to the side so Clark can kiss more of my neck. 

‘Perfect sense. You got all jealous thinking about another man touching my body. Squeezing my ass. Kissing my neck.’

Clark makes a small, amused chuckle, the sound too low for my husband to hear. 

He squeezes my ass again, as though challenged to do so. My body responds to his touch and his lips and his powerful, masculine presence. Heat floods my womanhood. God, he’s so hot! Why is my husband stopping me from enjoying my date further? 

‘Yeah,’ Andrew says, his voice distant, as though he’s imagining Clark doing all those things to me. ‘I’m not sure I want to do it.’

‘Do what?’

‘Share you.’

Clark’s hands trace the curve of my ass, sliding up to the small of my back. He finds the zipper and follows the tracks with his fingers, all the way up my back, until he feels the tiny metal tag below my shoulder blades. He seizes it and slowly eases the zipper down, warm air touching my freshly exposed skin. I bite my lip to keep quiet. Clark smiles at me, his face filled with hunger and lust. 

‘You’re not exactly sharing me, are you?’ I say, my pretty dress opening at the back like a flower. Clark pulls the zipper all the way down and gently peels the dress open, exposing my smooth skin. He tugs it down at the front. I chose not to wear a bra with this outfit, so my heavy breasts and firm, erect nipples spill free as soon as the dress slips down. 

Clark’s eyes glitter at the sight of my bare chest. He stops stripping me for a moment to enjoy my newly-released bust, weighing my breasts in his hands and kneading the firm flesh with his fingers. I hope he enjoys my boobs – they weren’t cheap. 

‘What do you mean?’ Andrew’s voice temporarily distracts me from the delicious sensation of a man caressing and fondling my breasts for the first time. 

‘You’re not sharing me,’ I say. ‘If you were, you’d be here. But you wanted me to go on this date by myself. You pretty much gave me away.’

‘I know, I know,’ he says. Clark leans down and takes one hard nipple in his mouth, flicking his tongue around the flesh in slow circles. I open my mouth in a silent sigh of passion. ‘It was what I wanted, but I don’t – I mean – wait, is he nearby?’

Clark hears this last and grins up at me, still sucking and teasing my hard nipple. 

‘He’s kinda close,’ I say, returning his wicked grin with one of my own. ‘He’s wondering why you called. Our date is going really well so far.’

I hear a sigh of relief from the other end of the line, before Andrew says, ‘Okay, that’s great. That’s why I wanted to call now, I wanted to catch you before you left the restaurant.’

I giggle and say, ‘Honey, it’s a little late for that.’

‘What do you mean?’

Clark switches his attention to my other nipple. His warm mouth, hot breath, and burning tongue feel incredible on this sensitive part of my body. Even after the enlargement, my nipples are super sensitive and love to be sucked like this. 

‘Well,’ I say, fighting back a deep, passionate sigh, ‘we got to the restaurant and had our starters, but then I told Clark about the arrangement. How you wanted me to date another man. How it was one of your biggest fantasies. All the stuff we talk about when we’re getting dirty together.’

‘You told him that?’ Andrew’s disbelieving voice is high-pitched now. 

‘Yes, I did.’

Clark resumes pushing my dress down my body. I shift my weight, letting him slide it over my ass and legs, until I’m kneeling on his bed in nothing but my black, lacy underwear. 

‘What did he say?’ My husband sounds cautious. 

I push Clark’s open shirt off his shoulders with my free hand. He takes the hint and throws his shirt to the floor, letting me get a good look at his body. I purse my lips, nodding in approval, and he grins. 

‘He said, Shall we get this to go?’ I say, recalling Clark’s words at the restaurant around thirty minutes ago. The words that proceeded our quick dash back to his place and led us to this moment. 

Clark’s warm, large hands sweep and roam my body, sending pleasurable tingles rippling to my very core. It feels wonderful. He’s touching me first the very first time, getting used to the feel of my body, enjoying these gentle, explorative moments, before things get too heated between us. 

Andrew’s nervous laugh rattles down the phone line. He says, ‘So I’ve called at the right time, yeah? I wanted to get you before things went too far…’

‘Like I said, it’s a little late for that. I’m already in his bed.’

‘What?’ Andrews sounds like he’s been slapped in the face. ‘You’re in his bed? 

Like, now?’

Clark chuckles again, this time a little louder. His hands roam and explore my firm, tight ass, squeezing my cheeks and giving me a playful, encouraging pat. 

He seems to be enjoying this. He shows no signs or hints of stopping. 

‘Uh-huh,’ I say, leaning my head back and closing my eyes. Goddamn Clark’s hands feel good on my body. His smooth, flat chest feels good against my bare skin. Ripples of pleasure and passion surge through my body, setting off little lightning bolts of delight under the skin. I can feel it through every part of my body. My panties are starting to feel tight and uncomfortable. I want to take them off. I want Clark to take them off. I want him to strip me and pin me down and use me like a dirty slut. Like in my husband’s fantasies. 

‘Shit, seriously?’ Andrew’s voice is tight. I can picture him pacing the den over and over, one side to the other, his bare feet making a little worried groove in the carpet. I can picture him running one hand through his dark hair, like he always does when he’s talking on the phone. I can picture him looking at the framed picture of us on our wedding day and knitting his eyebrows together as he tries to imagine what his sweet wife is doing on the other end of the line. ‘But, honey, what…’

Andrew starts to talk, but I ignore him. I move the phone away from my ear and pull Clark into a hard, passionate kiss. He opens his mouth and forces his tongue into mine. He kisses me hard, ferocity and passion lingering on his lips like predators in the shadows. He grabs my body and holds me against him, unable to get away. Not that I want to go anywhere right now. I don’t even want to go back to my husband at this moment. If Andrew says that I have to choose between our marriage and fucking Clark… I’ll hire a good lawyer tomorrow morning. 

Clark moans – no, growls – into my mouth, his hands squeezing my ass, fingers digging into my flesh in a manner that feels wonderfully possessive and intense. 

He wants me. I want him. We’re both consenting adults. What do I care about my vows? 

I taste Clark, his tongue probing mine with bold passion and aggressive lust. I feel my body surrendering to him, needing him, yearning for him. He has the power and the drive and the masculine energy I crave. In all the years I’ve been married, my husband has never made me feel like this. 

‘Emily? Emily? You there?’ Andrew’s muffled, muted voice escapes the tiny speaker, pulling me out of this wonderful moment. I pull back from Clark, breaking off our kiss, and press the phone against my ear. 

‘Still here,’ I say, breathing a little harder than before. ‘What were you saying, honey?’

‘I was saying,’ my husband’s voice is now tinged with desperation, ‘that maybe we should talk this through a little more, you know? I know this was my big fantasy and all, but now you’re really doing it… I don’t know how comfortable I am with it.’

Clark kisses my neck in slow, deep, firm movements. His hand slides around to my front and his fingertips slip beneath my panties. I feel his warm fingers glide across my smooth and freshly-shaven mound, seeking the burning, dripping cleft between my legs. I moan aloud. 

‘Emily!’ Andrew almost gasps my name in shock. ‘Are you even listening? 

What are you doing over there?’

‘You want me to be honest?’ I say, looking my date in his sparkling, glittering eyes. 

‘Yes.’

‘Clark is fingering my pussy.’

There’s a sharp intake of breath on the other end of the line. I can almost visualize my husband’s slack-jawed expression right now. His wide brown eyes. 

Trembling bottom lip. I bet he’s stopped pacing and is standing dead still, staring at nothing. 

Clark takes my words as permission and cups my aching womanhood in his hand, causing me to let out a long, breathy sigh of delight. His warm, strong fingers gently part my lips. I know he can feel how crazy wet I am right now. 

I’ve been wet since getting dressed for this date a couple hours ago. Every passing minute in his company – knowing that my husband wants this to happen

– has only made me wetter. 

He trails a finger around my entrance, spreading my slick juices further and further. God, his touch feels fantastic. I grab his bare arm with my free hand, using it as an anchor to keep me upright, and start to breathe a little harder. I know my husband can hear me. I don’t care. 

Clark’s thick, powerful middle finger probes my womanhood and gently presses inside my dripping tunnel, softly and slowly entering me. I groan with pleasure, a low, throaty sound that my husband recognizes all too well. 

‘Jesus Christ, Emily…’ he says, voice tight and breathless. ‘You’re serious?’

I moan, feeling my body react to Clark’s slow, methodical, insistent intrusion. 

My pussy tightens, gripping his exploring digit. My breathing deepens. My hips slowly roll forward, allowing him greater access to my body. It feels wonderful. 

‘Shit,’ Andrew says. ‘Honey, can we – can we talk about this?’

‘No.’ Despite my exhale of pleasure, the word is still firm and strong. ‘No, we can’t talk about this. It’s way too late now, Andrew. I’m in his bed. He’s touching my body. I’m not stopping him now.’

‘Oh, my God…’ I hear the squeak of furniture through the line. Andrew must have slumped down into a chair. Probably the leather couch. 

I moan again. Clark pushed his finger all the way inside me, slowly swirling it around my tight pussy, spreading and opening me wider, preparing me for his cock. I feel his finger begin to pump in and out of my dripping entrance, slowly fucking me. 

‘Emily,’ Andrew says, voice thick with emotion. ‘I know I said I wanted this, but…’

‘You did,’ I say, another moan escaping my lips. Clark adds a second finger to the one probing my womanhood, pushing both digits inside me. Fuck, his fingers are stretching me wider than my husband’s cock! ‘You begged and pleaded and fantasized for years about this, didn’t you? How many times did you tell me how hot you thought it would be?’

‘I know, I know,’ he says. ‘It was all my idea, but-’

‘Remember how you always told me you could only come when you thought about me getting fucked by someone else?’

‘Yes, but-’

‘I’ve been thinking about that, too. A lot. And I want to get fucked by someone else.’

There is a long pause from the other end of the line. Clark’s fingers slip in and out of my aching slit, soaked in more of my juices with every little movement. I moan again. I’m losing control, I can feel it. My sex tightens around his fingers, yearning for something bigger and harder. Heat begins to build deep in my gut, a raging inferno preparing to spread and consume every part of my body. I love this feeling – the cusp, the precipice, the edge of losing all control. 

‘Take your pants off,’ I say, tugging on Clark’s waistband. I want to see more of his delicious body. 

‘What?’ Andrew says, confused. 

‘Not you,’ I say. ‘Clark. Although…’ I giggle. ‘You can take your pants off, too. 

Nobody’s gonna stop you.’

Clark unbuttons his pants and pushes them down his strong, muscular thighs. I

watch him take them off completely, kneeling on the bed in just his shorts –

shorts that barely conceal his hard, thick length. My eyes trace the size and shape of his bulging excitement. God, how big is he? Easily more than six inches. 

Seven, maybe. Eight. Fuck…

‘Oh, my God, honey,’ I say, breathless with excitement. ‘This guy has one hell of a body!’

‘He’s naked?’ Andrew says, on the verge of panic. ‘Like, now?’

‘Almost,’ I say, flashing a hungry smile at Clark. ‘Actually, right now, he’s gonna sit down and I’m gonna undress him.’

‘Oh, fuck,’ Andrew says. ‘Oh, Jesus…’

Clark’s eyes flash with triumph. He sits on the edge of the bed, his feet on the floor, and beckons me over. I climb off and step over and kneel between his legs. 

‘You remember how you always fantasized about me sucking another man’s dick, honey?’ I say, grasping the waistband of Clark’s shorts with my free hand. 

‘Emily, I’m not sure…’

‘Shh,’ I say. ‘Too late. You wanted this, honey. You got it now.’

Clark lifts his butt off the bed and I pull his shorts down. His erect cock springs free and I gasp loud enough for my husband to hear. 

‘What?’ Andrew’s voice is tight. I can picture him sitting on the edge of the couch, gripping the phone so tight his knuckles turn white. His face is probably strained, too, like he’s trying to pass a kidney stone. ‘What’s going on?’

I glance up at Clark, seeing the wide, shit-eating grin on his face, and touch my date’s hard, ready, eager manhood with one finger. I feel the incredible pulsing heat of his member through my finger, all the way along my arm. His hardness is far bigger than my husband’s – maybe almost twice the size. 

‘Honey,’ I say, unable to tear my eyes away from the thick, hard tower of masculinity before me, ‘his dick is huge.’

‘Jesus.’ My husband is almost as breathless as I am right now. 

‘I’m gonna stroke it,’ I say. ‘Would you like that? You want me to stroke another man’s cock?’

‘Emily…’

I grasp Clark’s manhood with my hand. He’s a good thickness – my fingers don’t quite reach all the way around. I giggle and say to my husband, ‘Too late.’

Andrew groans on the other end of the line. Partially in wounded pain, partially in erotic excitement. 

‘Fuck, honey, his dick feels so good in my hand,’ I say, gently beginning to stroke Clark’s member. Erotic thrills ripple through my body. My womanhood burns even hotter. Desire swells in my chest. My nipples feel even harder. ‘He’s, like eight inches at least.’

‘Eight and a half,’ Clark says, shrugging like it’s no big deal. 

‘Eight and a half,’ I say to Andrew, giggling. 

My husband remains silent, but I can hear his heavy breathing. He’s not jerking off, just struggling to function right now. I make a series of deep, throaty, excited groans and stroke Clark’s hard cock a little faster, loving the feel and weight and warmth in my hand. 

‘I wanna suck his dick,’ I say, looking up at Clark. ‘Would you like that? These lips on this cock?’

‘Please, Emily,’ Andrew says. ‘Come home, baby. ‘

‘I wasn’t asking you,’ I say. ‘I was asking Clark if he wants me to suck his dick.’

Clark nods, leaning back on the bed to allow me better access. 

‘A little louder, Clark,’ I say. ‘My husband didn’t hear you.’

‘Hell yeah,’ Clark says. ‘Get your fucking mouth over here.’

I lean forward and part my lips. Andrew says something in my ear, but I pull the

phone away far enough where his desperate pleas fall on silence. My lips slide over Clark’s thick, throbbing purple head and down his shaft. He groans long and loud, exhaling with passion. I bring the phone a little closer so my husband can hear Clark’s dick filling my mouth. 

Clark closes his eyes, groaning at the feel of my lips and tongue working his shaft. I take my time with him, enjoying how thick his cock feels and how much of his length can’t fit in my mouth. His shaft seems to fill my entire mouth. I love it. My eyes roll back and I make deep, satisfied, throaty purrs of lustful pleasure. 

‘Oh, fuck,’ Andrew says. His tone sounds almost defeated. 

I ease Clark’s eight-and-a-half inch member out of my mouth, spit and drool clinging to my lips. I smile up at him, panting hard. 

‘I think he likes my blowjobs,’ I say. ‘I like sucking his dick, too.’

‘Emily…’ Andrew’s thin, reedy voice is strained by emotion. 

‘Hang on a sec,’ I say, ‘I want to suck his dick some more.’

I drop the phone on the floor and use both hands and my mouth to pleasure Clark’s huge, Godlike cock. He groans and I moan, both of us loving this feeling of giving and receiving such pleasure. My wedding ring slides up and down his shaft, coated in my saliva and his excitement. It feels wonderfully naughty to desecrate the symbol of my marriage like this. 

Clark grabs the back of my head and pushes my mouth down further on his shaft. I gag and choke, but don’t give up. His breathing deepens and his groans become aggressive. I love the sound of his pleasure. My husband is always so quiet, so subdued. But Clark knows what he wants and how to get it. 

I suck his cock harder, flicking my tongue back and forth over his head, letting beads of saliva trickle down his shaft. I stroke and squeeze and jerk and massage his shaft with my hands, spreading slick juices up and down his member. Fuck, I’m so turned on right now. My pussy throbs, desperate to feel this thick monster. 

After a few long minutes, Clark releases my head. I lean back, panting hard, still

stroking his cock with both hands. My lover beams with pride and satisfaction. 

‘Put him on speaker,’ he says. 

I grab the phone and hit the speaker button. Andrew’s voice pours from the speaker in mid-sentence. 

‘…it was my idea, sure, but I really don’t know if I can do this!’

Clark takes the phone and puts it on the bed, next to his leg. He pulls me a little closer and pushes his cock between my breasts. 

‘Oh, you wanna fuck these titties?’ I say, loving how firm and aggressive he’s getting with me. 

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘Tits that good should be fucked.’

‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his faint voice floating up from next to my lover’s naked leg. ‘Are you there?’

I push my breasts together with my hands, enveloping Clark’s shaft. He grins rolls his hips, pumping my full, hard tits. I spit on his cock head, moaning at the sensation of his red-hot shaft gliding up and down my breasts. It feels fucking fantastic. My husband isn’t big enough to do this. 

‘I’m here, honey,’ I say, another moan of delight escaping my lips. ‘Clark’s fucking my titties!’

‘He’s doing what?’

Clark rocks his hips harder and says in a loud, clear voice, ‘I’m fucking your wife’s tits!’

My husband falls into stunned silence. I can almost hear him trembling. Clark groans as he uses my body for his own pleasure. That knowledge drives me crazy with lust. 

‘He’s really enjoying my big, hard tits, honey. He says, Thank you for buying them.’

Andrew makes a moan. The sound is a perfect blend of pleasure and pain. 

‘Emily, please…’ he says, in a pathetic whimper. ‘Please come home. Don’t do this.’

Clark pushes my head down. His big cock slips effortlessly between my tits and into my mouth with every thrust. He growls; a low, breathy sound of blissful satisfaction. I make delighted little giggles every time the head of his cock passes my lips. 

Finally, I lift up my head and respond to my husband. I say, ‘Not yet, honey. I haven’t fucked him yet. Wasn’t that the biggest part of your fantasy?’

I stand up and push Clark back onto the bed. He lies down, hard cock pulsing toward the roof like an arrow pointing to heaven. God, he looks incredible. Hard body, hard cock, arrogant, horny smile on his handsome face. I take my panties off and stand naked in his bedroom. He looks me up and down, studying my figure, eyes glittering with triumph and lust. 

‘I don’t think I wanna share you!’ Andrew says, imploring desperately. I know that tone. That’s the voice he uses when he knows it’s too late to change my mind. I don’t think I wanna paint the bathroom green! Too late, honey. Far too late. 

I push the phone further onto the bed, moving it away from us. I climb up onto my lover and slowly kiss his chest, sending little tingles through his body. I hear him inhale harsh, sharp breaths. His hands paw at my body. 

‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his voice faint and pathetic in the room. The sound of my husband’s pleading, begging voice makes Clark’s wicked grin broaden. 

‘Honey,’ I say, straddling Clark’s body, ‘I know that we talked about this and we agreed on using condoms if things ever went this far… but, honestly, his cock is fucking beautiful. I really wanna feel it inside me properly. I don’t want him to wear a condom. I want to feel it. You don’t mind if Clark fucks me bareback…

do you?’

‘God, Emily…’

‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ I say, reaching between my legs and grasping Clark’s

glistening length again. I ease my body onto him, until the tip of his cock touches my burning, silky lips. 

‘I’m gonna fuck him,’ I say. ‘I’m gonna make you fantasy come true.’

Then I ease back. Clark’s shaft pierces my womanhood and penetrates me. I let out a long, loud groan of pure passion. He burrows into me deeper and deeper, inch after inch, stretch my entrance and filling me utterly. I sink down on him, until our bodies connect. All eight and a half inches of his delicious, red-hot thickness are buried deep inside me. 

‘Holy… fuck!’ I say. ‘He’s so fucking big, honey!’

My body begins to move, hips rolling, thighs clenching, making me slowly ride his massive length. Every movement makes me gasp and moan. His cock touches every part of my vagina at once. My husband has never filled me like this. 

‘Shit.’ My husband’s voice briefly distracts me for a moment. I smile down at Clark. He reaches up and squeezes my breasts with his large hands, toying with the firm flesh. 

I start to ride Clark a little harder now, a little faster. He groans with pleasure and grabs my hips, pulling me deeper with every stroke. My breathless cries grow louder and more high-pitched. Holy fuck, this feels beyond good. 

‘Emily!’ Andrew says, unable to do anything except listen to my moans of pleasure as I fuck another man. The bed squeaks beneath us, adding to the cacophony of sound effects. He can only imagine how good this feels. 

I lean forward, putting my breasts on his chest. He grabs my ass and starts to thrust upward, pushing deeper into me. I moan louder and louder, an orgasm already beginning to build and expand in my belly. Clark grits his teeth, watching my face contort as I lose myself to total pleasure. 

My moans and Clark’s groans and the squeaking bed drown out all the protests from my husband. Within a minute or two, the only thing I can hear is the roaring rush of blood in my ears. We fuck hard and loud on his bed. I make as much noise as I can. I want my husband to know that he did this to himself. 

Clark drives his length deep inside my womanhood and pushes me over the edge. I sit grip his hard chest with my fingers, crying out in bliss, colors exploding behind my eyes. My legs shake uncontrollably. My throat goes dry mid-climax. I scream Clark’s name in silence. 

He keeps fucking me, every thrust of his massive length pushing me deeper and deeper into a world of pleasure. I am drowning in it; overcome by it; utterly lost to it. I can’ move. I can’t speak. I can’t breathe. 

And my husband hears everything through the phone. 

I finally come back down to earth, gasping and panting, still climaxing on my lover’s bare cock. Clark wraps his strong arms around my waist and pounds me hard, slamming into my body in firm, aggressive, passionate strokes. His thick length reaches depths I’ve never felt before. 

‘Oh God!’ I say, crying out over and over. It feels like nothing I’ve ever felt before. Better than wonderful. Better than perfect. Clark moans in my ear, the sound of his pleasure driving me even crazier. 

Then he rolls us over on the bed, mounting me and taking control. His arms slip under my legs, opening me wider. He keeps fucking me like a man possessed, going wild with desire, determined to prove himself a better lover than my husband. 

‘I gonna come,’ Clark says, grunting through gritted teeth. 

‘Louder,’ I say, ‘so he can hear.’

‘I’m gonna come!’ Clark says. 

I don’t hear my husband’s response over the squeaking bed and loud, wet sounds of Clark’s body driving deep into mine. My fingers grip his firm body, my pussy grips his hard cock, my eyes roll back in my head. This is the longest, hardest, most intense orgasm of my life. 

Clark groans – almost yells – and drives his length all the way inside me. He climaxes hard. I cry out, feeling his hot, sticky seed filling my sex. I feel him pouring into me, emptying his balls into my greedy pussy. He moans again with every throb and pulse, each clench and squeeze sending more semen deep into

my womb. 

Then he falls silent. He looks down at me and chuckles. I moan and roll my hips around, squeezing him for every last drop. It feels wonderful to be owned so completely. 

In the silence, I hear my husband’s faint, distant voice again. 

‘Emily?’

Clark eases back, his still-hard cock sliding out of my gaping entrance. I roll onto my side and snatch up the phone. 

‘I’ll be home when he’s finished with me,’ I say, and hang up on Andrew. 

Clark rolls me onto my front and takes me again. 

****

I open the front door and walk into my home. Andrew is waiting for me in the den, a smile on his face. 

‘How was your date?’ he says, winking at me. 

I return his smile and close the door. I drop my bag and kick off my shoes. I walk across the room and sit in his lap. He kisses me passionately. I can feel his excitement trembling against my butt. 

‘It was good,’ I say. ‘Did you enjoy it as much as me?’

He chuckles. 

‘Did he fall for it?’ Andrew says, his hands sliding down my body. 

‘Hook, line, and sinker. He was set on being all romantic and shit. Once you called, it was game on. You’re a good actor. Thank you for that.’

‘Anything for you. Thanks for asking me to call. I always enjoy being part of your dates.’

He kisses my neck softly and gently, in the same place Clark kissed me a few hours before. Tingles wash over me once again. 

‘I think he liked having you listen,’ I say. ‘He was really rough. I’m kinda sore.’

My husband unzips his fly and tugs my panties aside. 

‘Not too sore, I hope?’ he says. 

‘For you, honey, never.’

I sink down onto my husband, feeling his familiar manhood entering me. Not as big, thick, or exciting as Clark’s, but it feels so much better. It feels like coming home. 

###
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Andrea Martin is the architect of your desires, an erotic author with over a thousand sales under her belt. By day, she’s an erotic writer. By night, she makes all her fantasies come true. She likes to write stories about married women, dominant men, and tales of rough, passionate encounters. She regularly releases new stories. 

I’ve been wanting to expand my cuckold stories for a long time. What goes through a woman’s mind when she’s making love to a man who is not her husband? This series is my attempt to answer that very question. 
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Also available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Keyholder

 Every man has a fantasy to be controlled and dominated by a beautiful woman, but few of them ever admit it. This sizzling story is one man’s adventure into the world of true cuckolding, as he allows his best friend to become his keyholder and grants her permission to make all his fantasies come true. 

‘Can I see it?’ she said, after a long silence. 

I got my backpack from the hallway and brought it back to the couch. She crossed her legs, holding her shins, watching with intense fascination, like an audience member determined to spot a magician’s sleight of hand. I lifted out the box and placed it on the couch between us. She waited expectantly. I opened the box for the first time and lifted out the small metal contraption. She made an excited noise as I held it up for us both to see, turning it around in the light. 

It was smaller than I expected. A little voice at the back of my mind said, that’s not going to fit, but I knew that it would. The device was a small series of metal circles that arced down in a gentle curve a couple of inches long. It was topped with a little metal cap shaped like the top of a mushroom that had a slit in the centre. The base of the piece had a thicker metal spiral and a small series of connective holes through which to attach the coils. It came with a small and unobtrusive, yet very solid, padlock. 

‘I’ve never seen one before,’ she said. 

‘Me neither.’

She looked at me with bright, excited eyes. The eyes of a lover. She said, ‘Put it on. I want to see it.’

For the first time since I walked into her apartment, I felt nervous. Tessa was my friend. We’d never seen each other naked. I’d never even had a sexual thought about her. But now she wanted me to put on a cock cage... while she watched. 

I looked at her and she must have guess what I was thinking. She said, ‘Don’t be nervous. Just put it on.’

I got up from the couch and unbuttoned my pants and let them fall to the floor. 

She leaned back in the couch, a little smile on her face. I pulled down my shorts and bared myself to her. She made no sound, no judgements. She merely watched, that curious expression on her face. She was a scientist, I was her experiment. I eased the base ring over my shaft, until it sat firmly in place. It was cold and unyielding and totally alien. 

I eased the rest of the cage over my manhood, the cold metal teasing and stabbing at my sensitive skin, until it slid into the base ring. It was easily large enough to fit me. The mushroom-shaped metal cap sat perfectly over the head of my shaft, the slit positioned so that I could still take a piss without causing harm or discomfort. 

Tessa held up the little padlock and looked at me with wide, innocent eyes. 

‘Can I?’ she said. 

I said, ‘Yes.’

She knelt down in front of me, looking at the cage with a fascination that bordered on erotic. My manhood tried to respond to her interest, but the cage held firm. Tessa looked up at me with wide, innocent eyes. 

‘Is this what you want?’ she said. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

A Husband’s Humiliation

 Oliver and Layla appear to be your normal everyday couple. At least, that’s what Oliver believes, until he makes a shocking discovery about his wife and the life she leads behind his back. 

 As Oliver delves deeper into the mysteries surrounding his wife, he finds himself torn between two equally upsetting options. Is this the end of their marriage, or the start of something totally new and unexpected? 

I walk back to the laptop, dragging my feet like a man approaching the gallows, hoping to delay the inevitable, trying desperately to stay alive just a few moments longer. The picture is still there, frozen on the screen, captured for prosperity for all time. My wife’s body and the man’s caressing hand. 

I need to know who that is. I need to know who touched my wife. How many other people know? Were there other men in that room, standing behind the camera, watching my wife push her breasts out of the wedding dress? The thought sends a stab of pain through my stomach. What would be worse than one man touching my wife? More than one. 

The next few pictures unfold like a slideshow. The camera pulls back, Layla in the center of the frame, the middle of the room, her beauty glowing among the shadows thrown by a dim lamp. She turns, her face glancing back over her shoulder in that way I always find so sexy and pulls at the lace bow on the back of her dress. I click through the pictures, watching my wife slowly take off the

wedding dress, piece by slow, deliberate piece. 

I watch my wife performing a strip show for the camera. For the other man. She laughs in drunken delight, eyes gleaming, clearly enjoying herself. 

Until she stands in the center of the room, almost totally naked, hand on her hips, in nothing more than her wedding lingerie. The wedding lingerie I didn’t see until Maui, two days later. The wedding lingerie I made her keep on the whole time we made love – and the time after that, and the time after that, too. Now I know that, by the time I laid eyes on her beautiful white stockings and matching garter belt and stiletto heels, someone else had already seen them. 

‘Fuck,’ I say, the word full of defeat and hopelessness. I didn’t think it could actually get worse. I didn’t think it was possible to feel this small, this humbled, this embarrassed. But my eyes fix on my wife’s immaculately made-up face and I see the excitement and lust and erotic longing in her expression and I know this rabbit hole is going to go down a long way further still. 

How much am I prepared to endure? I already feel like my insides have been scrambled and my heart has been stamped into the dust. I’ve come this far. If I stop, if I walk away, I’ll never know for certain what else happened that night. 

The thoughts will drive me crazy. Not knowing will haunt me forever. My mind will fill in the blanks and the images will punish me every waking second and come to me in my dreams. There will be no escape from that kind of torment. 

Part of me hopes that this is the last picture. Maybe this man – this stranger –

was trying to help my wife out of her complex, layered corset and she was drunk enough to let him photograph the whole thing. And touch her breast. In an empty hotel room. While I slept a few doors down. Maybe. 

I click to the next picture and the rabbit hole turns into a fissure around me. I fall to the center of the earth. A low groan of pain tears out of my throat. 

My wife is on her knees. The photo is taken from above, from the view of the man standing above her. Layla’s mouth is open, tongue out, like a panting dog. 

Her face is set in an expression of wild, unfathomable lust. I know the faces she makes when she gets horny. I know the faces she makes when she’s drunk. I know the faces she makes when she gets both drunk and horny. I have never seen her look at me the way she looks into the camera in this picture. The longing. The hunger. The lust. The excitement. 

There is only one reason why my drunk, horny wife would be on her knees in wedding lingerie. The knife in my stomach becomes a skewer, tearing a hole right through me. I hope and pray to all the gods of all the religions that I’m wrong. 

‘Please,’ I say in a quivering voice, ‘please, baby… don’t…’

The next photo damn near kills me. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Pandora’s Box

 Do cuckolds regret sharing their wives with bigger, better, more passionate men? 

 Bryce is beginning to wish he’d never suggested this lifestyle to his beautiful wife. While Dani eagerly prepares herself for a passionate night of fun and wild sex, Bryce can only watch and feel himself slowly going crazy with jealousy. 

 As the night rolls on and zero-hour approaches, Bryce reflects on the journey he and his wife have taken together, desperate to try and delay the moment Dani gives herself to another man. Bryce wanted to become a cuckold, and now his fantasy has come true. Be careful what you wish for. Once Pandora’s Box has been opened, it can never be closed again! 

I stay where I am, rooted to the spot, a voyeur of my own wife’s seduction. I see the way they look at each other; the glee in his eyes, the unrestrained yearning in hers. She pushes her breasts out again as she leans against the counter. Her brown nipples darken and harden with excitement. My manhood – my aching, yearning, emasculated manhood – throbs painfully. 

John stands next to my wife with his own glass of wine, facing the counter. They talk in low tones and toast one another. The glasses chime beautifully in the quiet kitchen. Then John slips his hand inside her panties. The effect is instantaneous. Her lips part in a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes roll back in her head. Her body seems to relax, as though she’s experiencing a massage. She parts her legs wider for him. He obliges and delves deeper. His fingers ripple the fabric of the panties. The sight of him so casually exploring my wife’s most

intimate regions makes the snake inside my belly twist and bite and hiss in jealousy. 

‘Do you wanna grab a beer or something?’ John says to me, calling over his shoulder, still with his fingers on my wife’s pussy. 

‘I’m driving,’ I say, my voice flat and emotionless. 

‘Help yourself,’ he says. ‘I got some soda in the fridge.’

I open my mouth to reply, but Dani moans in passionate pleasure, cutting me off. 

She opens her eyes and looks at John and says, ‘Nobody touches me like you do.’

I shove my hands in my pockets and stand there like an idiot, both insanely turned on and utterly humiliated. John removes his hand from her underwear and touches her lips with his wet fingers. She opens her mouth and greedily sucks his digits, one at a time, cleaning her juices, tasting herself, always looking at him for approval as she does. 

‘Good girl,’ he says. 

My wife purrs, trailing her tongue across his glistening fingers, always with a wicked, eager smile. 

‘How do you taste today?’ he says. 

‘Delicious.’

John puts his wine glass on the counter and stands in front of her. He kneels between my wife’s legs and hooks his finger beneath her purple panties and tugs them to the side. She giggles, watching him with an expression of purest excitement. He kisses her smoothly shaven mound and she sighs. The he gently trails his tongue along her lips and her sigh deepens into a breathless groan. She rolls her hips forward, presenting as much of her sex as possible to him. He responds by delving his tongue through her parted lips and lapping at her sweet juices. My wife moans with pleasure and takes another sip of her wine. She looks over at me and smiles, face flushed with erotic pleasure, eyes clouded by lust. 

And I just stand there. Like a statue. Pants bulging, mind reeling, stomach writhing, heart racing. I just stand there and watch this man orally pleasure my wife. 

‘That feels so good,’ Dani says, in a gentle, passionate sigh. ‘God, I love the way you do that.’

John responds by running his hands behind my wife and squeezing her ass. She squeals in delight and places one hand on his head, stroking his hair. She takes another drink of wine, purring deep in her throat as she swallows. I’ve never seen her look so relaxed, so happy, so deeply in lust. 

My wife loses herself in the moment. She forgets my presence, focusing entirely on the man kneeling between her legs. She closes her eyes and moans his name, over and over, steadily growing louder and more breathless as he laps and teases her. John is a skilled lover. He pulls back far enough for me to see how wet and excited she is. Silvery trails of her nectar cling to his lips and tongue. 

Also available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

A Harsh Lesson

 I begin my eighteenth birthday like this. Standing in a dark back yard. In the chilly night air. Staring through a window. Watching the love of my life give herself to the biggest black man I have ever seen…

 The course of true love never runs smooth, but nobody has ever told that to little Danny. Tonight is his eighteenth birthday, and he has only one thing on his mind

 – winning the heart of his former babysitter, the beautiful, elegant, sensual Ellie. 

 He’s racing across town to deliver his message, but what shocking reality awaits him when he reaches the woman he loves? 

I turn away from the front door and head down the side of her house. There’s a small path made of loosely-placed paving slabs running around to the rear. The path is pitch black, covered in thick shadows thrown by her neighbor’s house. It looks like the entrance to a cave. I can’t see anything in there. 

But Ellie’s face swims before my mind again. Sweet, perfect Ellie. Her fierce, bright eyes. Her sensual lips. Her perfect skin. She beckons me forward. 

Courage floods my heart. I step into the black void, placing my hand on the wall to steady myself. All i can hear is my own ragged breathing. I take another step and the shadows swallow me whole. 

I carefully creep around the side of Ellie’s house, inch by slow, methodical inch. 

When I finally emerge from the darkness and step into her back yard, the moonlight is almost blinding. Up ahead is a pool of light spilling out of a

window, cast from a lamp inside the house. I fix a smile on my face and walk toward it. I’m here, Ellie, my love! Here for you! 

I look in through the wide glass doors and freeze. 

Standing in the middle of the den, her back to me, wearing nothing but a pair of stockings, is Ellie. My eighteen-year-old cock lunges against the inside of my pants immediately. I have spent countless hours stroking my dick, imagining what her body would look like, and I wasn’t even close. In the flesh, Ellie is beyond perfect. Her dark hair is tied up in a neat ponytail. Her creamy back looks softer than a silk cushion. Her tight, firm ass is more supple than I thought possible. Her beautiful legs are divine, appearing longer than ever in the stockings she wears. 

My first thought is, She waited! She really waited! My angel has been waiting for me! 

But then I see movement. A shadow falls over the lamp. 

Ellie, my babysitter, the love of my life, is not alone. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Hotwife Stories:

Becoming

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

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

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

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

‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

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

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

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

‘Should I take it off?’ I say. 

‘Please.’

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

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

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

‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me. 

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

‘You are magnificent,’ he says. 

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

 Right now. 

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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