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		Ava walks into our house, an excited grin on her face, and greets my wife with a big, tight hug. Dawn returns the embrace, laughing at her best friend’s obvious delight and enthusiasm. I stand behind them in the hallway, nerves causing a flutter in my belly. We’ve never done anything like this before. I have no idea how this night is going to play out, or how to react to anything. Our arrangement has always been just that – ours. This is the first time we’ve ever invited someone else into the fold.

		‘You look stunning!’ Ava says, leaning back to examine my wife in more detail. She’s not wrong. Dawn is wearing her sexist cocktail dress – plenty of cleavage and leg on display – and the fabric grips her curves just right. My wife’s beaming face looks about ten years younger already. I guess that’s what having a young stud for a fuck buddy can do for a woman. Ava herself looks pretty damn good; she’s wearing a bright yellow summer dress that shows off her figure, too.

		‘Thanks!’ Dawn says. ‘I feel pretty good, too. Thanks again for coming over. I honestly didn’t know if you’d find this whole thing kind of weird or whatever…’

		‘Nah,’ Ava says, waving her hand dismissively. ‘I love your little arrangement. I think it’s really fucking cool. I’m super excited to be a part of it.’

		‘Great!’ Dawn says. She glances back at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement. ‘Perry, can you give us a moment? I want to have a little girl talk with Ava.’

		‘Uh, yeah,’ I say. ‘Sure, of course. Do you want a drink, Ava? We’ve got coffee, juice, wine…’

		‘Wine,’ Ava says. ‘Thanks.’

		I turn around and walk through the house to the kitchen, treading heavily on the wooden floor so my footsteps muffle their conversation. Whatever they’re talking about right now is not for my ears. I learned that my wife is allowed to have her private time several months ago, back when we first agreed that she could look for a lover on the side, a man who could give her everything I couldn’t.

		We’re a good couple, with a happy, stable, loving marriage. Barely ever had a fight or an argument. The worst disagreement we ever had was what kind of couch we wanted in the den. But there was always one glaring flaw in our union, one problem that became more and more significant and potentially damaging as the years flowed by. I just couldn’t satisfy Dawn in the bedroom. Not like she needed, anyway. I couldn’t last, wasn’t big enough, couldn’t make her feel like she used to. When we were dating – hell, even in the first couple of years into our marriage – it wasn’t too big of an issue. But soon the downsides began to eclipse the positives of our sex life. Nothing we tried seemed to matter. I took pills. Rubbed numbing cream into my manhood. Used toys on her before we got into the hot and heavy part of the night. It didn’t seem to make a difference. Dawn never liked the feel of sex toys compared to real thing and I just couldn’t last long enough or reach deep enough to get her off.

		I can’t imagine the kind of courage it must have taken for her to open up to me about her feelings on the subject. What must it have taken for Dawn to look me in the eye and speak the words that would alter the course of our marriage forever? I love you – but something’s gotta change. I can’t live like this forever…

		I open the liquor cabinet and grab a bottle of red wine from the shelf. There are already two glasses on the countertop – I figured Ava would choose wine – so I pour a good amount of ruby-red liquid into each. The fragrant smell of red wine fills my nose. I smile to myself.

		The things that surprises me most about stepping back from our sex life is how much I’ve enjoyed it. Now I don’t feel any stress or pressure or embarrassment that I can’t satisfy my wife like she needs. It doesn’t matter that I can barely last long enough to get her going, because another man has already done the work for me. It doesn’t matter that my penis isn’t big enough to reach all the way inside her because her fuck buddy has already satisfied that need. Hell, it doesn’t even matter that I’m not as good in bed as he is – so long as my wife is happy and sexually satisfied, I am too. And- God! – the way her pussy feels when she lets me fuck her after he’s finished is-

		‘Perry?’

		Dawn’s voice interrupts my thoughts.

		‘Yeah?’ I say, putting a stopper into the neck of the wine bottle.

		‘He’s here. I’m gonna head out now.’

		I put the wine on the counter and walk quickly back through the house to the hallway. Ava and Dawn stand by the front door, both wearing mischievous smiles. I see guilt, humor, and wicked playfulness in those expressions.

		‘Bye babe,’ I say, slipping my arms around Dawn’s waist. I lean in to kiss her, but she turns her head, offering me her cheek instead. Ava giggles, watching us. I kiss Dawn on the cheek. ‘Have a great night. Call when you’re coming home.’

		‘Always do,’ she says, slipping out of my arms, that sly, naughty smile still on her immaculate, deep red lips. ‘I’ll be back whenever we’re finished. Until then…’ she glances at Ava, ‘she’s in charge, okay?’

		‘Okay,’ I say, seeing Ava’s smile widen in the corner of my vision. ‘Like… how in charge?’

		Dawn steps back, reaching for the door. She winks at me. Opens the door. Walks outside to meet her date. The door closes behind her, leaving me and Ava in the silent, still house alone. I hear the sound of a car engine as Dawn and her date leave for the evening. A moment passes. Then Ava speaks up.

		‘This is gonna be so much fun.’

		

		****

		

		‘So,’ she says, sitting on the couch facing me, the glass of wine in her hand and a smile on her face, ‘what do you usually do when she goes out with her friend?’

		Something about the way she emphasizes the word friend hits me like a jab to the gut. I try not to wince, but she sees something in my reaction. Her eyes gleam with wickedness.

		‘I’ve actually… I mean, we’ve never done this before,’ I say. ‘Not like this, I mean.’

		Ava takes a sip of wine, leaving her lipstick printed on the rim of the glass. She leans back into the couch, making herself nice and comfortable.

		‘What do you guys normally do?’ she says. ‘I’m not asking to be mean, I’m genuinely curious. Okay, and a little mean.’ Her eyes sparkle again. ‘I can’t help it. I love being mean. Wish I’d known you were into it.’

		I chuckle, a little embarrassed by her openness. When Dawn said that Ava was down to – how did she put it? – cuck-sit me, she hadn’t mentioned how eager her friend was for all the details. This is the first time anyone from outside our intimate circle – or triangle, I guess that’s the more appropriate shape for this arrangement – has been let into the secret. This is also the first time I’ve ever spoken about it to anyone before.

		‘Well,’ I say, trying to get a little more comfortable in my seat facing her, ‘usually she brings him over here and we… we hang out.’

		‘All three of you?’ She seems surprised by this.

		‘Yeah, we kinda chill together.’

		‘Isn’t that weird?’ she says. ‘I mean, don’t you feel like a third wheel in your own marriage?’

		I think about that for a moment, trying to figure out how best to phrase my response. It’s tricky to open up and discuss my intimate thoughts and feelings with an outsider like this. I understand how I feel about this whole deal – and so does Dawn – but putting it into words that allow other people to gain an insight into my newfound kink is surprisingly difficult.

		‘No,’ I say, ‘it’s like three friends hanging out together. I mean, it doesn’t always lead to sex. There have been a couple of time where we’ve just hung out and watched a movie, the three of us.’

		She makes a surprised face and settles into the couch a little more. She leans onto the arm and swings her legs up onto the cushions, watching me with a thoughtful face.

		‘Do they do it often?’ she says. ‘Fuck, I mean. Do they fuck often?’

		‘Two, maybe three times a month,’ I say. ‘It honestly depends on our schedules, you know? It’s sometimes a miracle that we’re able to meet up so often, but he tries his best for us. He’s a good guy.’

		A smirk crosses her red lips. I can almost hear the thought flashing through her mind right now – He’s a good guy who fucks your wife.

		‘Dawn is a lucky woman,’ Ava says. ‘My ex-husband would never have agreed to a deal like this. Of course, he was fucking every stray piece of ass he could behind my back, but that’s different.’

		I chuckle, starting to feel a little easier talking about this, a little less shy and embarrassed discussing the inner workings of my sex life with Ava. She studies me with interest, her eyes still gleaming. I get the feeling that learning about our arrangement is the most exciting thing to happen to Ava in a long, long time.

		‘Well, it kinda works out pretty well for us both,’ I say. ‘She’s happy and I’m happy that she’s happy. It makes sense. The last thing I would ever want is to hurt her or push her away. I mean, jeez, it’s bad enough knowing that I can’t provide for her – not in the way that he can, not like she needs – but this makes it all so much easier. Now I’m not worrying about it. Now it’s not always on my mind.’

		She sips her wine thoughtfully, regarding me over the lipstick-stained rim. After a moment’s pause, she speaks again, asking me a question that has no doubt been on her mind since she learned about Dawn’s lover on the side.

		‘What was it like? I mean, when you watched them together for the first time?’

		I hesitate for a moment, trying to think of the best way to describe what happened and how it affected me. The memory is scored into my mind, one of those truly unforgettable scenes that will never, ever lose clarity or focus. It’s one of the most stunning moments of my life, alongside watching Dawn walk down the aisle; the night I proposed to her; and seeing my father cry.

		It is so vivid in my memory. We were sat on the couch – the very same couch where Ava now lounges, her legs raised onto the cushions – and my wife slipped to the floor and unbuckled her new friend’s belt and pulled down his pants, right in front of me. I sat there, transfixed, both excited and horrified watching the lips I kiss every single day open for another man’s cock. I heard him groan with pleasure and saw the smile on Dawn’s face as she teased and tickled the tip of his cock with her tongue. My hands gripped my thighs as she looked me in the eye and began to suck his manhood. He was fully hard in a matter of seconds, breathing hard and sighing with erotic greed as my wife took his length in her mouth.

		I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them. My own manhood was so hard it hurt and throbbing against the inside of my pants, screaming for release, but I stayed where I was, fully dressed and motionless, watching the scene unfold like some kind of real-life porn movie. My wife groaned with pleasure as he filled her mouth all the way to the back of her throat and there was still enough of his cock leftover to wrap one hand around. I couldn’t help but feel utterly inferior. His stiff cock dwarfed mine. Maybe that’s another reason why I didn’t unzip my pants and start stroking – I was ashamed of my size, for the first time ever.

		Dawn pleasured him with her mouth for several long minutes, none of us saying anything. I didn’t breathe the entire time. I just watched, my eyes fixed on her face. She kept looking at me, enjoying my expression, making sure that I was enjoying this as much as she was. I watched my wife use all the tricks in her bag – sucking his tip; teasing his full, heavy balls; taking him to the back of her throat; jerking off his wet shaft – and I heard the pleasure in his passionate, enthusiastic groans. Her new lover wasn’t shy about being vocal. Not like me.

		That was how it went down for the first time. That was the moment I became a cuckolded husband. I let my wife suck another man’s cock on my couch in my home and didn’t lift a finger to stop them. It was most exquisitely humiliating and painful and erotic experience of my entire life. I wasn’t just humiliated by his size – or by the fact that he sat there and enjoyed my wife’s enthusiastic blowjob for far, far longer than I could have lasted. I was humiliated by the look in Dawn’s eyes. The excitement in her face. The moans in her throat. The way she smiled and chuckled and spoke to him between gasps for air.

		‘You like the way I suck your cock?’

		‘God, you’re so fucking big.’

		‘I can’t believe how good you taste.’

		And she wore her wedding ring the entire time. I watched the symbol of our marriage slide up and down another man’s erect cock while she pleasured him. My thumb toyed with the gold bang around my own finger during the show. But I still didn’t stop them.

		I just watched.

		In time, the intense feeling of jealousy and betrayal and embarrassment subsided. I started to breathe a little easier. I began to encourage Dawn, telling her how fucking hot she looked with that big cock in her mouth. She smiled at me, her lips stretched wide by his member.

		Then our new friend announced that he was starting to get close. He asked us – both of us, because this was a joint decision – if he could come in Dawn’s mouth. We shared a look. No words were spoken. We didn’t need to verbalize our thoughts in that moment. She wanted to make him come with her mouth and I wanted to see it.

		He only lasted a few more minutes after that moment. To his credit, he never tried to take control or make Dawn do anything different. He leaned back into our couch and let my wife bring him to a powerful climax that I could feel through the cushions. He moaned deep and long and loud in the back of his throat as she jerked his pulsing cock into her mouth and swallowed eagerly. I’ll never forget the sight of her throat bobbing up and down as another man’s rich, salty come made its way to her stomach. I will never forget the groans of satisfaction that escaped both their mouths as he climaxed down her throat.

		It was a perfect moment.

		‘It was…’ I say, returning to the present, ‘indescribable. So fucking hot. And humiliating. And sexy. I don’t know which of us enjoyed it more.’

		‘Dawn tells me you like being humiliated.’ Ava’s eyes flash dangerously as she says the words. She drinks a little more of her wine, the glass nearly empty already. She smiles at me, a hint of cruelty in her expression.

		‘Oh, she mentioned that, huh?’ I say, a nervous chuckle tumbling out of my mouth. ‘Yeah, it’s kind of fun. I mean, under the right circumstances, you know?’

		‘Like when your wife fucks a bigger, better cock right in front of you?’

		I shrug and gesture with my wine glass. ‘Yeah, something like that.’

		She drains the rest of her glass and gently sway the empty vessel around in her hand, watching me closely. She shuffles slightly on the couch, the bottom of her summer dress slipping and exposing a little of her smooth skin. I pull my eyes away from her legs, but not before she notices my gaze. Her cruel smile widens.

		‘Aren’t you curious what we talked about while you were pouring the drinks?’ Ava pouts at me now, making herself look wounded and hurt by my lack of questions.

		‘No,’ I say, starting to wonder where this evening is going. ‘I assumed I wasn’t supposed to know what you were talking about…’

		Ava puts the empty glass on the floor. She giggles, the sound both amused and cruel. Almost like she knows a secret that I don’t – one she enjoys having over me.

		‘What do you think is going on tonight?’ she says. ‘Tell me, what do you think this whole cucksitting thing is about?’

		My throat feels dry. I take a big mouthful of wine and swallow it quickly.

		‘I… uh, well, we – me and Dawn – we agreed that she could go out for dinner with her new friend and I wouldn’t get in the way. She thought it might be kinda funny in a naughty way to have you come over and make sure I don’t… you know, enjoy myself while she’s gone.’

		‘Mostly right,’ she says, her voice silky. Seductive. Dangerous. ‘She actually told me something else, too. Something you don’t know.’

		‘Okay,’ I say, feeling like a rat suddenly spotting a trap as it closes around me. ‘I’ll bite… what else is going on here?’

		Ava reaches behind her and lifts up something small. Something made of cloth. Something I immediately recognize as my wife’s underwear. My eyes widen. Ava chuckles again.

		‘She gave me these,’ Ava says, ‘while you were in the kitchen. They were still warm. She took them off and gave them to me… you know what that means, right?’

		I nod slowly, the realization dawning on my face.

		‘Your slutty wife has no intentions of going to dinner with her boyfriend,’ she says, smiling at me. ‘She’s not wearing any panties. I bet they’re pulled over right now and she’s fucking him in the car…’

		My cock jumps in my pants. Not just because of the image she’s put in my head, but the way she said it, too. That cruel, mocking, amused tone in her voice is hitting all my sweets spots at once. Dawn doesn’t like to humiliate me when she’s with her friend, but Ava… I’m starting to understand why my wife insisted on her best friend watching over me tonight. Ava is enjoying herself. Enjoying the power she wields.

		She tosses the panties at me. I catch them. Hold them tight. They smell like my wife. They smell like her excitement, too.

		‘Dawn told me to have fun with you,’ she says. ‘But she didn’t say how. The only rule is that you’re not allowed to come. She says that’s something only she gets now. Her boyfriend can come as many times as he wants, but you… you only get to come when she allows it.’

		I swallow hard, gripping my wife’s discarded and forgotten panties with a tight fist. I had no idea that Ava knew so much about our arrangement already. The only thing I knew for certain is that Dawn had briefed her about the man on the side. But she seems to know even more that I could have guessed. Her gentle questions earlier were meant to distract me, to disarm me. This is why she’s really here. This is why she was so excited to come over tonight.

		‘Give me your glass,’ she says. ‘Mine is empty. It tastes far too good for you. Cuckolds shouldn’t get the good stuff, anyway.’

		I get up out of my seat without a second thought. I cross the room and hand her my glass of wine. She takes it and drinks deeply, watching my face.

		‘Good,’ she says, a smirk on her lips. ‘I like a man who can follow orders. Tell me, what’s your favorite part of letting her fuck someone else?’

		I glance down at the floor, at the spot my wife once kneeled and sucked another man’s hard cock while I watched. It only takes me a second to think of my answer, but I wait a moment longer. Don’t want to appear too keen. Ava is already enjoying herself way too much here, I can’t give her any more ammunition.

		‘I guess… what I love most is watching her enjoy herself,’ I say. ‘That look on her face when she’s experiencing something I can’t give her. I’ve seen her come, but when she’s with him… it’s something else. Something much better.’

		‘Size matters,’ she says, cocking one eyebrow at me.

		‘So they say.’

		‘It’s true.’ She takes a long sip of wine, making a show of licking her lips after swallowing. ‘Alright. Let’s see it.’

		I glance around me, confused. ‘See what?’

		‘Let’s see the reason your wife is getting fucked by a big, hard cock right now. Take off your pants.’

		I laugh. She fixes me with a steady gaze. She doesn’t laugh along with me. My laughter dies in the quiet of the house.

		‘What?’ I say. ‘You – you’re serious?’

		‘Yes.’

		Ava leans back into the couch, wine glass in hand, reclining like an empress waiting for her attendants. She looks me up and down, an expression of impatience on her face.

		‘Well?’ she says. ‘I’m waiting.’

		I laugh – the sound nervous now – but her expression doesn’t change. She isn’t joking. Not even a little. My wife’s best friend wants me to undress. Right here. Right now.

		‘C’mon,’ I say, ‘quit kidding around. I can’t do that.’

		‘Why not?’ she says. ‘Dawn is out there somewhere right now – probably having a huge orgasm on his fat cock – but you won’t show me what you’re packing? I’ve been really curious about your size, ever since she told me the deal you two have here. I’ll tell you what; either you can show me – and I promise never to tell anyone – or you can leave me to my imagination and I’ll tell everyone.’

		‘How is that a threat?’ I say.

		She laughs, the sound like that of cruel wind chimes. ‘Because I have a very active imagination…’ She holds up her hand, thumb and finger extended to show me a tiny distance. ‘I can make you even more pathetic that you really are. And I’ll tell everyone you know. They’ll all think you’re the smallest, most pathetic man in the world. Either you show me what you’ve got, or you’ll fucking wish you had. Your choice.’

		She takes a big mouthful of wine and swirls the glass in her hand, liquid swishing in a red tornado. I stay where I am for a second, standing to attention in front of her, trying to decide what to do. Then my hands move to the button on my pants. Ava smiles.

		I unbutton my pants and pull down the zipper. I push my pants to the floor and stand in front of her, underwear tenting from my earlier excitement. She giggles at the sight. I slip my thumbs into my waistband and pause for a moment, heart hammering in my chest. Is this the right choice? Would Dawn be okay with me doing this?

		‘Don’t be shy,’ Ava says, in a teasing tone. ‘Show me what you got. I promise, I’ll only laugh a little.’

		I drop my shorts and Ava squeals in delight at the sight of my half-erect manhood. Heat floods my cheeks. Shame burns my entire face. She laughs at my reaction and beckons me closer with one curled finger. I step toward the couch, my underwhelming cock close to her face.

		‘God,’ she says, still laughing to herself, ‘no wonder your wife needs a little something on the side…’

		Her words sting like a whip to the chest, but my cock jumps a little. She sees that and her smile widens.

		‘Maybe you should have let me use my imagination,’ she says, holding up her thumb and finger again, about an inch apart. ‘I would have more generous than the reality.’

		My cock jumps again, getting hard at her cruel taunts. The knowledge that her mocking jibes excite me only makes the feeling more humiliating – which, in turn, makes my cock harder. I can feel it thickening and filling out, my blood running south as she watches.

		‘Is that it?’ she says, looking up at me. ‘Is that all there is? Please don’t tell me this is you.’

		I look down at myself, at my fully erect cock, and nod, cheeks burning. She roars with laughter. My cock pulses and throbs now.

		‘Jesus Christ!’ She wipes a tear from her eye. ‘Well, at least you have a good tongue. Dawn always says you’re good at licking her pussy. Do you like tasting her after she’s been fucked?’

		I swallow. ‘He uses a condom,’ I say. ‘I don’t… I’m not into that.’

		‘Not yet.’ Her eyes sparkle with cruelty and humor. ‘Not yet.’

		‘Can I pull these up now?’ I say, gesturing to my clothes on the floor.

		‘No, you can’t,’ she says. ‘Actually, I want you to strip. Naked. Now.’

		I hesitate for a second. She reaches forward and slaps my thigh with her palm. The impact echoes through the room. My leg explodes with sudden, stinging pain.

		‘Now,’ she says again.

		I toss my shirt to the floor and take off my socks. Tears burn in my eyes – tears of shame and tears of pain. Her hand has left a red imprint on my thigh. Here I am, naked and ashamed – and totally aroused. I can’t control it. Why is this so exciting for me?

		‘I want you to do something for me,’ she says. ‘I don’t care if you like it or not. Hell, I don’t give a flying fuck about your feelings. You and your tiny little dick don’t deserve a woman like Dawn. You can’t keep her happy with that pathetic little thing, can you? No, otherwise she’d be here right now, fucking you. Instead, she’s out with someone else, getting the big, thick cock she needs. Fuck, I would be too, if I was married to you.’

		My cock pulses and trembles at her words, vibrating in the air between us.

		‘Get on your knees,’ she says.

		I drop to the floor in front of the couch. She brings her legs around and faces me now. She grabs the bottom of her pretty dress and pulls it up to her thighs. I try to look away, but I can’t. She lifts the dress higher and higher – until I see for myself that she, like my wife, isn’t wearing any underwear.

		‘I want to find out how good your tongue is,’ she says. ‘Lick my ass.’

		I stare at her in shock. This night is nothing like I was expecting.

		Ava takes my shock for reluctance. She grabs my hair and pulls my face in between her legs. She leans back into the couch and forces my mouth into her cleft.

		‘Lick it,’ she says, hissing the words. ‘Lick my fucking asshole, you tiny dick little cuckold motherfucker.’

		My tongue flicks out and brushes her most intimate hole. She growls with pleasure, fingers still gripping my hair tightly. I taste Ava’s bitter asshole and my cock throbs again.

		‘Your wife is getting a big, fat cock in her tight pussy right now,’ she says. ‘And you’re here, eating my asshole like a little bitch. Does that turn you on? Of course it does. Cuckolds with tiny dicks like you should beg to be allowed to lick girls’ assholes. If you were a real man with a real cock, I’d let you fuck my ass. But you’ll have to make do with this, won’t you?’

		Her words are driving me fucking crazy. My tongue laps her asshole faster and faster, delving a little deeper into her crevice with each flick, causing her breathing to deepen. I grip the couch for support and feast on Ava’s ass like my life depends on it. She rolls her hips and pulls my face in deeper. I can smell her arousal. My nose is almost buried in her pink and puffy sex. She puts the wine glass down and taps her lips with that hand.

		‘See this?’ she says. ‘You’re not getting this. Not from me. Not from your wife, either. Pussy is for big dicks. Not for little boys. You might get to look, but you’ll never touch.’

		I nod, pushing my tongue deeper in her ass. She moans and teases her flowering lips with a finger, still gripping the back of my head. Her phone vibrates on the couch. She releases my head and snatches it up. She laughs.

		‘Well, well, well…’ she says. ‘It’s an update from our favorite slutty wife. Would you like to see what she’s doing right now?’

		I nod again, not stopping what I am doing. It’s humiliating and shameful and embarrassing and my cock is so fucking hard right now.

		Ava unlocks her phone and checks the message. She gasps – both at the phone and the feel of my tongue probing her asshole with furious urgency. Then she turns the screen toward me. I look up and see a picture of my wife’s face. It’s a selfie, taken up close. Her eyes gleam with delight. Her lips are stretched wide. Her mouth is filled by a big, stiff, fat cock. There is text beneath the picture. It reads, ‘Got hungry on the way to the restaurant LOL xx’

		I moan with lust at the sight of my wife sucking another man’s cock and slide my tongue up and down Ava’s tight asshole faster and faster. Ava takes the phone away, leaving the image burned into my memory. I can hear the noises Dawn is making right now as she sucks her boyfriend’s cock. I hear his moans of pleasure as she brings him closer and closer to the edge with every passing moment.

		‘Looks like I was right,’ Ava says. ‘Your wife wanted to fuck her boyfriend without you getting in the way.’

		Her fingers slowly swirl across her wet lips, seeking out the firm, sensitive nub of flesh that brings so much pleasure. She finds what she is looking for and lets out a long, low moan of satisfaction.

		‘Keep licking my ass,’ she says. ‘Don’t fucking stop.’

		My tongue moves faster now, flicking over her tight entrance, tasting her bitter excitement, delving into the entrance, and lapping all around. She moans again, her fingers gliding across her dripping pussy. Now Ava’s phone buzzes in her hand. She opens the message and groans.

		‘It’s a video,’ she says. ‘You wanna watch?’

		I moan a response.

		‘Prove it,’ she says. ‘Come on. Prove it.’

		I eat her asshole like a starving man, forcing my tongue deep into her tightest crevice and smiling up at her. I’ve never done anything like this before. Even with Dawn, I’ve only ever licked her ass while eating her pussy. But Ava has made it perfectly clear that pussy is off the menu for me.

		Ava moans louder now. She turns the phone toward me and I watch a short, looping clip of my wife. The phone is being held by her boyfriend, filming down into his lap. It’s obvious that they’re in the front seat of his car still. The video shows my wife with her head in his lap. His other hand is on the back of her head. She is taking his cock all the way to the back of her throat, and he’s forcing her to keep doing it. The clip is a few seconds long. I watch it over and over before Ava takes the phone back.

		‘Looks like she enjoys being treated like the slut she is,’ Ava says. ‘Can’t blame her, that cock looks fucking delicious. So much better than yours.’

		I groan, my tongue beginning to tire of licking and swirling around her ass. She continues to tease herself with one hand, lazily flipping through her phone, not even paying attention to me. Her lack of interest only my cock throb harder.

		After a few more minutes, my jaw begins to ache. I keep up my pace and pressure, licking and lapping at her asshole like the bitch I am, while she continues to lazily tease herself with one hand. Her breathing slowly deepens and groans of lust escape her lips. Her phones buzzes again and I look at her with a beggar’s eyes. She looks at me and laughs.

		‘Oh, this is too good,’ she says. ‘No, I’m not gonna show you this picture… yet. You wanna see what your wife is doing with him right now?’

		I nod, desperation gripping my heart.

		‘If you really want to see this picture,’ she says, ‘you’ll make me come by licking my ass.’

		She grins down at me, waiting for my response. But I don’t see any choices here. My tongue moves as fast as possible now, lapping, flicking, swirling, caressing, teasing, delving, tasting – everything fucking thing I know how to do. Ava moans, fingers teasing and toying her pussy, watching me with satisfaction in her eyes.

		‘That’s it,’ she says, ‘good little cuckold. You’re enjoying this, aren’t you? You love eating my ass while your wife sucks a big, fat cock…’

		She moans louder. I grip the couch hard and push my tongue deeper inside her asshole. Her moans rise in pitch almost immediately, fingers flicking side to side across her swollen clit with quick, deft strokes. Her breaths turn into continuous, passionate groans of pleasure. I fuck her ass with my tongue, watching her expression change as she nears a climax.

		‘Yes,’ she says, moaning the word. ‘Lick my fucking asshole you little bitch. Make me come with your tongue. I bet your little dick wishes it was big enough to fuck me…’

		She moans again, cutting her herself off. She closes her eyes and groans louder. I watch those fingers tease her firm clit with expert precision, bringing herself nearer and nearer to orgasm. Her breathing changes. Her moans grow louder.

		Ava climaxes on my couch, in the same spot a man once came down my wife’s throat. I keep licking her asshole, not daring to stop, hoping that she’ll be pleased with my performance. I give it everything I’ve got, fighting through the ache in my jaw. Her orgasm is long and loud and intense.

		‘That,’ she says, breathing hard, ‘that… good. Yeah. Good boy. I’m gonna show you the picture. Don’t stop.’

		She lifts up her phone again and turns the screen toward me. The picture displayed almost makes me gasp with shock. It’s a picture of my sweet, smiling wife, taken by her lover. My wife’s face has splashes of pearl-white come across it. Her eyes beam with both pride and arousal. The text under the picture reads, ‘Gonna go back to his to clean up, back home in an hour or two…’

		I have never come on Dawn’s face. I don’t think any man has – until now. Not only did she let him fuck her face in the front seat of his car, she let him come on her face, too. My cock trembles, desperate for release, but I keep my hands on the couch and my tongue in her ass.

		‘She’s so fucking dirty,’ Ava says, with a naughty giggle. ‘I never knew how much of a slut your wife was…’

		She drops the phone on the couch and grabs her wine glass again. She drinks it slowly, watching me lick her ass in silence for a few more long minutes.

		‘You did good,’ she says. ‘Shame your cock won’t satisfy me. Guess I’ll have to play with my toys when I get home tonight. Or maybe I could call up your wife’s boyfriend? Maybe get a booty call from the man himself, hmm?’

		The idea of my wife’s lover fucking two of the women in my life is both exciting and humiliating. She really knows how to press my buttons. She grins down at me and empties the glass.

		‘That’s good,’ she says. ‘You can stop now. Get dressed. Go wash up. And bring the rest of the bottle back with you.’

		I do as I am told, my cheeks burning and my cock throbbing. I can still taste her on my tongue.

		

		****

		

		‘So, how was your night?’ Dawn says, kicking off her shoes in the hallway. She’s still smiling, still glowing with post-sex satisfaction. Her makeup is long gone, no doubt rubbed off when she cleaned her face.

		‘We had a lot of fun,’ Ava says, shooting me a conspiratorial smile. ‘I definitely enjoyed myself. And I know Perry did, too. He was so hard all night.’

		‘Was he?’ Dawn says, dropping her bag on the table. ‘I hope he didn’t embarrass himself in front of you…’

		‘He was very well behaved,’ Ava says. She winks at me. ‘He didn’t make an ass of himself. In fact, he didn’t jerk off at all.’

		Dawn looks at me, a fake pout on her pretty lips. ‘My man saved all his come for me? How sweet… But we might have to wait until tomorrow. I’m really sore and I need to shower.’

		Ava laughs. She gives my wife a big, partly-drunk hug and a kiss on the cheek.

		‘This was a lot of fun,’ Ava says. ‘I really hope we can do this again… soon?’

		Dawn looks at me for confirmation. I nod. God, yes. The only thing more enjoyable than being cucked is being mocked by a woman like Ava at the same time.

		‘Sure,’ Dawn says. ‘Maybe next time?’

		Ava blows me a kiss.

		‘Thanks for having me, cuck,’ she says. ‘I hope you has as much fun as I did…’

		‘Yeah,’ I say, my stomach tightening. ‘Yeah, I really did. Thanks for this. It was great.’

		Ava opens the door and walks out of the house, a smile on her face. The door closes behind her.

		Dawn hugs me tight. I sniff her hair. I smell her – and him. I smell another man all over her. My cock throbs in my pants. She kisses my cheek with the mouth that brought another man to climax. I can smell him on her breath.

		‘Let’s go to bed,’ she says. ‘I wanna tell you all about my night… and I want to hear about yours, too. I hope she wasn’t too mean to you. I told her you liked to be teased, so…’

		I laugh and walk upstairs with the love of my life. The next date night can’t come soon enough.

		

		###
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		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Gone Too Far

		

		My wife sits in his lap, daring me across the table with her eyes. She wants me to do something. She wants me to stop this from happening. But I can’t. I want this to happen…

		

		It’s poker night at Tommy and Morgan’s house and all the guys are coming over for beer, cards, and mischief. When Morgan’s plans change and she comes back unexpectedly, the guys start to enjoy her company a little too much for Tommy’s comfort, but he can’t say anything to stop them.

		

		As the night slowly spirals out of control, Tommy is backed into a corner and forced to question what he truly wants his marriage to become. Will he stand up to his friends? Or will he sit and watch as everything goes too far?

		

		Julian raises his eyebrows and looks around the table. He motions toward David, asking without words if he wants to match Mark’s bet or fold the hand.

		David leans around my wife and says, ‘Tommy, buddy, I didn’t mean to upset you, man. We’re just kidding around. Your wife’s got fantastic tits. You know it. I know it. Everyone who meets her knows it.’

		I swallow hard, tasting bitterness in my throat. Was that an apology? It didn’t sound much like one.

		‘Wish my wife had big tits like yours,’ Steve says.

		‘For fuck’s sake, guys,’ I say, finally losing patience. ‘If you like them so much, why don’t you get them out?’

		The atmosphere changes again, this time seeming to grow even more tense, like a noose tightening around the six of us. For a second or two, nobody moves or says anything. Mark and Steve look at me, their faces confused and surprised in equal measure. Julian and David look at Morgan, wondering what her reaction will be.

		But I know how she’s going to react. She’ll do the same thing she always does when our little game of tease-and-take is at an end. She’ll say, Fuck off, Tommy, and we’ll all laugh and move on with our lives.

		That’s what is going to happen here.

		That’s what will happen.

		That’s what-

		My wife leans forward and says to the man beneath her, ‘Unzip me.’

		I flinch. Nobody notices. All eyes turn to Morgan and David. My stomach melts inside me, leaving an empty, hollow space. How can she be doing this? In front of them? Why is she doing this? She’s gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding, gotta be kidding…

		David reaches up to the zip at the back of her dress, the very same zipper I touched a few hours ago, and gently eases it down. The fabric parts and loosens around her chest.

		Any second now, she’s going to laugh and tell him to stop. Any second now. Any second.

		But she doesn’t. David stops pulling the zipper and Morgan grabs the front and pulls her dress open. Her bare breasts spill out; large, rounded, heavy orbs with wide pink areolas and hard, suckable nipples. There is an intake of breath from the table. Grins widen. The atmosphere thickens with adult lust.

		‘Honey?’ I say, unable to believe what’s just happened.

		‘What?’ she says, with a nonchalant shrug. ‘You told me to do it.’

		I point to the other guys, silently asking if she’s forgotten we have company here right now. She raises an eyebrow, daring me to say something, daring me to order her out of the room, daring me to be a man.

		But I don’t. I sit there opposite her, my insides squirming with shame and jealousy and wild indignation, and I let all my friends stare at her body.

		‘Come on, boys,’ she says, gesturing toward the table. ‘Play on.’
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Nothing Personal

		

		‘Don’t take this the wrong way or nothing, but I’m probably gonna screw your girl tonight.’

		

		Ryan is trying to have fun, but it’s not working. He’s at a party with his new girlfriend, Gina, surrounded by people he doesn’t know. It’s not going great, but he’s sticking it out for Gina.

		

		But then a stranger comes along and says that he will be sleeping with Gina tonight. Ryan has no idea who this guy is, or why he’s going to seduce another man’s girl. All Ryan wants to do is take care of his date and get out of this house – but where is Gina? She’s been missing for a while now…

		

		The bathroom door is at the far end of the hallway. It’s closed tight. A couple of people stand outside, waiting their turn. I push past them and hammer on the door with my fist.

		‘Come on!’ I say. ‘You still in there?’

		Desperation rises like a balloon inside me. My heart starts to beat faster, becoming erratic. I think I’m going to have a heart attack. What the fuck is going on behind this door? I hammer the wood again. This time the door rattles in the frame.

		‘Settle down, bro,’ says a guy behind me. ‘You’re gonna break the door.’

		I clench my fists and stare at the door, wondering how hard I need to hit this to break it. I could do that. Kick open the door and carry Gina out like a hero. My leg twitches in anticipation. Ready to start kicking. Ready to smash the door to pieces.

		The lock clicks open. I stand back, fists clenched, ready to leap into action. A young woman pulls the door open and stands in front of me, confusion on her face.

		‘What’s going on?’ she says, slurring badly.

		I push past her and look around. The bathroom is empty.

		‘Where’s Gina?’ I say.

		‘Who?’

		‘The other girl!’

		‘There’s no one else,’ she says, wrinkling her nose at me. She walks out of the room and staggers along the hallway. I follow her out and the next person heads into the bathroom and shuts the door.

		Panic seizes me. Where is Gina? What’s she doing? There’s no other way upstairs, so we can’t have missed each other. She’s gotta be around here somewhere. Somewhere.

		I glance off to my left. The hallway continues in that direction for a few feet, with two closed doors at either side near the end. A knee-high gate has been erected in the middle of the hallway, the kind of barrier you’d use to prevent a small dog or a baby from accessing an unsafe area. Nobody is stood around in that direction. Those must be the bedrooms, the only places off-limits to partygoers.

		The bedrooms.

		I stride down the hall and step over the gate without moving it. The sounds of the party fall away, replaced the sound of my pounding heart and rushing blood. Terror grips my chest with icy talons. I turn to the door on the left and push it open. Nothing. Just a dark bedroom beyond, the furniture covered in shadows and the drapes pulled across a wide window.

		Stepping back, I close the door and turn to face the other room. I grab the handle and turn it quickly and throw the door open.

		I see Gina in the dull orange light of a small reading lamp. She’s facing me. On all fours. On a king size bed. Fingers gripping the bed sheets. Shirt on. Jeans off. Eyes rolled back in her head. Mouth open in a wide O. Body rocking back and forth. She sees me without seeing me. A passionate groan escapes her lips.

		The shock of seeing her like this takes me a moment to register the rest of the room. After a few long seconds, I realize that she isn’t alone. There’s a man behind her. A man I’ve only met once. A man I recognize immediately due to his massive, bulky frame.
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Reunion

		

		Who is this guy and why is my wife so excited to see him?

		

		Liam and Nicole are heading out to a charming cabin retreat for Nicole’s high school reunion. It promises to be a fun event – reminiscing, drinking, dancing, the works.

		

		But Nicole only has eyes for one man tonight. Instead of remaining at her husband’s side, she’s all over a handsome guy named Damon. As Liam tries to win back his wife’s affections, he learns all about Damon and his history with Nicole. Liam needs to move fast, before his wife does something she can never take back…

		

		‘I’m married,’ she says. ‘I’m married.’

		‘I know,’ he says. ‘I don’t care.’

		‘I have a husband,’ she says, in a low, soft groan. Not a denial, or even a statement of fact. More an admission of guilt.

		‘If he was good enough, you wouldn’t be here.’

		I want to leave. I want to go back to the cabin and scream and punch the walls and get in the car and drive home. But I’m pinned to the wet ground, held in place by some invisible force. I can’t move.

		She makes that soft, passionate groan again. I hear the bed creak. Then I see movement.

		Damon comes into my view, walking around the bed. He can’t see me in this hidden spot and doesn’t even glance in my direction. He’s taken off his suit jacket. His shirt hangs open, the buttons halfway undone, exposing his smooth chest. I can see a shadow running along his pants from his bulging excitement.

		‘If want to do this,’ he says, standing at the bed and turning his back to me, ‘then you’re going to have to make it up to me.’

		‘How do I do that?’ Nicole says in a passionate, breathy voice.

		‘Like you used to.’

		She makes that naughty giggle again. The bed creaks as she crawls across the bed toward him and I finally see her face for the first time. My hand grips my mouth tighter. I want to call out to her, or scream in rage, or something, but I don’t want to stop this. The scene playing out between my wife and this asshole is tearing me in two, but I don’t want to stop it. I can’t bring myself to stop it.

		Nicole kneels on the bed. She’s wearing the same dress as before, but now it looks different. Rumpled and creased. Like it’s been pawed at by firm hands. The dress is pulled down a little lower, exposing the swell of her breasts and the edge of her bra.

		She is smiling that wicked, playful smile. The smile she saves for me in the moments before we take our clothes off and get naughty. A smile I thought was only for me.

		He grabs her throat with one hand and holds her. I watch her body melt to his touch. She makes that soft, passionate sigh again, her body limp and ready.

		‘You remember how you used to make it up to me, don’t you?’ he says. He traces a thumb over her lips.

		Nicole nods, her eyes fixed on his. He pushes her down on the bed and grabs her. He pulls her around, until she’s on her back, head over the edge. She’s smiling. She loves it.

		I’ve never pushed her around. I’ve never pulled her body across the bed and positioned her like that. I wouldn’t even dream of it.

		My fists clench in impotent rage as I watch him unzip his fly. My wife giggles with delight as he reaches into his pants and withdraws his semi-erect manhood. Even now, in this half-state, I can tell he’s bigger than me. I get a stab of jealous rage in my heart when I see her eyes light up at the sight of it.

		‘Fuck,’ she says in a breathy sigh. ‘I forgot how big you were.’

		‘No, you didn’t,’ he says. She plants a gently, tender kiss on his shaft. ‘Is your husband as big as me? Or is he as pathetic as he looks?’

		‘He’s nowhere near as big as you.’

		The knife plunges into my heart again. I don’t know what worse – the fact that she just said that, or the way she’s looking at his length. She kisses his hardening member again and again, gently, lovingly. She worships his swelling cock with her lips, cooing and sighing and rubbing it on her face until he stands fully erect. This fucking asshole has at least an inch – maybe two – on me. I’m not sure if that hurts more than the fact that my wife is the one making him so hard.

		‘Open your mouth,’ he says.

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		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 her climax. But here she’s gasping for him – with her need for him.

		She looks at me with glazed, lusty eyes. She beckons me closer with a finger. She wants me to be a part of this moment, too. I go to her – to them – and she pulls me in for a kiss. I taste her. I taste him on her. I smell him on her. She groans again, softer this time. I feel him moving next to me, kissing her neck, roaming her body with his hands, feeling her familiar curves and hollows for the first time all over again.

		‘Oh, fuck,’ Ellie says, letting me go for a moment. ‘Why the hell haven’t we done this sooner?’

		I try to think up some witty response, but I have nothing to say. I am utterly speechless.

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Sharing is Caring

		

		My wife crosses the room and kneels between his legs, a naughty smile on her face…

		

		Larry is trying to help his best friend cope with yet another explosive break-up, but Peter’s sulking and reminiscing is getting in the way of naughty fun with his wife, Meghan.

		

		As the couple slowly help their friend get over his failed relationship, they start to take things in a new and highly erotic direction. What kind of man wouldn’t help his buddy move on? And what kind of wife could turn that offer down?

		

		Peter finishes his beer. Meghan hops out of my lap and takes the empty can from him. As she turns to walk away, she drops the can on the floor and bends over to pick it up. There is nothing innocent about this movement. She looks me in the eyes, a smile on her face, her breasts damn near hanging out of the shirt, while her tight ass is pointed straight at my best friend’s face.

		I look into her eyes and receive another one of those psychic messages.

		I’m a naughty girl.

		I raise an eyebrow, letting her know I understand what she’s telling me. My wicked wife, my slutty paramour, my deviant soulmate, wants to play a game.

		Meghan walks through the room, back to the kitchen. I watch Peter’s eyes glance at her seductively swaying butt, before he looks away, ashamed at himself for checking out another man’s wife. I smile to myself and drink a little more beer. Game on, Peter.

		‘How did you get all the luck?’ Peter says, keeping his voice low. ‘I get the wild, emotional girls, you wind up marrying the hottest woman I’ve ever met.’

		I shrug and say, ‘She’s a keeper. Gotta keep her happy. Gotta keep her satisfied. But that’s part of the fun, right?’

		Peter meets my gaze and returns my smile as Meghan return with two fresh beers. She gives one to Peter and bends down – giving me a generous view of her ass – and kisses him on the cheek. He blushes and giggles like a naughty child. She walks back across the room and returns to my lap.

		‘What are you boys talking about?’ she says, affecting an innocent tone in her voice.

		‘I was just telling Peter how I enjoy keeping you satisfied,’ I say, my hand once again finding her tight ass. ‘Peter said how hot you are.’

		Peter blushes again, his cheeks turning wine-red.

		‘I wasn’t checking you out,’ he says, raising his hands in protest. ‘I just… I made a comment.’

		Meghan laughs, enjoying how flustered he’s getting. She settles into me and pulls my arm away from her ass, around her waist. My hand cups her firm breast, but she doesn’t stop me. Peter’s eyes see me casually holding Meghan’s breast. He smiles, still blushing, and opens his beer, using the can to hide his face.

		‘It’s okay, Pete,’ she says. ‘I don’t mind other guys looking. Neither does Larry, do you, hun?’

		‘Not at all,’ I say, with a shrug. ‘I have no problem with you checking out my wife. Do you like what you see?’

		Peter nods, swallowing a mouthful of beer, eyes wide with surprise.

		‘Y-yeah,’ he says.

		‘You’ve always checked me out,’ Meghan says. ‘Don’t act surprised, of course I noticed.’

		I start to gently squeeze and massage her breasts in full view of my best friend. His eyes follow my fingers, watching me gently knead and tease Meghan’s breasts. The color slowly fades from his cheeks. His eyes begin to glaze over with excitement and arousal.

		‘Can you keep a secret, Peter?’ she says.

		Peter nods, the beer nestled between his legs, forgotten.

		‘Are you sure?’ Meghan says.

		Peter draws an X over his heart with a finger.

		Meghan squeezes my wrist, sending me another psychic message. I read it loud and clear in the quiet of the room.

		Shall we?

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Cash, Grass, or Ass

		

		‘The three things a trucker wants from hitchers like you,’ he says, ‘are cash, grass, or ass.’

		

		Sam and Kirsten have been dating for eighteen months but things aren’t going so well. In a last-ditch effort to get back on track, Sam has persuaded Kirsten to take a road trip with him, where he hopes to rekindle their earlier romance.

		

		During their trip, their car breaks down. Stranded and out of options, the two accept a ride from a passer trucker, who explains to them the rules of the road and how he expects to be paid back for giving them a ride…

		

		‘What do you mean?’ I say.

		‘You know exactly what I mean,’ Dayton says. ‘You gotta give up something. You don’t got money and you don’t got any smokes… that leaves your body.’

		‘Me?’ I say, horrified.

		Dayton laughs, ‘No, not you, dipshit! I’m talking about your girl here.’

		Now Kirsten reacts. She turns to face the big trucker. All I can see is the back of her head, but he looks at her face and he smiles at what he sees.

		‘How about it?’ he says. ‘I been with plenty of pretty hitchers like you in my time.’

		‘Kirsten!’ I say. ‘We can’t! I mean, you can’t!’

		Now she turns to me. Her face is set. Determined. Stony.

		‘We wouldn’t be in this mess if you’d just stuck to the main road,’ she says.

		‘What?’ I say, feeling a fist slamming into my gut. ‘You’re not seriously even thinking about this, right?’

		She looks at me with a glare so sharp it almost cuts my face.

		‘What choice do we have?’ she says.

		My jaw drops open. That cannonball of worry in my gut grows into a bowling ball of dread. My beautiful girlfriend is seriously considering doing something – anything – sexual with this total goddamn stranger.

		‘We have money!’ I say, leaning around to yell at the man in the driver’s seat. ‘We can give you gas money!’

		‘When?’ he says. ‘Now?’

		‘No,’ I say. ‘But if there’s an ATM at this town, then…’

		Dayton laughs again. This time there’s a hint of mockery to the sound. You stupid, useless college boy, that laugh says.

		‘There ain’t no ATMs where we’re going,’ he says. ‘You either got cash on you – right now – or you need to make a choice.’

		Kirsten looks at me again with piercing eyes filled with accusation. You should have listened to me, she is saying. This is all your fault.

		I meet her eyes, heart sinking in my chest. The bowling ball in my gut crushes me down into the seat. I glance through the window, thinking maybe we could run for it, but the dusty road whips beneath too fast for heroics or stunt dives.

		‘Tell you what,’ Dayton says, ‘I’m a gentleman, I’ll make it real easy for you.’

		He eases the brakes and slowly brings the truck to a stop. I look around at the deep, dark forest, a picturesque image now painted with shadows and gloom. The sky is now a shade of deep crimson-purple.

		‘Here ya go,’ Dayton says. ‘You can either get out and walk, or we can make a deal. What’s it gonna be?’ I look from the road to Kirsten’s face and back again. She says nothing. ‘But I gotta warn ya, it’s at least twenty miles back to your car, and forty to the town. You ain’t getting nowhere safe before nightfall.’

		‘Bears,’ Kirsten says in a timid voice.

		‘And bears,’ Dayton says, nodding. ‘It don’t bother me what you do, but I’d hate to stay up late tonight worrying about the two of you.’

		He falls silent, letting us think. My mind whirrs, but can’t get into gear. I feel like the clogged engine of my car – chug-chug-chug. No ideas come to mind. We have no cash. We have no grass. The only thing we have that he’s willing to trade this ride for is my girlfriend.

		‘Alright,’ Kirsten says.

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		Cuckoldress:

		You Wanted This

		

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

		

		Emily is on the verge of fulfilling her husband Andrew’s greatest fantasy – to have sex with another man. But before she can take her date to the next level, Andrew calls, unsure if he can really go through with this.

		

		Although her husband has his doubts, Emily has never been so sure of herself. She wants to go through with this – even if Andrew is on the phone, listening to every filthy moment…

		

		‘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?’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		Cuckoldress:

		Hubby Bends Over

		

		'Don't look at me like that, honey,' she says. 'We both know where this toy is going...'

		

		Megan knows what it feels like to control a man in mind, body and spirit. For her, the thrill comes from breaking a man and forcing him to yield everything he has. She’s been a cuckoldress for most of her marriage to Josh, but their relationship is about to change forever.

		

		Tonight, Josh is going to learn the real truth about power and control. This submissive cuckold husband is going to bend over and take it like a man.

		

		‘Oh, look at you,’ I say, taunting him, ‘look how easily you suck that cock! Are you sure you’ve never done this before?’

		He shakes his head, the collar jingling like chimes.

		‘No?’ I say. ‘Not even once? I can imagine you at a rest stop bathroom, sucking dick through a glory hole. I bet you would love that.’

		Before he can respond, I push the dildo further into his mouth, until every purple inch is buried between his lips. His eyes water with the effort of not choking. My sweet little husband has six inches of my girl cock in his throat.

		‘Come on,’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his short hair. ‘Show me how thankful you are. I bought this cock for you! I’m not gonna suck it.’

		I start to move his head back and forth, forcing him to fellate the dildo. After a few moments, he gets the idea and starts moving on his own, sucking my cock like a good bitch. A tear rolls down his face.

		‘Do you like the taste of my cock?’ I say.

		He doesn’t answer. I pull the cock out of his mouth and slap him hard across the cheek with my free hand.

		‘Hey, cocksucker!’ I say, pulling the chain tight and forcing him to look up at me. ‘I asked you a fucking question! Do you like the taste of my cock?’

		‘Yes Goddess,’ he says, panting, spit and drool leaking from the corners of his mouth.

		I pull his head toward me again, shoving the dildo to the back of his throat. He takes it all like a good little bitch, hands at his sides, even when she starts to make those cute gagging noises. My boyfriends love hearing me make those sounds when I deepthroat their cocks. I can see why. It’s fucking adorable hearing someone put your own pleasure before their ability to breathe.

		Josh bobs his head back and forth, his lips dragging up and down the shaft. I watch his spit slowly coat the purple shaft. After a few moments, I begin to get bored. He’s just going through the motions. I want him to enjoy it.

		‘Come on, you worthless bitch!’ I say, grabbing a fistful of his hair, seeing pain contort his face. ‘Suck it better! Pretend you’re sucking my boyfriend’s cock!’

		He starts to move a little faster now, beginning to get the hang of giving a blowjob. I see his tongue flick out and around the shaft as he moves his head at different speeds and angles.

		‘That’s it, just like that,’ I say, stroking his hair with affection. ‘You’re good little cocksucker, aren’t you?’

		He makes a throaty groan of agreement. I let him move at his own pace for a few moments, until I’m sure he’s well acquainted with the size and thickness of my toy. Then I tug the chain a couple of times, pulling him deeper onto the shaft. He looks up at me each time, tears filling his eyes. He looks so adorable like that – on his knees, wearing a collar and panties and stockings, his cock all caged up and a helpless look on his face. It’s enough to make a girl weak at the knees – shame I’m not the kind of girl who gets weak at the knees.

		‘You’re good at this,’ I say, teasing him. ‘I want you to get my cock nice and wet. We both know where this is going next, don’t we?’
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		Cuckoldress:

		Love, Honor & Obey

		

		I’m the luckiest woman on earth. I have a man who loves me and satisfies my heart and mind, and another who satisfies my body and soul. It’s the perfect arrangement…

		

		It’s the night of Kayla and Jerry’s wedding, but this couple won’t be celebrating in the usual while. While most newlyweds spend the wedding night locked in passion with one another, this couple enjoy a very different lifestyle – one that their best man is going to enjoy to the full!

		

		He watches me in both fascination and horror as I slide the rings into place over his manhood. The metal touches his bare skin and he gasps in shock. The device fits snug over his length, trapping him completely inside. The cage snaps into place around the base of his cock, cupping his balls at the same time. He moans in defeat and pain, the freezing metal rings gripping him tight. Then I close the loop, trapping his penis in this tiny, freezing cold prison. I run my hand lovingly over the cage and his shaved groin, enjoying the way he shudders at my touch.

		‘This is so much better,’ I say. ‘Don’t you feel relieved? Now you don’t even have to think about your dick, it’s not even a factor in your life anymore. I think I’m going to leave that on until our anniversary.’

		I stand up. Lucas releases Jerry. Tears of pain, shame, and humiliation roll down my husband’s cheeks. I grab Jerry’s hands and hold them tight.

		‘I love you, Jerry,’ I say. ‘My perfect, sweet little cuckold.’

		‘I love you too,’ he says, his throat tight with emotion. Is he happy, I wonder, or does he now regret introducing me to his kink? Doesn’t matter either way. I’m enjoying myself, and that’s what turns him on the most.

		Lucas steps into place, between us and to the side, like the official did earlier when we exchanged our vows. He smiles, looking between us, and launches into his speech.

		‘We are gathered here to celebrate the cuckolding of my best friend,’ he says. ‘I’ve known Jerry for almost my whole life now, and I couldn’t be more thrilled that he’s found a woman like Kayla – someone who understands his needs and fulfils his every need. It also helps that she gives the best blowjobs I’ve ever had!’

		Lucas and I laugh. Jerry smiles, still holding my hands.

		‘Now, Jerry,’ Lucas says. ‘Do you promise to love, honor and obey your wife in all aspects both inside and outside the bedroom?’

		‘I do,’ Jerry says.

		‘And do you, Kayla, promise to do everything in your power to make all Jerry’s fantasies come true?’

		‘I do,’ I say, smiling like a blushing bride at my husband.

		‘Then it gives me great pleasure to pronounce you cuckold and hotwife,’ Lucas says. ‘You may kiss the bride… if she wants.’

		Jerry leans forward. I turn my head and let him kiss my cheek.

		‘Thank you,’ he whispers. ‘This is… I can’t even tell you.’

		‘We’re not finished yet,’ I say. ‘Go bring that chair over here.’

		Jerry grabs the visitor’s chair from near the window and drags it to us, leaving little lines in the carpet. He sits down, his face coming up to my waist. Perfect.

		‘I want you to do something for me, honey,’ I say. ‘I want you to read your vows, the ones you said earlier, while I suck Lucas’s cock.’
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