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		The sound of Reagan’s passionate moans is music to my ears. It’s like listening to the most beautiful orchestra in the world, playing a wonderfully emotional song. She rises in pitch and volume, steadily nearing a crescendo. She eases off, panting hard for breath. She wails and moans and I hear the wet smack of skin-on-skin. My wife’s pleasure is the greatest sound on earth… and she’s always so much louder when I’m not in the room.

		It’s no surprise that she prefers my best friend’s cock to mine. He’s everything that I’m not – bigger, thicker, able to last longer. Hell, even his body and attitude toward sex is better than mine. What kind of husband would I be if I didn’t let them fuck whenever they wanted? I look after her emotional needs. He takes care of all her physical desires.

		Her moans reach a fever pitch now. I can hear them so clearly, even through the wall. I’m naked in the guest bedroom, ear pressed to the wall, cock straining against the plastic cage she makes me wear whenever Brandon comes over – an event that’s getting more and more regular these days. I swear that he’s fucked my wife more in the past few months than I have in the three years we’ve been married.

		And why shouldn’t he? Brandon is a much better lover than I am and she clearly loves his cock. Why shouldn’t they spend time together once, twice, even three times a week? Only an asshole would deny his wife something that made her happy, and I’m not an asshole. I want whatever makes her smile – even if that means giving her to someone else for a couple of hours a week.

		I’m sure that most husbands wouldn’t be able to handle this. Most husbands would want to be the one having sex with their wives or at the very least be standing in the room with them. Being left out in the cold like this would be enough to break any man. But I’m stronger than that. I know my place. I know my limits. Reagan has been upfront and totally clear about her needs. It was my suggestion that she find someone else to satisfy her sexual desires. The last thing I wanted was to drive a wedge between us because I couldn’t perform at a good enough level to please her. I was shocked at first when she asked if Brandon could be that man – not only was Brandon my best friend, but we had all known each other for years.

		At first, I was reluctant to cross that line. The idea of letting her have sex with someone else was daunting enough, but letting her have sex with my best friend was something else entirely. It would be the ultimate act of sacrifice, the deepest, most intense betrayal of intimacy I could ever imagine.

		Now – as I kneel on the guest room floor, desperately playing with the cage around my cock, listening to Reagan’s wild cries of passion – I know we made the right decision. From the moment they first connected, their chemistry was obvious to us all. I suddenly found myself wondering how long Reagan and Brandon had wanted to fuck each other. It was like years of pent-up tension and need and frustration had boiled over and I watched them make love over and over and over again. That was when I knew that this was the right choice. I couldn’t do half the things he could. I couldn’t even imagine half the things he did to her that first night. My fate was sealed and all three of us loved it.

		I’ll never forget the way Reagan looked at me while he pushed her down on all fours and started pounding her from behind yet again. She had never been fucked so well in her life and I knew it, too. I could tell from the look in her eyes, from the way her expression was clouded over in total bliss and satisfaction. She wanted me to know that Brandon was a better lover than me in every way possible. The look in her eyes told me so much more than her words or a moan of pleasure ever could. She was in heaven.

		I loved the look in her eyes. One of the most agonizing things about our arrangement nowadays – where they both banish me from the room in order to ‘enjoy each other properly’ with me looking over at them like a forlorn pet – is the fact that I can’t see her expression right now. Only he can. My best friend is looking into my wife’s eyes right now and that expression of absolute erotic satisfaction and desire is looking right back at him. My stomach churns with jealousy.

		Reagan’s wild moans subside for a moment, replaced by the steady squeak of our bed and the rhythmic tapping of the headboard hitting the wall. The silence sends a ripple of agony through me. What are they doing right now? Why is it so quiet? I know they haven’t finished. My buddy is usually pretty vocal during his climax – as is my wife, for that matter. More vocal than she ever was with me. In fact, most of them time when we had sex, Reagan’s response was always a disappointed, ‘Oh… well, rest up and we’ll try again later.’ But when Brandon climaxes, my wife is usually exhausted and beyond satisfied, yet still craving more. Just another way that he’s superior to me.

		The silence of our house is unsettling to me. They’re being pretty quiet together right now. No moans or sighs or excited laughter. What are they doing in there? Not knowing is always far, far worse than knowing.

		I get up from the floor and tread as quietly as possible across to the open door. I strain my ears, listening for anything. But there is no sound. Not even the headboard or the bed. Nothing. I have to know what’s going on. I need to. It’s driving me crazy.

		I creep out into the hallway, listening as hard as possible. Still nothing from the other room – from our bedroom. The only small mercy about my situation right now is that they’ve both agreed to leave the bedroom door open a couple of inches to let me hear them better. I can use this to my advantage right now.

		There are certain places along the hallway where the floorboards creak. I carefully step around and over these spots, keeping my balance with a hand on the wall, always watching the barely-open door. Still can’t hear anything. The lovers are silent together. Utterly silent. My heart races. They don’t like it when I watch them – not anymore, not since they decided that their sex life was ‘private time’ – but I have to know what’s happening right now. The silence is killing me. Listening to her moans and screams is one thing, but this absence of noise is something else.

		I reach the bedroom door. As always, it’s ajar by a couple of inches. I crouch down on the floor, naked but for the tiny prison keeping my manhood in strict check, and put my eye to the cracked doorway.

		The bedroom is a mess of passion and lust. Crumpled clothes lie tossed on the floor here and there. At least three condom wrappers have been discarded and forgotten. The smell of intense sex – sweat, body fluids, burning rubber – fills my nostrils. I see two used condoms dumped on the cabinet next to my side of the bed.

		But the real sight is in the mirror on the wall. It’s angled perfectly right now, giving me a full, uncluttered view of the bed and its occupants. The sight makes the cage constrict my penis in a painful fist.

		My wife and my best friend are both totally naked together. Brandon is underneath. Reagan is on top. She is lying with her back on him, breasts out in the open air, his hands freely grabbing and squeezing them. His sheathed cock is buried inside her. They are kissing passionately, her neck bent at an awkward angle. I know how much she loves this position – but only with him. My manhood is nowhere near big enough to stay inside her at this angle. But Brandon’s extra inches ensure that his cock remains deep in her trembling, sticky sex, even though she’s lying backward on top of him. His hairy legs are between hers, keeping them spread wide open, granting me an amazing view of their intimacy. A golden chain is around her neck catching the light every time she moves. A single key hangs from the chain – the key to my penis’s prison.

		I swallow hard. That’s why she’s stopped making any noise. She must have just climaxed. I know the rhythms of her body well enough to understand that Reagan is probably overloaded with stimulation right now. Her sex must be too tight and too sensitive to continue for a moment. They’ll resume soon enough, but right now they can’t bear to be apart.

		My breath catches in my throat. Everything about this scene is both wonderfully erotic and excruciatingly humiliating. They’ve already fucked several times tonight, but they can’t stop. My wife is so exhausted that they’ve taken a break, but he’s still inside her. They’re fucking in my bed – the one Reagan insisted that I pay for, even though it was more expensive than all the others – and leaving their mess on my side. But the real kicker is watching them kiss. The passion. The enthusiasm. The lust. They almost look as if they’re in love with each other.

		That thought makes my chest tight. What would I do if Reagan left me for him? I couldn’t stop her. Hell, the thought alone excites me almost as much as the sight of them locking lips together in the bed I paid for using my own hard-earned money. If she wanted to leave me, she would. But so far she hasn’t. I guess that’s a win for me.

		‘Are you done creeping around?’

		The sound of Reagan’s voice makes me flinch. I look into the mirror and see her staring back at me, one eyebrow raised in displeasure. I fumble for the right words, the right apology to make, but she bends her finger and beckons me to enter the room.

		I stand up and walk in there, a meek expression on my face. The picture of Reagan and I on our wedding day is face down on her makeup table.

		My wife sits up with a groan of pleasure, Brandon’s manhood shifting position insider her, and looks me dead in the eyes. Her lips are wet and slick. Her hair is a mess. Her perfectly waxed mound – at his insistence and my expense, naturally – gleams with juices. The smell of their lovemaking is overpowering.

		‘Any reason why you’re spying on us?’ she says, before adding, ‘You fucking pervert.’

		‘Well, I, uh…’ My mind is blank. A few seconds ago, I had a real, valid, legitimate reason to peek through the doorway. But now my excuses all sound pathetic and empty, even in my own mind. ‘It was quiet, so I worried about… uh…’

		‘It was quiet,’ Reagan says, her tone both imitating and mocking me at the same time. ‘So that gives you the right to perv on us?’

		I shake my head quickly. Brandon’s hands drift over my wife’s ass and hips. I don’t know how he has the willpower to remain still and silent underneath her like this. If it was me, I’d be desperately fucking her like crazy. I guess that’s another reason why he deserves the privilege of being her lover, while I’m locked and discarded.

		‘No,’ she says. ‘That’s right. We’ll talk about your punishment later. But right now… right now you can do something for us.’

		I almost squeal with excitement. It takes me a couple of seconds to get my body back under control and wipe the gleefully hopeful expression from my face. But it doesn’t matter. Reagan has already seen my eagerness and desperation. She smiles at me, looking like the cruel queen in a fairy tale – but sitting on a big, thick cock instead of a throne.

		‘We’ve been talking,’ she says. She says we, but she means herself and Brandon. I am not part of that we. ‘And we’ve been using condoms for a while now, like you insisted. But we’re bored of that. So, we’ve decided that we don’t want to use them anymore.’

		My eyes widen. I glance down between her legs. Brandon’s powerful manhood is still deep inside her, the condom stretched and straining around his meaty shaft.

		‘From now on,’ Reagan continues, drawing my eyes back to her face, the only person in this house who will condoms is you – that is, if I even want to fuck you.’

		I’m breathing hard. My thoughts are all over the place. I’m glancing around the room seeing everything – used condoms, discarded clothes, our hidden wedding photo, his big cock buried deep inside my wife – and seeing nothing at the same time. They’ve always used condoms together. I insisted on it. Now they both want to take that final step, to truly become a couple while I watch from the side lines. And the ultimate humiliation – she wants to take him bare, while my cock is wrapped up. He gets the satisfaction of emptying his load inside my wife, but I do not.

		‘God,’ I say, in a low, tight voice. I’m torn. This is everything I want from her, the ultimate, most humiliating thing a cuckold can experience and yet even the thought of her ruining me to such a degree makes my stomach churn.

		And to think she was once shy and unsure about sharing herself with another man!

		‘Look at me,’ she says. I look into her pretty, gleaming eyes. ‘This isn’t about you, Joel. This is about me. This is about my happiness and my pleasure and my body. This is what I want. It doesn’t matter if you say no, we’re still going to do it.’

		I swallow hard. My throat is tight.

		‘But if you say yes,’ she says, that cruel smile growing again, her hand stroking the key around her neck, ‘we’ll make it worth your while. Whaddya say, Joel? You wanna let me do this, or you gonna be a bitch about it?’

		What kind of a choice do I have? I either go along with what she wants, or I’ll never have any kind of sexual pleasure from their relationship again. At least this way I can still pretend to be involved.

		‘Okay,’ I say. ‘Okay, sure. If that’s what you want, then it’s fine with me.’

		She smiles. This time she doesn’t look so cruel. My wife is genuinely delighted at my meek acceptance of this new status quo. She slowly lifts up, until Brandon’s magnificent cock is fully exposed and slips out of her. They both sigh with pleasure.

		‘We’re starting now,’ Reagan says. She points at me and then at Brandon’s dripping wet member. ‘Take off the condom.’

		‘Me?’

		‘Take off the condom,’ she says, her voice level and her gaze steady.

		It all suddenly becomes clear to me. This is what she wants. The ultimate act of submission. The final step on our journey to becoming a fully-fledged cuckold marriage. She wants me to take off her lover’s condom so he can pump his seed into her unprotected womb.

		A thousand thoughts race through my mind, fighting for supremacy. This is so hot! When did she get so powerful? This is what I want! Was this his idea or hers? Do I really want to do this? Is she on birth control? Why am I so turned on by this?

		But above it all, one singular thought dominates my mind – the image of her swollen, wet pussy, leaking with his creamy load.

		That thought overpowers me. I step up to the edge of the bed. Kneel down. Reach out with my hand.

		‘Good boy,’ Reagan says.

		I grasp Brandon’s cock. My heart trembles for a moment. This is the first penis I’ve ever touched that wasn’t my own. I can feel the difference between his powerful, masculine manhood and my own. His is not just bigger, thicker, harder, etc. – Brandon’s cock has a power to it; a sense of alpha male vitality that pulses and throbs in my hand, even through the latex wrapping keeping his essence contained.

		My wife watches me closely, her eyes gleaming with excitement. I try to push the condom up Brandon’s shaft, but it’s stretched tight by his size and won’t roll easily. After a moment, I’m forced to use both hands to carefully hold his cock and ease the condom loose. I hear Brandon chuckling to himself as the sheathe finally comes free. The sound of his casual amusement is almost as humiliating as the feel of his bare cock in my hands.

		Reagan purrs with happiness. She strokes his cock in front of me. Her fingers don’t reach all the way around his thickness.

		‘Keep hold of the condom,’ she says. ‘It’s covered in my pussy and you love my pussy, don’t you?’

		I nod.

		My wife swings her leg out and mounts Brandon again, this time turning her back on me to face him. She arches her back, showing me her swollen, puffy pinks lips and her gaping sex.

		‘Put him in me,’ she says.

		I wince. Thankfully neither of them see it. I keep the condom gripped tight in one hand and grasp his thick shaft again with the other. Reagan wiggles her hips, teasing me with her aching, open entrance. I haven’t seen it this close in a long, long time. I haven’t been inside her in a long time, either. I have never made her womanhood look like this. And I never will.

		My wife eases back. The tip of Brandon’s penis brushes her lips. I hold his shaft steady. She sinks down and the head of his thick bare cock plunges inside my wife. My chest tightens. How can something so beautiful be so painful to watch?

		‘Oh, my fucking God,’ Reagan says, her voice a sing-song moan of passion I’ve never heard before, ‘this feels so much better.’

		She lowers herself and takes his whole length inside. I let go and sit back, watching in fascination and stomach-churning horror. They look so good together. So perfect. Why is she still married to me when she has him in her life?

		They kiss loudly, lips and tongues smacking together. The sound is almost drowned out by the wet gliding of her pussy up and down his hard length. Brandon grabs her ass and opens her cheeks to me. My wife’s tight asshole winks as she starts to rise and fall in his lap, taking him all the way inside with every stroke. My eyes are glued to his shaft. I can’t stop watching. His cock gleams with my wife’s creamy juices. Her lips grip his manhood tight, stretching open wider and wider as she sinks down to the base again and again. It’s the best and worst sight in the world.

		‘Are you watching?’ Reagan says over her shoulder.

		‘Yes.’

		‘Do something useful and lick my ass.’

		I almost leap forward, desperate to be able to please my goddess wife. I lean over the bed, my face so close to their passionate lovemaking, and bury my face in her asshole. My tongue laps at her tightest hole with fierce, intense need. I haven’t been allowed to lick anything other than her feet for months.

		The taste of my wife’s asshole is divine. Her pussy juices have flowed everywhere, allowing me to taste her lust as I feverishly devour her butt. She moans and keeps riding Brandon.

		‘This feels so good,’ she says again. ‘I can’t believe we haven’t done this sooner…’

		Brandon groans in response.

		‘Are you gonna come in me?’ she says. ‘Are you gonna fill my pussy up?’

		‘Yes,’ he says, groaning. ‘I’m gonna fucking come in you.’

		‘You hear that?’ Reagan says to me now. ‘He’s gonna come inside my bare pussy, Joel. You want that?’

		I nod, my tongue buried in her hot, puckered asshole.

		‘Say it!’ she says. ‘Beg him to fill me up!’

		‘Please come in my wife!’ I say. My fist is clenched tight around the condom he used to wear. My tongue laps her asshole as though it’s the last thing I will ever do. ‘Fill her up. She needs it so bad!’

		Brandon moans. Even that sound is more masculine and powerful than my own groans of pleasure. He grips Reagan’s ass tighter and starts pumping her hard. She moans and cries out his name. I continue pleasuring her butt with my tongue – she never told me stop.

		We stay this way for several long minutes. Reagan fucking my best friend while I lick her asshole and hold the soaking condom in my hand. Reagan moaning his name while he pounds her hard and fast from beneath. Brandon driving his length into my wife over and over again, trying to unload so deep inside her that she’ll never feel me again.

		‘Oh, yeah!’ Brandon says, finally. ‘Here it comes!’

		Their passionate frenzy reaches a fever pitch. They fuck harder and faster and deeper than I’ve ever seen before. Their bodies smack together so hard that it’s gotta hurt, but they don’t stop.

		Brandon cries out. A deep, throaty, manly growl of total savage pleasure rips through the air and my wife’s screams reach a new high. I don’t need them to tell me what’s happening now. My best friend is pumping his hot, fresh come into my wife’s unprotected pussy. All while my is barely a half inch away.

		Reagan bounces in his lap a few more times. I lean back enough to see long, sticky strands of his pearly white lust ooze out of her sex and spill onto the bed – on my side of the bed. She cries out one final time. Their movements finally come to a stop. I kneel back at the foot of the bed and watch his balls squeeze and his shaft throb as he fills my wife.

		The world slows down around me. This is it for me now. This might be it for our marriage. He now has exclusive rights to come inside my wife any time he wants, while I’ll have to wear condoms. The enormity of what’s just happened sits on my shoulders like a weight.

		‘Did you like that?’ she says.

		‘Yes,’ I say.

		‘I wasn’t fucking asking you,’ she says.

		Brandon says, ‘I loved it. Worth the wait. I want to come inside you every single day.’

		She laughs, a naughty, thrilled sound, and kisses him.

		My wife gently climbs off him. She turns to me.

		‘Go turn on the shower,’ she says.

		I get to my feet and walk through out into the hallway like a drunk. My feet feel like lead. This has gone way too far, hasn’t it? But wasn’t this what I secretly wanted all along? I’m not capable of sexually pleasing my wife, so it’s totally acceptable that she should do whatever she wants to meet that need, right?

		I walk to the bathroom and press the start button on the shower. Water immediately begins raining down from above. After a couple seconds, it reaches the right temperature.

		The sound of footsteps makes me turn around. Reagan walks into the bathroom behind me. She glows with pleasure and smiles at me.

		‘Time for your reward,’ she says.

		She unclasps the chain from around her neck and drops it on the floor.

		‘Unlock yourself,’ she says.

		My heart almost explodes in my chest. She’s gonna let me fuck her! My wife will allow me to have sloppy seconds! The thought makes my head spin. I drop to my knees and grab the key and insert it into the lock. The cage slides off and my manhood half-heartedly springs into life. Reagan laughs, her cruel amusement only making my pathetic penis shudder more.

		‘Get on your knees in the shower,’ she says.

		I frown in confusion, but do as she bids. Warm water cascades over my bare skin, soothing and mellowing my racing heart. I’m kneeling directly over the drain in the center of the shower.

		Reagan steps in behind me and closes the door. She stands with her legs parted and spreads her swollen sex with two fingers. Brandon’s come pools at her entrance, spilling down her inner thighs.

		‘I need to get cleaned up,’ she says. ‘I want you to clean his come.’

		I glance up at her face. She smiles calmly at me. I reach toward the shower gels and lotions. She slaps my hand.

		‘Not like that,’ she says. ‘With your tongue.’

		My eyes widen in shock. This isn’t something we’ve ever done before. We haven’t even talked about this before now.

		But my wife is bored waiting for me to make up my mind. She grabs the back of my head and pulls my face into her mound. I start licking.

		Bitterness floods my tongue. Salty, sour, masculine bitterness. I shudder with the knowledge of what I’m doing. I’m a straight man; a loving husband; a generous provider. Yet here I am, on my knees, cleaning my wife’s freshly-fucked pussy with my tongue.

		Reagan groans above me. Her pleasure is all the encouragement I need to accept this new change in our relationship. I lap at her swollen lips and delve my tongue between her folds and lick up every drop of her lover’s sticky seed. She moans again.

		‘I want you to jerk off,’ she says. ‘I want you to come while you clean my cheating pussy.’

		I grab my cock, only partially surprised to discover that it’s already at full hardness. My hand slips and slides up and down my shaft – and holy shit does it feel inferior compared to Brandon’s! The water makes my hand glide across the smooth skin. It already feels so fucking good.

		‘That’s it,’ Reagan says with a moan. ‘Clean me up, Joel. He made a real mess in my pussy, huh? I can feel his come all the way up inside me…’

		I jerk my cock with furious strokes, licking her with desperation. It doesn’t taste so bad anymore. I can taste Reagan’s pussy, too. Her little moans and sighs drive me crazy. I might not be able to please her like he can, but, dammit, I’m the best pussy-eater in the world!

		‘That’s nice,’ she says. ‘You’re such a good boy. So obedient. You’ll do anything for me, won’t you?’

		I nod into her mound. I’m so close to climaxing already.

		‘I want you to come,’ she says. ‘Come now.’

		Her words send me over the edge. I moan into her slick sex as my come pumps out into the shower, covering the floor and satisfying nobody. I lick her swollen lips and taste another man on my tongue. That knowledge makes me come even harder. My cries are lost by the splashing water; muffled by her body.

		Reagan laughs above me. ‘This is how it should be,’ she says. ‘Your pathetic come goes down the drain. Can you see it? You’re not a real man, Joel. You jerk off down the drain. Other men get to fuck me and fill me. You’re gonna clean them up and come in the shower. That’s your fucking place. That’s all you do, understand?’

		I moan in response. My orgasm subsides.

		‘Good boy,’ she says. ‘That’s enough.’

		She turns off the water and pulls away from me. I stay on my knees for a moment, shell-shocked by the transformation that has taken place tonight.

		‘Brandon’s going to stay here tonight,’ she says. ‘We want you to sleep on the couch so you can’t listen to us, okay?’

		I nod.

		‘Great. We’re kinda hungry, so you’re gonna go and grab some Chinese takeout for us. Leave it outside the bedroom door. We’ll get it when we can.’

		I nod again. Water trickles down my face. Come beads at the tip of my manhood and falls silently into a pool of water. I watch that bead get swept down the drain.

		Reagan bends down and kisses me hard on the lips.

		‘Thanks sweetie,’ she says. ‘I can’t believe what a great idea this was!’

		She steps out of the shower and picks up my cock cage. She tosses it to me and grabs the key chain. I watch her slip the chain into place around her neck as she walks out of the bathroom and back down the hall. The bedroom door clicks shut behind her.

		I slide the cage back over my wilting, spent manhood and snap it closed. Normality is restored again. A smile spreads over my face. I’m sure that many guys would never understand the way we live. As for me, I’m living the dream.
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		‘Wonderfully written and edited with great teasing, storytelling and lead in with full delivery on its sexy promise. What's not to love?’

		

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

		

		‘Highly recommended.’

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

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

		

		If you’ve enjoyed my work, please consider leaving a brief review to help others find it, too. Authors like myself only survive thanks to your generosity and goodwill. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking the time to read this story. I love you all!

		

		Until we meet again,

		Stay beautiful
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		If you like what I do, feel free to get in touch:

		reddit.com/u/xxxandreamartin

		xxxandreamartin@gmail.com

		Patreon.com/xxxandreamartin

		

		If you enjoy my work, please consider supporting me via my Patreon account. For as little as one dollar per release, fans can show their support in exchange for exclusive previews of upcoming work, the chance to request specific stories or scenarios, and the option to be thanked personally in this space.

		

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

		

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

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		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

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Cucksitting

		

		‘Your wife told me to have fun with you,’ Ava says. ‘But she didn’t say how…’

		

		Perry and his wife Dawn are exploring the boundaries of their new arrangement – she has a lover on the side, and he gets to enjoy all the pleasure she receives. Tonight, they’re trying something new: Dawn is going out with her lover, leaving Perry at home.

		

		But he isn’t going to be alone tonight. Dawn’s friend Ava is coming over to cucksit. She knows all about their arrangement and she intends to get her own pleasure from this hapless, willing cuckold…

		

		‘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.’
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		I Dare You

		

		The tall, muscular black man smiles at my wife. I already know what he’s thinking, but I’m powerless to stop him…

		

		Darren and Brittany are enjoying their vacation away from the kids, but something is bothering Brittany. They haven’t been intimate the whole time they’ve been away, despite Darren’s efforts. When Brittany has a couple of drinks too many, she confesses a secret that shocks Darren.

		

		Wanting to make his wife feel better, Darren dares Brittany to hit on a stranger – anyone she likes. But Darren’s casual challenge quickly spirals out of control and becomes something much, much darker and more intense. The handsome black man responds to Brittany’s advances and soon the couple are introduced to a whole new world of sexual bliss…

		

		She looks down at the hand between her legs, at the fingers brushing and caressing the thing fabric of her panties, the firm black skin just millimeters from her cleft, and exhales. My wife leans back into the couch and see her body unclench and relax.

		Jordan’s wide, hungry smile grows wider. He sits forward a little and turns his body toward me. Then he brings his other hand up and places it on Brittany’s breast.

		She whimpers again.

		My cock leaps up and bounces off the ceiling of my khaki shorts. Is this for real? Am I awake right now? I pinch my leg. Yeah, it’s real. I’m sitting in this guy’s beautiful home and watching him casually feel up my wife and neither of us are stopping him.

		Brittany looks at me again, her eyes now clouded by lust and arousal. I’ve seen that expression many, many times in my life. But I’ve always been the one to put it on her face. This is the first time ever that someone else has turned her on to this level. He gently, but deftly, moves his hand around the front of her panties, teasing her sex through the thin material. At the same time, he begins to tease and squeeze my wife’s firm, juicy breasts. First one, then the other. She lets out little exhales now, breathing harder. I watch my wife shift in her seat, letting her body total relax under his touch. Her eyes are fixed on his. Her face is a picture of shock and arousal. She can’t believe what she’s letting him do – but she loves it.

		Jordan’s hand slides around her breasts with ease and precision and skill. Before I realize what’s happening, he pushes at her dress and suddenly Brittany’s breasts are exposed in all their full, firm, heavy glory. Her big, dark nipples are hard already. She opens her legs wider for his exploring hand.

		I sit perfectly still, hardly breathing, like a filmmaker capturing wildlife in all its serene beauty. I don’t dare move or distract them. My cock is at full hardness in my shorts – so firm and stiff it actually hurts – but I don’t want to unzip my fly or start jerking off. This is their moment, not mine. It’s crazy to even think, but somehow I know. My wife needs this moment. And I need it, too. We both need this.

		Brittany and Jordan only have eyes for each other now. I’m long forgotten, far away down the miles and miles of couch that separate us. Jordan lowers his dark head and open his mouth and places his lips around my wife’s hard nipple. She inhales sharply. A tiny groan of lust escapes her parted lips. Her back arches imperceptibly, offering her breasts to his hungry mouth even more.

		His hand continues its slow, steady exploration between her legs. I watch his thick black fingers deftly caress and stroke my wife’s mound and cup her burning sex. I watch it all in shocked, horny silence. I feel a confusing mixture of jealousy, anger, shame, and lust washing over me at once. I can’t believe we’re letting him do this. Every few seconds, I think about ripping him away from her and smashing my bottle over his head, but then I see the way my wife reacts to his touch and all the anger and jealousy and doubt floods my body and makes my cock throb even harder.

		‘Oh my God,’ Brittany says, moaning the words. She looks across at me, through eyes glazed with passion. ‘Baby, he’s really doing this…’

		She sounds like she can’t believe it either.

		The big black man moves his hot, hungry mouth from one hard, swollen nipple to the other, teasing and sucking on my wife’s breasts. She gasps again, loving the way his mouth feels on her soft, delicate skin. She’s never made these noises when I’ve sucked on her breasts. Never.

		Jordan’s teasing fingers finally tip Brittany over the edge. She reaches down between her legs and tugs her panties to the side. She moans a single word that runs right through me like a samurai sword.

		‘Please.’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Power Struggle

		

		‘I’m glad you came back,’ he says. ‘Are you ready for more?’

		

		Husband and wife Derek and Kat have entered into a devil’s bargain with her boss, Don Maclean. In exchange for her great job, with amazing benefits, and awesome salary, Don gets to have her for one night very month. The only string attached to this deal is that Derek must be present and give his consent.

		

		It’s been a month since the deal was signed and Don wants to collect his end of the bargain. Derek’s mind is a shattered whirlwind of worry, fear, and doubt – but he has no choice. They agreed to this deal. There’s no point struggling against a man like Don Maclean…

		

		Kat slides her fingers into the elastic waistband of his shorts and carefully eases them down. His dark, trimmed hair comes into view. Then the base of his wide, thick, dark member is revealed. She keeps pulling his shorts down. My gut tenses. I can’t breathe. My hands clench on the arms of the chair. My toes curl. My cock throbs.

		My wife eases down the black man’s shorts, freeing his huge, chocolate-color manhood. I swear, that thing is somehow even bigger than in my nightmares. Kat makes a sound I’ve never heard before – a cross between a starving pet offered food and the strangled cry of utter, purest desperation. Don chuckles, his deep voice rich with humor and pleasure.

		‘You haven’t been fucked since last time, huh?’ he says.

		Kat shakes her head, taking his manhood in one hand and carefully feeling it, getting used to its size and weight again.

		‘Have you masturbated?’ he says.

		She nods now. I blink in surprise. That’s news to me.

		‘Toys?’ he says.

		‘Yes.’ My wife lifts his cock as though inspecting it for flaws. But, of course, there are none. His big black cock is a specimen, a towering monument to masculinity. It is flawless. ‘But they aren’t… you know.’

		‘Big enough?’ he says.

		She nods again, color rising in her cheeks. She hasn’t told me any of this. I had no idea she was so desperate to feel that inside her again.

		‘Well,’ he says, cool and collected, ‘you’re here now. You got me. The real deal.’

		She giggles again, eyes still fixed on that powerful black cock in her hand, still aiming it toward the ceiling like a statue.

		‘My cock has missed you, too,’ he says. ‘Show me how much you’ve missed me.’

		Kat leans forward and places her lips on the underside of his manhood. He lets out a long, happy sigh.

		I sit in the corner of the room, biting my hand, watching the love of my life passionately kiss another man’s cock. If I could melt into a puddle and disappear into the floor at will, this would be the perfect moment. But it doesn’t happen. I sit and I watch. My pants feel tight. Too tight.

		My wife kisses her way up the underside of his manhood, from the wide base all the way to his dark, rich tip. She opens her mouth and gently teases him with her lips and tongue. He groans and chuckles with pleasure. My throat is dry. I know that feeling. I know how it feels to have Kat’s lips on the tip of my manhood. But she’s over there and I’m over here.

		She takes him inside her mouth now, letting his length slide between her lips in agonizing slowness. He groans louder as every inch passes over her tongue, clearly loving the way she’s teasing him. She responds to his pleasure by taking that massive black shaft deeper into her mouth, those pretty pink lips stretched wide around him.

		‘God Almighty,’ Don says, with a groan. ‘You are one lucky son of a bitch, Derek. If Kat was my wife, I’d never let her stand up.’

		My throat is too tight to respond. That sounded like a compliment, but I don’t know how to take it. I nod, unable to tear my eyes away from Kat’s face, her head now slowly moving back and forth, Don’s black cock gliding in and out of her mouth. The lips I passionately kissed a few moments ago are now busy swallowing another man’s huge, solid member.

		‘Fuck,’ I say.

		‘We’ll get to that,’ Don says, with a small chuckle. ‘You look uncomfortable, Derek. Take your pants off.’

		It’s the second time tonight he’s ordered me to undress, but now I obey his command. I unzip my flies and drop my pants to the floor, sitting in the corner in my underwear. There’s no hiding how excited I am. It’s humiliating to feel so turned on watching my soulmate pleasuring another man.

		Kat takes her time sucking his cock. She deep throats him. Jerks him into her mouth. Fondles his swollen black balls. After a time, she eases that thick shaft out of her mouth for long enough to kiss and suck and lick his balls. Don enjoys this even more.

		‘Get on the bed,’ he says. ‘I want to fuck your mouth.’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		The First Taste

		

		Some cuckolds are born. Others are made. This is the story of how I became a beta male…

		

		Every cuckold remembers the moment that changes their lives forever, the experience that fundamentally altered their perception of sex and relationships. This story is one man’s first taste of the most intense forbidden fruit imaginable.

		

		Two young men in a foreign city. A hidden business selling fantasies and oozing with explicit lust. One unforgettable night. You never forget your first taste…

		

		Some cuckolds are born. Some are made. I guess that I was a bit of both.

		There are many places for cuckolded husbands to hang around the internet and discuss matters of mutual interest with like-minded men – usually while our wives are out of the house, fulfilling our greatest fantasies – and I’ve learned that guys like me share exactly one thing in common with one another. We can all recall the moment a switch was flipped inside our minds, the instant we realized that something society deems unacceptable was actually supremely erotic and intensely thrilling. That’s the moment when the cuckold fetish first creeps into your life and sinks its fangs into your flesh. We all experience it differently.

		I talk with a lot of guys online about our wants, needs, loves, and lives. Some of them might be talking total BS for all I know – it is the internet, after all; everything should be taken with a generous fistful of salt – but a lot of the stories seem to match up. Some guys fell into the fetish through outside interference and without being aware of it until much later. These guys usually discovered a wife or girlfriend cheating on them and chose to embrace the unique and deeply intoxicating mixture of shame, humiliation, inadequacy, and jealous excitement that such an experience leaves on them. I’ve talked to a lot of guys who discovered that they were cuckolds long before there were communities for men like us to meet and talk about it openly and honestly. These guys have gone through the wringer and come out the other side with a whole new take on relationships.

		There are other guys who realized that they prefer watching to taking part. The explosive rise of internet pornography has had a huge impact in this area. So many guys watch porn almost every day, slowly falling under its spell. Soon they can only get off to the absurdly graphic images and visuals porn provides – the feeling isn’t as exciting as the sight. This has a strange new effect on the way they view porn, too. They begin to imagine their wives, girlfriends, childhood sweethearts, office crushes, even vacation romances in the faces of those beautiful starlets. Before they’re even aware of what’s happening, the image of their own loved one being railed by a big, thick cock is the only thought that makes them climax. It’s a small step from there to finding a way to make the fantasy become reality.

		Other guys are like me. They experienced a profoundly erotic experience at a key point in their sexual development, an experience that fundamentally altered their perception of women; of sexual prowess; and the kind of man they wanted to be. These stories can be more straightforward, but no less interesting – one guy I know has an early childhood memory of walking in on his mom and dad having sex, only to be pushed out of the room. This made him grow up under the impression that sex was something that only happens to other people, not him. I know another guy who recalls hiding in his high school crush’s closet at a party and watching the girl he adored make out with another man. That image was so intense and profound that it completely changed everything he thought he knew about his own sex drive.

		We’re all very lucky men to have found women that go along with our fantasies like this. There are plenty of women in the world who would find it gross or unpleasant to be shared with other guys; women who scoff at the idea of an open relationship; women for whom marriage is an everlasting bon between two people, no matter what. I understand where those women are coming from, but I feel deeply sorry for them. They will never understand the utter pleasure of sheer sexual freedom or the bliss that comes with never having to apologize or worry about what their husband might think. I know my wife sure doesn’t.

		So today – while my wife is out on a date with someone she met over Tinder – I want to tell you my story. This is not how I became a cuckold, but the story of how that fetish first bared its fangs and trapped me in its grip. Any man could become a cuckold, given the chance – how many tens of thousands of men already are cuckolds, but have no idea? How many of those men would embrace this liberating lifestyle if they knew about it?

		My story is like so many others I’ve read online from other blissfully happy cuckolded husbands. Even though I’m pushing fifty now, I can vividly recall my first experience in the world of cuckolding with crystal clarity. Even thinking about it now, decades after it first happened, I’m getting excited. But my wife has locked my cock away and taken the key on her date. It’s our way of keeping me honest while she lives dishonestly. When she gets home, she will humiliate me over and over while I thank her for every second of it. I will beg to clean her cheating holes and I will listen in rapturous, agonized delight while she explains in graphic detail how much better a lover her date was compared to me. Maybe – if I’m lucky – she will even show me some pictures or videos of the things they did together behind my back.

		Many people would probably be appalled to have a husband like that. But not my wife. She understands my needs and embraces them. I’ve always been like this, as far back as I can remember. This is the story of how I became the man I am today.
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		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?’
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		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 a 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?’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		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 way. 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.’

		

		

		Also Available from Andrea Martin

		

		Cuckoldress:

		Hubby Opens Wide

		

		‘Do it,’ I say. ‘Do it for me. Open your mouth, honey…’

		

		Half the fun of being a cuckoldress is getting to enjoy other men with your husband’s blessing. The other half is the thrill of rubbing his face in it!

		

		Megan loves taunting her cuckold husband Josh. Between making love to her boyfriend in front of Josh, to pegging him with a toy, there’s no boundary she isn’t prepared to cross in pursuit of the perfect cuckold marriage. Megan is bringing her boyfriend over for yet more fun – and she’s going to give Josh some hands-on experience of his own…

		

		‘What panties should I wear tonight?’ I say. ‘What panties should your wife wear when another man fucks her?’

		‘I can choose?’ he says, a little surprised.

		For a moment, I consider denying him. Maybe even punishing him for daring to speak out of turn. But then I nod. I am a generous and kind cuckoldress, after all.

		‘Yes,’ I say. ‘Go and choose my panties for tonight. But don’t use your hands. Only men touch my underwear, and you’re not a man.’

		Josh gets to his feet and races out of the bathroom as fast as he can, his cock cage swinging and gleaming in the light. He doesn’t have any pubic hair – I force him to shave it because he finds it humiliating to be bald and caged, like his embarrassment has nowhere to hide. The sight of my naked husband makes me laugh.

		I lean against the bathtub and check myself out in the mirror again. Our lifestyle may not be the most conventional in the world, but I really do love that man, in my own way. If I didn’t, why would I stay with him? I truly love having someone to tease and dominate at my leisure, and loves being my plaything. I’m even more grateful that Chris understands our unique relationship and enjoys all the benefits it provides. Most red-blooded men would love the opportunity to fuck another man’s wife, but very few of them would enjoy interacting with the husband as well. I love my husband, and I treasure my relationship with Chris, too. I’m a lucky, spoiled wife.

		Josh returns, my panties clamped between his lips. He’s selected a black lacy pair that make my ass look sensational. If I recall, Josh bought these for me a year or two back, when my body was still exclusively his.

		‘Good choice,’ I say, taking them out of his mouth. He beams with pride.

		I bend over and slip my legs through the holes and pull the panties into place, making sure Josh can see everything. His breathing labors as I turn around and bend forward, letting him see my ass as the fabric slips into place, covering my intimate areas.

		‘Do these look good on me, baby?’ I say, looking at him in the mirror. ‘Does my ass look good like this?’

		‘Yes,’ he says, in a whisper.

		‘You can’t see it from over there,’ I say. I back up slowly across the small bathroom, reversing my butt into his caged groin. ‘There, that’s better. Now you see it…’

		I grind my ass against his cock cage. He grabs my hips.

		‘No touching,’ I say. ‘Hands on your head.’

		He does as I instruct, standing like a prisoner of war, naked, caged, surrendered. I keep rubbing my ass against his cage, enjoying the feel of the ribbed metal rings on my body. It feels strange and new and exciting. He whimpers behind me. I grind harder.

		‘This is fun,’ I say, giggling. ‘Are you enjoying this, too?’

		He nods. As if there is any other way to answer that question.

		‘I like this,’ I say. ‘Does it hurt your cock? Do you wish you could take it off and fuck me?’

		He whimpers again.

		I laugh and step away. I turn to face him, enjoying the mixture of emotions on his face – lust, desire, shame, embarrassment, and pain. He has a very expressive face. Before I can tease him again, the doorbell rings. We exchange a look.

		‘I hope you’re ready for tonight,’ I say. ‘Because he’s here.’

		

		

		Also available from Andrea Martin

		

		Cuckoldress:

		Black Owned Wife

		

		‘If you’re sure,’ I say. ‘If you really want me to do this… then I’ll do it.’

		

		Maria is torn with indecision. She and her husband Leon are heading to a hotel to meet a handsome black man and get to know him better. Leon is desperate for his fantasy of watching Maria with a black lover to come true, but Maria isn’t sure she wants to risk her marriage for a cheap thrill.

		

		As the drinks begin to flow and Maria gets to know her potential paramour better, she starts to see the benefits of cuckolding her husband. But if she goes through with it, will she be satisfied with a white man ever again?

		

		Tyrone steps closer and reaches out a hand. He pops the next button on my blouse. I don’t stop him.

		‘You want to do this?’ he says.

		I pause for a moment, steeling myself. Then I say an emphatic, ‘Yes.’

		He unbuttons the front of my blouse and lets it hang open, admiring my body and bra for a long moment. How long has it been since another man checked out my body like this? I can’t remember. The last man to enjoy this kind of experience was Leon, and that was many years ago now. I almost blush under his gaze. He clearly approves of what he sees.

		‘Your turn,’ I say.

		Tyrone begins to unbutton his shirt. I sit down on the edge of the bed, watching like an audience in the theatre. He shoots me a grin and makes a show of undressing, popping open his shirt with exaggerated, dramatic gestures. I laugh and clap. Leon chuckles behind me. He sounds nervous. More than I do, anyway.

		The shirt hits the floor. Tyrone poses in front of me, flexing his arms to show off his physique. Goddamn if it isn’t the most impressive masculine figure I’ve ever seen with my own two eyes before.

		I holler and whoop my approval like a drunk bachelorette ogling the stripper. Tyrone laughs and steps closer to the bed. My heartbeat quickens. He places his hands on my body and I inhale sharply. He bends forward and presses his lips to my cheek.

		‘You want to have some fun?’ he says.

		‘Yes.’

		He takes my hand and guides it to his waistband. I pop the button and pull down the zipper. His manhood feels warm beneath the fabric. It feels coiled and ready, but not hard yet. I ease down his pants and let them fall away. I blink in shock at what lies beneath. Tyrone’s shorts sport a huge bulge in the front that extends partway down his thigh.

		‘Is that-?’ I say, catching myself before I say something stupid and obvious.

		‘Yep,’ he says, a note of smug pride in his voice.

		‘Jesus.’

		I stare at his package for a moment in stunned silence. The man isn’t even hard, but I can already see that he’s far, far bigger than I could have imagined. Did Leon know he was this big?

		‘So, I’m in my underwear,’ Tyrone says. ‘Feeling a little overdressed here. Care to help a brother out?’

		‘Huh? Oh!’

		I get off the bed quickly, springing up into his arms. He embraces me and his hands find the zipper at the back of my skirt. It only takes him a second to part the clasp and my skirt is history.

		We stand in front of each other in just our underwear for a moment, enjoying the unfamiliar new sights and smells. Me, the petite white wife. Him, the tall black beefcake. Holy crap. This is really happening.

		He slips his arms around my waist and leans in to kiss me. I turn my face away at the last second and he kisses my neck instead. I don’t know why. It feels too intimate. Yeah, I’m fully prepared to have sex with this man, but kissing is too intimate for me. It doesn’t make sense.

		His big, thick lips graze the sensitive parts of my neck and I gasp. My hands reach around his firm back and claw at his dark skin. I glance over at Leon. My husband is sitting in the seat at the end of the bed, eyes wide, jaw slack. He looks like a stunned yokel.

		‘Is this what you want?’ I say.
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