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I glanced over at her notebook and froze. I had totally zoned out of the lesson for a moment – thinking about that cute skirt I wanted to buy at the mall after school

– and missed the last point our teacher was making. Instead of raising my hand asking for clarification – because, seriously, who does that? – I glanced over at Taylor on the desk next to mine and read what she had written. Her notebook was covered with scribbled, messy handwriting and it took me a couple seconds to read what she was frantically scrawling on the page. 

Then I realized that she wasn't making notes about the lesson. She was writing something else entirely. 

 And I knew what it was. 

Taylor glanced up and caught me looking over at her notes. Her eyes widened. 

She slapped a hand on the page and moved her textbook across the desk, blocking my view. I turned my attention back to the teacher, but my heart raced with shock and excitement. Taylor hadn't been taking notes on the class, she had been writing a kinky sex scene between two women. She had been detailing the encounter in a cascade of ink, the words flowing out of her pen and covering the notepad. One woman had been kissing another passionately, their tongues colliding in a fierce frenzy, their bodies getting warmer and wetter, their hands drifting south… and that was when she had caught me looking. 

I was surprised to catch my classmate writing lesbian smut in class. I was even more surprised that Taylor, the quiet, mousey girl with the plain brown hair and the unassuming personality and the shy face, was writing lesbian smut in class. 

But that wasn’t what had caused my heartrate to quicken like that. 

The thing that had shocked me the most was that I recognized her style of writing. I had read her work before. I was – how shall I describe this? –

intimately familiar with Taylor’s style of writing. Her cadence. Her rhythms. Her artistic quips and style of delivery. I knew it better than my own writing. I had stayed awake late into many, many nights reading her books on the screen of my phone, lost in erotic fantasies and stories of passion and bliss. Those books had never failed to excite me. Never failed to make me breathe harder and deeper than ever. Never failed to make my hand slowly trail south over my bare stomach and tease myself with a finger, gently stroking my wet lips and yearning slit. 

Taylor, the quiet girl who sat next to me in most of my classes, was actually the erotic writer I knew as Laurie Flynn. 

I stared ahead at the board, trying to focus, but the words blurred. The teacher’s voice became a drone of background noise. All I could think about was Taylor’s panicked face when she caught me looking. Her big, expressive, green eyes had been full of terror. Her full pink lips had parted in horror. Her hands had moved so quickly to block my sight. I had seen her deepest, darkest secret. 

And she knew that I knew. 

As I kept my eyes fixed on the board, I felt Taylor’s gaze on my cheek. She kept glancing over at me. Maybe she was trying to peek inside my head, to pry my mind open and find out how much I had seen. I stared straight ahead, ignoring everything except the rush of blood in my ears and the thundering of my racing heart. 

 Taylor is Laurie Flynn! 

 The erotic author I masturbate over every damn night is sitting in the next desk! 

I kept my face neutral, not showing any signs of the chaotic turmoil that roared through my head. I thought back over the years I had been to this school with Taylor, trying to dredge up all my memories of her. What did I really know about this girl? She was shy. She was quiet. Never hung out with anyone I knew. Kept to herself. 

Did she have any boyfriends? Not that I knew about. But that suddenly made perfect sense to me. Laurie Flynn was an author who specialized in writing about girl-on-girl romance. She wrote breathless encounters between highly sexual women who let their passions overwhelm them. She described incredibly detailed passages of lust and longing and lesbian pleasure. It made sense to me that Taylor would make it this far in high school without a boyfriend. 

But what about a girlfriend? No, I had never seen Taylor hanging out with a girl. 

In high school, secrets don’t stay secret for long. If Taylor was a closet lesbian, the whole damn school would know. Hell, everyone knew that two guys on the football team had rubbed their dicks together in the shower less than thirty minutes after it had happened. There was no way that a girl like Taylor could have a secret girlfriend – or a crush on a girl – without someone picking up on it. 

Shit like that doesn’t happen around here. 

Yet that didn’t explain how a girl like Taylor could write as well as she did. If Taylor wasn’t gay, and didn’t have a boyfriend or a girlfriend, then how could she write as well as she did? How did she craft so many deeply sensual – and fabulously erotic – stories about female intimacy? Out of all the Laurie Flynn books I had read, every single one had turned me on more than any other smut writer I had tried. She had this way of writing, like she was speaking directly to me, accessing parts of my brain I didn’t know existed. I had never considered myself gay, or even bi – curious, but Laurie Flynn made the thought of kissing another woman the most profoundly erotic experience on the planet. 

The bell screeched out, cutting into my thoughts. All around me, people jumped up from their desks and snatched their books. Our teacher shouted something about a reading for next lesson, but nobody paid attention. I glanced over at Taylor. She caught my eye and returned my gaze. She said nothing and everything, all at once. She knew that I knew. And I knew that she knew. 

Taylor turned her face away, grabbed her stuff, and ran out the door. 

I smiled to myself. I was going to have to get to know the real Laurie Flynn a little better. 

****

When school ended that day, I sat by the football field, watching the boys train in the late afternoon sun. My friends wanted to head to the mall, but I made my excuses – something about a family crisis – and slipped away. They didn’t ask for more and I didn’t offer. That cute skirt I wanted was going to have to wait. I needed some space to think, to process what I had learned today. 

All I could think about was Taylor, and Laurie Flynn and how the hottest, sexiest, most erotic writer I had ever read was actually the mousey girl who sat right next to me. How long had she been publishing her stories? Months? Years? 

And – God! – how many had I read? More to the point, how many of those

stories had made me more excited than any other smut writer? 

I tried to count in my mind all the times I had teased myself to a Laurie Flynn story. All the times my hand had slid down my smooth stomach and gently slipped inside the waistband of my panties. All the times I had rolled onto my front and muffled my groans into the pillow, continuing to read my favorite passages over and over while my fingers brought me closer and closer to the edge. 

 Holy shit. How many times had Taylor made me come? 

I stared out across the field. The football team were little more than shapeless blobs before my unseeing eyes. My breath caught in my throat. My mind reeled, recalling dozens of erotic fantasies, each one somehow more intense and colorful and sensual than the last. Every single one of those images had been planted in my head by Taylor. Every naughty fantasy I’d ever had for the past year or so was the result of her fevered mind and incredible writing. All the times I’d sat with my closest girlfriend in her room, laughing late into the night, always with that little voice in the back of my head, whispering, Kiss her, kiss her, it’ll be like in Laurie Flynn’s stories! – it was all Taylor. 

What was I supposed to do with this information? I couldn’t tell anyone. Firstly, I would have to admit to reading smutty stories about girls Frenching other girls and there was no way in hell I was going to live under that cloud. Secondly, nobody would ever believe me. Thirdly, if they did believe me, then what would happen to Taylor? She would be humiliated. Destroyed. Ruined. And Laurie Flynn would never write again. 

No, I wasn’t going to let that happen. 

I pulled out my phone and opened up the books app and scrolled through my latest reads. All of them were Laurie Flynn stories. Now I would never be able to read them in the same way again. I would forever hear Taylor’s quiet, shy voice as I read the prose. I would always see her big, expressive eyes widening in fear every time the story got to the sexy parts. I would always imagine her as the meek, mousey girl in the story that finally gave in to her dark side and unleashed a sexual goddess that had been lurking within her the whole time. 

I would never reveal Taylor’s secret identity. Or ruin her life. Or stop her from writing those passionate, deeply sensual stories. 

But I really wanted to talk to her about this. I idolized her stories. I couldn’t just let this chance slip past me. It would be like learning that I shared a class with Jane Austen and never talking to her about Pride and Prejudice. 

I opened up my social media and typed Taylor’s name into the search bar. She wasn’t in any of my circles, or any of my friends’ groups, either. Just like in real life, the virtual Taylor kept to herself. 

No matter. I still found out everything that I needed to know in a matter of minutes. 

Taylor lived on a quiet back road a few blocks away. I knew exactly where it was and how to get there. 

I got up from the grass and started walking in the direction of Taylor’s house. 

My heart thundered in my chest, louder than my own footsteps. I was in a daze, unable to focus on my surroundings. The only thought running through my mind was this one:

 Taylor made me come. 

 Every night. 

 For the past year. 

Each time my hand slipped into my panties, it was at her bidding. Each moan and gasp that escape my gritted teeth into the pillow was caused by her. Each orgasm I experienced – my thighs clenched together, eyes screwed shut, fingers stroking my aching clit faster and faster – was because Taylor made me feel that way. 

I didn’t know what I was going to say when I saw her. I only knew that I had to talk to her. Just once. 

I stopped walking and looked around. I was on a quiet back road a few blocks away from school. And sitting to my right, draped in afternoon sunlight, was Taylor’s house. 

The home of Laurie Flynn. 

I took a deep breath and started walking toward the front door. 

Taylor’s home was a simple, modest two-storey affair, like all the others on this street. It was made from plain brick and had a driveway big enough for a single car and a small, well-maintained lawn out front. Once upon a time, this had probably been a pretty nice, upper-middle-class kind of area. But that seemed to have been a long time ago. Taylor’s house was the only one that seems that have received any kind of love or care in the past decade. Many of the other houses had overgrown and decaying lawns, or broken and discarded children’s toys out front, or a shattered and hastily boarded-up window. Some had all three. 

I could picture Taylor walking to and from school every day in this neighborhood. I could imagine her walking with her downcast eyes, not wanting to attract attention to herself. Poor, shy Taylor. 

In a way, it made sense. Maybe this was one of the reasons Taylor had retreated into a fantasy world of erotica. She didn’t seem to have many friends at school. 

She probably didn’t have many places to go after the bell rang, either. I couldn’t see anywhere along this street where I would want to hang out, let alone a place for a girl like Taylor. 

I reached the bottom of the driveway and paused. The lawn was freshly mown, a row of pretty flowers blooming, reaching up to the afternoon sun with their vivid beauty. It looked like the only nice, quiet corner of this otherwise bleak and crumbling neighborhood. 

What was I going to say? I’d walked all the way here to talk to Taylor, but I still didn’t know what I should say. Hey, I masturbate to your books didn’t seem right. Neither did, You make my pussy wet every time I think about kissing another girl. There was nothing I could think to say. Nothing clever. Nothing cute. The last thing I wanted to do was scare the poor girl. She was already shy enough. 

Fuck it. 

I marched up the driveway as though I did this every day and rapped on the door three times. Silence descended over the street. I could hear cars thundering past on the main road nearby. I could hear the occasional bird tweeting as it flew overhead. I could hear my heart pounding against my ribs and the voice in my head telling me that this was a really dumb idea and I should go home-

The door suddenly flew open, yanked inward by a figure I hadn’t heard approaching. I looked up into the severe face of a middle-aged woman. Despite the warmth of the day, she wore a turtleneck jumper and dark woollen leggings. 

Her hair was pinned up on top of her head and a heavy-looking silver cross hung on a chain over the top of her jumper. I had never seen this woman before. 

But I knew her eyes. I had seen those eyes earlier today, when Taylor freaked out and left the classroom. This woman could only be her mother. 

‘Yes?’ said the woman, looking down her sharp nose at me, regarding my intrusion into her life with deepest suspicion. 

‘Hi!’ I said, my voice sounding far chirpier than I had intended. ‘Is Taylor home?’

‘Yes,’ she said again, still sounding wary. ‘Who are you?’

‘I’m Jen,’ I say, offering my brightest smile. ‘I’m Taylor’s lab partner. She said we should meet up and go over our project together.’

The woman’s eyes narrowed. She pursed her lips, debating whether or not I was telling the truth. I could almost hear her thinking back, wondering if Taylor had ever mentioned a lab partner before. I decided to gamble and stop her from making up her mind. 

‘That’s a beautiful cross,’ I say. ‘Do you go to the church on Summer Parade?’

‘No,’ she says, waving her hand dismissively, yet with the ghost of a smile touching her lips. ‘We attend the little church over by forty-ninth.’

‘Oh, that’s a beautiful place,’ I say. ‘I’ve been thinking about switching, but it’s a little too far for me to go.’

The woman’s face flushed with something like pride. It made her severe features look strangely angular and bird-like. She stepped back from the door and gestured for me to enter. 

‘Taylor’s in her room,’ she said. ‘But I’m sure she’ll be happy to see a friend. 

She doesn’t get many visitors.’

 I wonder why, I thought, forcing a smile and stepping inside. 

The house smelled musty. It was covered in a strange, perpetual gloom. Bars of sunlight glared through gaps in the drapes, picking out particles of dust in the air. 

The house looked to be every bit as severe and overdressed as the matriarch. 

Piles of worn and battered books lay on almost every surface and table I could see. The place reminded me of an old library from a haunted house movie. I couldn’t see any TV or any modern electronics anywhere in the room. I was reasonably sure that my phone wouldn’t get any signal in this house. 

Taylor’s mom pointed up the stairs. I nodded a thank you and started walking up. 

‘Taylor!’ the mother called. ‘You have company!’

I walked up the stairs, silently asking myself what the hell I was doing here. I could be at the mall. I could be hanging with my friends. 

 I could be at home reading my favorite Laurie Flynn story under my duvet. 

That thought brought me out of it. I reached the top of the stairs. There were three doors. One to me left, that stood open, the bathroom beyond. Two to my right. Both were closed. One had a chalkboard hanging from it. A message, written in dusty pink chalk read, Taylor’s room! Please KNOCK!! 

I walked up to the door. Took a deep breath. 

And knocked. 

‘Who is it?’ Taylor’s voice wavered noticeably, even through the closed door. 

‘It’s me,’ I said. I glanced back down the stairs, checking that her sharp-faced mom wasn’t listening in. I couldn’t see her. I leaned close to the door and lowered my voice. ‘It’s Jen.’

I heard Taylor gasp. I heard her drop things on the floor. I heard her desperately scramble to clean up. After a few long moments, the door suddenly flew open by a couple of inches. Taylor’s ashen face peeked out at me through the gap. 

‘What do you want?’ she said, almost hissing in fright. Her eyes almost bulged as she stared at me. 

I tried to answer, but I couldn’t. The truth was, I didn’t know what I wanted. I didn’t know why I was really there. All I knew was that this girl wrote my favorite sexy stories and I wanted to talk to her about it. But the words wouldn’t come. 

‘Well?’ she said, looking both frightened and irritated now. 

I dropped my voice to a whisper and said the only word that comes to mind. 

‘Laurie?’

Her mouth fell open. She shook her head. Tried to respond. Her mouth opened. 

Nothing came out. I could hear her ragged breathing. I could see her stunned expression. I could feel her discomfort. 

‘I don’t know who that is,’ she said, the words coming out in a jumble, ‘and even if I did, I don’t know what you’re talking about!’

She pushed the door shut in my face. I put my ear to the wood and listened. No footsteps. Taylor was still on the other side of the door. I could almost hear her little heart racing in the quiet house. 

‘Taylor,’ I said, talking quietly, ‘I know, okay? I know. I’m not gonna tell anyone, I promise. I just… I just want to talk to you.’

Nothing. 

‘I’m a big fan,’ I said, trying again. ‘The biggest. I love your stories.’

Still nothing. She left me with no choice. 

‘Okay then.’ I turned on my heel. ‘Guess I’ll just go hang out with your mom. 

Maybe she would…’

The door opened again before I even finished the thought. The room beyond was dark. I walked toward the door and gently pushed it open. 

Taylor’s room was a small rectangle. Against one wall was a bed that ran almost the length of the room. A jumble of clothes sat heaped at the foot of the bed. 

There was a simple writing desk – more of a fold-out picnic bench than a desk –

and a plastic chair. A single candle sat on the desk, slowly burning, its orange light flickering over the room. 

Taylor herself stood behind the half-open door. She was still in her school clothes – baggy, shapeless white shirt and black pants – and her eyes were wide with fear. As soon as I stepped into the room, she closed the door behind me. 

‘Why are you here?’ she said in that urgent hiss. 

I took my phone out of my pocket. I opened the books app and turned the screen toward her. She squinted against the glare. Then her face dropped. 

‘You’re her,’ I said, shaking the phone for emphasis. ‘You’re Laurie Flynn.’

Her eyes flicked up to my face. 

‘Shit,’ she said. 

I closed my phone screen and slipped it back into my pocket. 

‘What do you want?’ she said. Her voice was so filled with defeat that my heart actually ached for a moment. Did she think that I had come here to make fun of her? Blackmail her? Threaten her? Was that why she kept this all a secret? 

‘I don’t want anything,’ I said. 

Confusion crossed her pretty face for a moment. 

‘No?’ she said. ‘Then what… what do you want?’

I thought about everything I wanted to say to Laurie Flynn. About all the times I had slipped my fingers into my panties and teased my wet lips. About all the times fireworks had exploded behind my closed eyes as I pictured being one – or both – of the women in the story I was reading at the time. 

I thought about all the times I had fantasized about kissing my girlfriends. All the times we had shared changing rooms in the mall and my eyes had swept their bodies, imagining how soft their thighs would feel against my cheeks. All the times I had been tempted to reach out and touch them – just to see what it felt like. 

All of those thoughts and feelings surged through my mind again now. I looked Taylor in the eyes. I leaned forward. 

I placed my lips on hers. 

Taylor stiffened at my touch. I felt her try to pull away, but there was nowhere to go. She was backed against the wall already, trapped in the corner of her dark bedroom. She inhaled sharply in shock as my lips touched hers – gently at first, the lightest connection of skin-on-skin contact, then harder. My head turned to the side a little and my mouth opened wider, forming a seal against her lips. My heart raced louder than a drum solo. I could feel electricity flowing through my body in sharp, crackling waves, growing and expanding and shocking every fibre of me being, each wave pouring out of my lips. 

I wasn’t a prude. I had kissed three boys before this moment. But this was totally different. They were clumsy and aggressive. Each one had tried something stupid that turned me off, like shoving their tongue in my mouth, or grabbing my boob, or taking a selfie to brag about later. Taylor was completely unique. She felt softer and warmer and smelled better and she didn’t try to feel me up or pressure me in any way. She stood there, frozen in surprise, and let me kiss her. 

It was my first kiss with a girl. 

For all I knew, it was Taylor’s first kiss with anyone. 

The moment only lasted a second, maybe two at most, before I pulled away. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe. My head spun like a car on ice. I couldn’t believe what I had just done. And with Taylor, of all people! A girl I had never even made eye contact with before, let alone been interested in before this day. 

This was all messed up. What had I done? Why had I done it? In Taylor’s books, the story always kicked into overdrive when the leading ladies finally shared a passionate kiss. Previously unknown feelings bubbled to the surface and boiled over in a sudden frenzy of explosive lust. The kiss always turned into something more, something so wonderfully erotic that my hand would move of its own accord. While my brain was lost in the sexy images, my fingers would dance and manipulate my aching wetness. When the women on the page reached their climax, I would, too. 

But this was crazy. We weren’t high-power business women unleashing our pent-up frustration over a boardroom table. We weren’t air stewardesses

checking into our hotel room after a long flight. Hell, we weren’t even frisky cheerleaders in the locker room after hours. We were two young girls, alone in a dark bedroom. 

I opened my mouth to say something – an apology, an excuse, a goodbye –

anything, but no words came out. I turned to leave. Taylor grabbed my hands. 

‘Wow,’ she said. 

Her half-closed eyes sparkled in the dim candlelight. Her soft lips stretched into a lazy Sunday morning kind of smile. She caressed my hands with her fingers. 

‘Wow,’ she said again. ‘I’ve never… done that…’

A smile broke across my face. Relief flooded my body. 

‘Me neither,’ I said. ‘But I’ve always wanted to. Ever since I found your books.’

She looked at me with those big, pretty eyes. So full of life. So full of excitement. 

‘Wait,’ I said. ‘If you’ve never kissed anyone before, how come your books are so good?’

She grinned and shrugged. 

‘I don’t know,’ she said. ‘I like to close my eyes and imagine.’

I looked her up and down, seeing her in a whole new light. This shy, quiet girl who wrote hotter books than I’ve ever known, had never experienced the feelings that she described. Yet somehow she made it all seem so beautiful and sexy and right. 

‘You’re really good,’ I said. 

‘You won’t tell anyone, right?’ She looked at me with fear in those pretty eyes now. ‘Nobody knows! I do it all in secret. Mom doesn’t even know I have a laptop!’

I raised my hands up in surrender and said, ‘It’s okay. Nobody’s gonna know. I

won’t say anything.’

She visibly relaxed. Silence fell between us for a moment, broken only by the sound of our ragged breathing. 

‘Can you do that again?’ she said, eyes gleaming brighter than ever. 

I kissed her again. This time she responded. Her mouth opened against mine, flowering, offering me the bud of her tongue. I tasted her slowly. Even her tongue felt better than a guy’s. She slipped her arms around my waist. I felt her heart racing against my chest, even through our clothing. 

When we broke apart this time, a comfortable, warm silence fell. I could feel her on my lips. Taste her on my tongue. Her warm breath tickled my cheek. It felt so wonderful. 

‘You never kissed a girl before?’ I said. 

She shook her head, color rising in her cheeks. 

‘Me neither,’ I said. ‘I’m… I’m really glad my first time was with someone like you.’

Her eyes flicked away for a second, then back to my face. She steeled herself and said, ‘Actually, Jen… I’ve never kissed anyone before now.’

My eyes must have bulged out of their sockets. She giggled and bit her lip to supress the noise. My hands tightened on her waist, as though she was a precious object I needed to protect. 

‘Wait,’ I said, putting two and two together. ‘You’ve never kissed anyone…

Taylor, are you… are you a virgin?’

Her cheeks flushed pink and she dropped her gaze in embarrassment. For a long moment, neither of us moved. The only sound was the old house creaking around us. 

‘If you’ve never done anything,’ I said, keeping my voice to a whisper, ‘how are you books so freaking hot?’

‘You mean that?’ She looked up at me with sparkling, shining eyes. ‘You really mean that?’

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I love your stories. They turn me on every time I read them. How do you make them so hot and so detailed?’

‘I don’t know,’ she said. Her wonderful, expressive eyes seemed to flash with urgency. ‘I just… I have fantasies. I write them down. That’s all.’

She looked into my eyes again. I looked into hers. She was so pretty. How had I never noticed it before that moment? 

Silence fell between us again. She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. I responded, opening my mouth for her probing tongue. We kissed slowly, softly, gently. Her hands slid up my back, pulling me close against her. Her breasts pressed against mine. I moved one hand up and cupped the back of her neck. 

Our tongues shimmered together, entwined, as we kept kissing, gradually getting harder and more desperate as our passion began to heat up. 

Her hand slid around my body and cupped my breast. I’ve had one or two guys feel me up before, but this was different. She wasn’t pawing at me like a horny dog, or groping me without a clue what she was doing. I could feel curious wonder in her touch. She’s had breasts of her own for a couple of years already, but she’d never touched someone else’s chest before. Maybe they felt different to her own. 

I moved my other hand from her waist and cupped her breast. It did feel different, crazy as it seemed. Her breast was smaller than my own, harder, lighter, firmer. A thrill ran through my body from my head all the way to the deepest part of my womanhood. Electric erotic tension consumed me. This was good. Really good. This felt better than any boy I had touched before. It was more exciting, more intense. Boys liked to crush themselves against me and dry hump my leg while we made out, but Taylor was enjoying the moment and the feel of our bodies pressed together in her own time, at her own pace. I liked it. 

Her tongue flicked against mine, a teasing little caress. A soft moan escaped my throat. That sound seemed to excite Taylor. She squeezed my breast and stroked my tongue harder. A tremble ran through her body. 

She pushed away from the wall, driving herself against me, melting into my

body, fusing us together at the lips and hips. I moaned with excitement. She moaned too. Our tongues danced and teased and caressed faster and faster. She squeezed my breast and my ass with excitement and fascination, enjoying these new feelings and sensations. 

My sex throbbed. I had never been this turned on before, this excited, this desperate for pleasure. No experience in my young life could possibly compare to this one. Taylor’s lips and tongue and hands sent lightening ripples of overwhelming erotic anticipation through every pore of my body. I had never felt so sexy, so desired, so beautiful as I did in that moment. 

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathing hard. Taylor’s eyes were glazed over with lust, as though she was half-asleep. Her hands were still on my body. I gave her small breast a gentle squeeze, enjoying the feel of her mound in my palm. She smiled. 

‘That feels so good,’ she said. ‘I never… it’s better than I thought.’

‘Can I see you?’ I said. 

She frowned, confused, and said, ‘Huh? You are seeing me.’

I shook my head. I let go of her breast and moved my hand to the top button on her shapeless white school shirt. 

‘I want to see you,’ I said. 

Her eyes widened in understanding. She glanced toward the door and paused for a moment, listening. There was so sound from the rest of the house. Maybe her mom was reading a book or out in the garden or knitting a sweater. Either way, everything was silent. 

Taylor bit her bottom lip. Then she nodded. My fingers slipped under her shirt and popped the first button open. She looked at me with wide, curious eyes, watching my face. I moved my hand down and popped the second button, exposing smooth, soft, virgin skin. I was the first person in the world to see this much of Taylor’s body. That thought made my pussy tingle with delight. 

In all the Laurie Flynn books I had read, this was my favorite moment. The undressing. The unveiling. The big reveal. A woman undresses another and there

is no going back. After this, they are bound by desire, unable to stop until they were both satisfied. This is what I had been craving, more than anything else, ever since I first discovered those books and felt these urges waking inside me. I needed this. 

I opened each button in turn, until the shirt hung open, exposing Taylor’s upper body. She blushed, lips parted, breathing hard. She looked at me for approval. I could only smile at what I saw. 

Her body was wonderful. Small, firm b-cup breasts that were tightly restrained in a bra that looked to be at least one size too small. I guessed that Taylor’s mom didn’t take her bra shopping often. She had flawless, smooth skin. A beautiful stomach with just a hint of a belly. A girl like Taylor didn’t go for runs all that much. 

She searched my face closely, desperate to know what I thought. 

‘You’re beautiful,’ I said. 

She flushed with pride and kisses me again. Hard, this time. Urgently. Her tongue roaming my mouth hungrily. Her hands grasping my body with desperate need. It was the most intense kiss of my life. 

My hands slipped under her open shirt and pushed it wider, exposing more of her body. I cupped her bra in my hands, loving how good and natural and naughty it felt. 

She trembled again at my touch, a little gasp groaning into my mouth as I trailed my fingers across her stomach. 

She grabbed my shirt and fumbled with the buttons. I pulled back a little, surprised at her aggressiveness. She looked at me through dark, lusty eyes and said a single word in a low, husky voice. 

‘Please.’

Taylor opened my school shirt in quick, jerky movements, her fingers clutching the buttons with desperation. She yearned to undress me. She needed it. She desired it in a way no guy ever had before. 

She opened the final button and pushed the shirt away, over my shoulders, onto the floor. She stepped back and swept me with her gaze, lips parted. Her eyes sparkled in wonder and lust and need. 

Taylor looked into my eyes. Her chest heaved, those cute little b-cup mounds rising and falling. She glowed with pleasure and erotic excitement. 

I looked down at my body, wondering what she saw. My breasts swelled and filled the white bra that fought to contain them. My stomach was flat and toned from regular running. My skin was smooth and silky-soft. 

‘Can I…?’ Her breath caught in her throat. 

She reached out a trembling hand and touched my stomach. Placed her palm on my belly. Caressed my skin. Wonder filled her eyes. Wonder and lust. 

I took her hand and moved it up my body. I pushed her palm against my bra. Her eyes widened. She slowly squeezed and caressed the fabric, watching how my breast moved and changed shape beneath her touch. 

Then she slipped her hand inside the cup and touched my breast. I gasped at the feel of her warm, soft hands on my breast; the feel of her thumb stroking my hard nipple; the feel of a woman’s touch. 

‘Wow,’ she said, her voice scarcely a whisper. 

I unclasped my bra and lifted it over my head, dropping it on top of my discarded shirt. I stood in front of her, my breasts bare, nipples hardening to firm brown nubs, feeling comfortable in my own nudity. The few times I had undressed in front of guys, they had made me feel uneasy. There was always a hungry, expectant expression in their eyes that I didn’t like. But Taylor looked at me with big, worshipful eyes and a face filled with admiration. It was an expression close to love. 

She cupped my other breast with her second hand, eyes fixed on my mounds, enjoying the way they filled her palms and moulded around her fingers. Her soft, explorative, gentle, curious touch sent shivers through my body. Raw, intense, burning heat surged through my sex. My womanhood flowered open. 

‘It’s better than I…’ Her voice trailed off. ‘I’ve been writing this all wrong.’

I lifted her chin with a finger, bringing her face level with mine again. 

‘You write it perfectly,’ I said. 

I kissed her again, this time pushing my tongue into her mouth first. I wanted her. I needed her. Every last drop of her. All of Taylor’s mind, body, and soul was open to me and I wanted to dive inside and swim in her for as long as I could. 

She responded to my kiss. Her fingers pinched my nipples, sending sharp – yet pleasant – ripples through me. My hands snaked around her body and unclasped her bra. She shrugged her shirt and bra free and we stood there for a long, blissful moment, kissing each other with fierce, burning desire. I could feel her hard nipples pressing into my skin and that sensation made my womanhood throb with need. I had never felt this way before. No man had ever done this to me. 

Taylor pulled her head away, sighing up to the ceiling, her eyes closed. I touched her breasts, gently cupping the small, firm mounds in my hands. They felt perfect. Firm, soft, tender. Her pink nipples darkened and stiffed at my touch. I kissed her neck. Smelt her scent. Trailed my tongue across the sensitive patch of skin at the crook of her neck. She trembled. I loved it when she shivered. 

My right hand slid down her body. Over her smooth body. Over the gentle curve of her belly. Down to her baggy, shapeless pants. She locked eyes with me as my fingertips slipped inside the fabric of her pants. 

‘But… my mom…’ Her eyes were wide with both fear and excitement. 

‘We’ll have to be quiet, won’t we?’ I said, unable to keep the naughty grin from spreading over my lips. 

Taylor nodded, her face flushed with excitement. 

I slipped my fingers inside her pants and slowly pushed down. My hand slid down, closer to my goal, feeling her body grow warmer with every passing inch. 

She signed and clamped her lips shut as my fingers slid beneath the soft cotton fabric of her panties. 

I felt the coarse curls of her womanhood. The incredible heat of her burning

mound. Then my hand cupped her sex and I held a woman’s pussy for the first time in my life. 

She clapped a hand over her mouth, stifling the gasps that escaped. Her eyes bulged. Her body bent backward a little, offering me full, unrestricted access. 

Her legs parted wider. She gave herself to me utterly. 

Her sex was red-hot to the touch. I could feel her sticky, slick lips against my palm. It felt amazing. 

I squeezed her breast again with my other hand, enjoying how hard and firm her nipple felt. She moaned into her hand, eyes closed, as I stroked her slit with two fingers. Did my pussy feel as good as hers? I had only touched myself a few times and it never felt as hot, as wet, or as exciting as this. 

Her sex flowered open at my touch, lips parting to reveal the sticky, sweet center within. I trailed one finger over her womanhood, marveling at the incredibly slick wetness there. She moaned into her palm. 

I slowly teased her womanhood, probing with a gentle curiosity, noting how different her sex felt to my own. Smaller, somehow. Tighter. Her lips were swollen and puffy. Her firm clit felt bigger than mine. Part of me wanted to undress her completely and spend hours exploring every last inch. But with her mom downstairs, I didn’t dare take this any further. 

She moved her hand and pulled me into a hard, fiery kiss. Her tongue crashed against mine like a wave over a rock. I moaned into her mouth and pushed my finger inside her entrance. 

She shuddered at once, her entire body reacting to my intrusion. Her fingers squeezed my breasts hard, but I didn’t stop. I kept pushing, kept entering her, kept sliding my finger inside her red-hot tunnel. God, she was so tight! 

I deflowered Taylor in her bedroom with my finger, as she moaned desperately into my mouth, grinding her hips against me, squeezing my bare breasts. I returned her kiss as ferociously as I could, silencing her moans and groans with my tongue. 

She stiffened. I pushed deeper. She moaned. I started to fuck her with my digit, sliding it in and out of her soaking tunnel, feeling her shake with every

movement. She groaned into my mouth and sucked my tongue and rocked on her heels. Her entire body seemed to vibrate in my arms, every fibre burning with intensity. 

I pushed her back against the wall, pinning her in place, and pushed my finger all the way inside. Her moans were lost in my mouth. I hoped and prayed that her mom didn’t hear us. 

She opened her legs wider and rocked her hips back and forth, grinding against my palm. I slid my finger in and out of her over and over, feeling her sex tighten and clench and squeeze me. Her breathing became shallow. Her moans became squeaking gasps. 

That was how I made her orgasm for the first time in her life. Pinned against the wall. My lips crushing hers. Tongues dancing. Finger pumping her sex furiously. 

Her body shuddered, rocked, trembled. I felt her climax erupt and seize her body in a tight grip. Her eyes glazed over, rolled up to the ceiling, seeing nothing and everything at once. Her fingers gripped my breasts tighter, but not to please me –

she was holding on for support. Her legs trembled, knees almost buckling. I kept my lips locked on hers, preventing her wild, deranged moans from escaping. The sound of her wild – yet muffled – pleasure drove me crazy with lust. I knew what she was experiencing. I remembered my first orgasm with incredible clarity. Maybe she would recall this moment for years to come, too. You never forgot your first. 

I kept up the pressure for as long as I dared. It felt like several minutes passed while Taylor bucked and trembled and moaned into my mouth. Then she tapped my breast, telling me without words that she couldn’t take anymore. 

We pulled apart and I looked at her again, seeing a woman where a girl once stood. Taylor’s skin glowed. Her eyes sparkled. She looked the same, yet she was somehow different. There was new aura about her. The shy, quiet, bookish girl had blossomed into a shy, quiet, bookish woman. She was the new and improved Taylor. And I had helped her get there. 

She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. I nodded. 

‘It’s okay,’ I said. ‘You don’t have to…’

She nodded again. 

I slipped my hand back out of her underwear. My finger was slick and sticky with creamy excitement. I raised the finger to my lips and tasted her. It was nice. 

A little sweet, a little sour. Better than the taste of most guys, that was for sure. 

‘Wow,’ she said. 

She kissed me again – slow and gentle this time, her passion spent. I lapped at her tongue, loving how good she felt against my skin. She was so much sweeter than anyone else I had ever kissed before. 

We broke apart again and held each other for a long moment, taking comfort in our shared heat, enjoying her post-orgasm glow. She rested her head on my shoulder and wrapped her arms around my bare back. 

‘That was amazing,’ she said. ‘So amazing.’

‘Better than you thought?’

‘I don’t… I don’t even know how to describe that,’ she said. ‘It was… so…

wow.’

‘I liked it, too,’ I said, enjoying the feeling of her wetness on my fingers. 

‘How did you do that?’ she said. ‘How did you know what I wanted?’

I shrugged and said, ‘I didn’t. But I know what I like. The rest I got from your books.’

She blushed, her cheeks flushing with a furious pink. It was adorable. The tranquil silence was broken by her mom’s shouting from downstairs. 

‘Taylor!’ she said, her voice coming through far too clearly for my liking. ‘Is your friend staying for dinner?’

‘You really don’t want that,’ Taylor said, grinning. ‘She can’t cook.’

‘Can I see you again?’ I said, hoping the words didn’t sound as desperate as they felt. 

She nodded. She said, ‘But not here. My mom… she doesn’t get out much.’

‘Come to mine,’ I said. ‘Tomorrow, after school. My parents will be at work until six. We have… time.’

She smiled and leaned in to kiss me. 

‘Taylor?’ Her mom’s incessant voice broke the spell. ‘I asked you a question, dear!’

The mood shattered. We both giggled, trying to keep our voices low. I stepped back, unlinking my body from hers. She stayed where she was, leaning against the wall, her hard breasts on full, beautiful display. I wanted to rush back to her side and touch her all over again… but we were out of time. If I didn’t hurry, Taylor’s mom would surely rush up the stairs and burst through the door. She didn’t seem like the kind of woman who would understand her daughter’s sexual needs. 

‘I can’t wait to write about this,’ Taylor said. 

‘I can’t wait to read it.’

I slipped my bra back into place and adjusted the straps to be comfortable. 

Taylor opened the bedroom door and called downstairs, ‘No, mom, Jen has to go home now.’

‘Okay, honey,’ came the reply. ‘Dinner in fifteen minutes.’

Taylor closed the door again. I pulled my shirt on and started fastening the buttons. Taylor stepped in front and helped me, a contended little smile touching her lips. 

‘I feel good,’ she said. 

‘Awesome.’

She kissed me on the cheek one final time, her lips so warm on my skin. I sighed, wishing I could stay… but there was no way we could do any more today without risking getting caught. I smiled at her and waved with the hand that had deflowered her. Then I straightened myself up and walked out of the

room and down the stairs. I had a feeling that Laurie Flynn’s books were going to get even better very soon. 

###
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Also available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

My Wife’s New Boyfriend

‘We need to talk.’

 Patrick and Brooke have been married for eight happy years, and things seem perfect. However, the age gap between them is starting to affect Brooke – while Patrick’s sex drive is slowing, hers is accelerating. 

 After a long discussion, Patrick agrees to allow his wife to take a boyfriend, but how will this affect their marriage? Will Patrick still love Brooke after she’s enjoyed the sinful pleasures of another man? 

My wife is making out with Hunter on the couch. Gently, tenderly, passionately. 

I’m close enough now to hear their wet smack of their lips. I’m close enough now to hear her breath escape in passionate sighs. I’m close enough to see her hard, excited nipples pressing against the thin shirt, begging to be touched. 

Her hand is higher on his thigh now and she gently squeezes and massages a thick, firm bulge in his pants. His hand slides up her leg, up her smooth stomach, to her breasts. I watch his fingers squeeze her chest and she lets out that naughty giggle again. 

‘You like my outfit?’ she says. 

He says something in response, whispering in her ear. She giggles again. 

‘I can be very bad,’ she says, with a wicked smile. 

He leans into her and begins to kiss her neck. She sighs and smiles and groans at the feel of his lips on her skin. Her hand tightens around his manhood and I can clearly see its shape through his pants. It’s bigger and thicker than me. This guy

– this fucking guy! – is the perfect physical specimen. Tall, good looking, smart, funny, good company, and he’s well-endowed as well. I really want to hate this guy, but I see the wide, filthy smile on my wife’s face and I know we’re going through with this. 

Brooke sees me watching them. Her smile widens. She loves this, loves the attention from Hunter, loves the fact that her husband is watching the scene unfold. 

‘Are you jealous, baby?’ she says in a low, sensual voice. 

‘Yes,’ I say. 

‘Are you gonna stop me?’

I swallow. Hesitate. This is it. This is my moment. I can stop this if I want to. I can call a halt to all of this. Hunter will stop kissing my wife’s neck. He will stop squeezing my wife’s breasts. She will stop massaging his hard tool. I can reclaim her for myself. But I don’t want to stop it. My own erection strains against my pants, hard and firm, begging to be unleashed. I’m enjoying this almost as much as she is. She knows it, too. Her eyes flick down to my body and I know she’s seen the evidence of my excitement. 

‘No,’ I say. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

A Husband’s Humiliation

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

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

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

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

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

wedding dress, piece by slow, deliberate piece. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The next photo damn near kills me. 

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Pandora’s Box

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Good girl,’ he says. 

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

‘How do you taste today?’ he says. 

‘Delicious.’

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

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

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

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

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

Also available from Andrea Martin Hotwife Stories:

Becoming

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

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

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

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

‘Babe?’ I say. ‘You okay?’

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

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

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

‘Should I take it off?’ I say. 

‘Please.’

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

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

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

‘I know,’ Ray says from behind me. 

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

‘You are magnificent,’ he says. 

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

Right now. 

Also available from Andrea Martin Hotwife Stories:

Date Night

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘That’s the right answer,’ I say. 

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

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

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

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

‘Sure,’ he says. 

‘My husband gets to watch.’

Also available from Andrea Martin: The CEO’s Son I:

Obeying His Command

 Katie has been brought across the country to make a presentation to the company CEO. It should be a straightforward deal, but when she angers the CEO's son, he decides that she's going to have to be punished…

‘Tell me,’ he says, his hot breath on my neck, ‘have you ever been punished before?’

I think back through my life and all my previous lovers. I’ve used handcuffs. 

I’ve experienced blindfolds. I’ve enjoyed being spanked. But I can’t say those things were ever done in punishment. 

I shake my head, biting down on the panties in my mouth to stop a moan escaping as his fingers gently swirl and tease my lips. Part of me wants to turn around and hit him. The other part of me wants to let him carry on. I don’t want this… but I don’t want to stop it, either. The way he touches me… the passion in his eyes… the feel of him against me… it doesn’t feel wrong. 

‘Good,’ he says, the word almost a whisper in my ear. ‘Good. I’ve been looking forward to this since I sat in the bar and saw you in that dress. A girl like you deserves to be punished.’

I look at him in the reflection, my body gently rocking with his hand as he explores me. He keeps one hand on my throat, not squeezing or hurting me, but letting me know who is in charge. It feels possessive and dominant and I like it. 

His eyes meet mine in the reflection. A cruel smile stretches his lips. 

‘Would you like to know what I am going to do to you?’

Say no. Say no. Say no. 

I nod and stifle another moan, biting hard into my own panties. I have to fight to keep my hands on the glass. I want to lean back into him, to run my fingers through his hair, to squeeze his bulging manhood, but I can’t. He is in total control of my body – and my mind. 

‘I am going to make you scream,’ he says. ‘I want you to know that first and foremost. You are going to scream. I am going to make you scream. You will come for me and you will come harder than you have ever come before. I will make you beg me to let you come. Do you understand?’

I nod again. He gently slips two fingers inside me. I moan into the panties. 

‘Your body is mine,’ he says, ‘for however long I want it. Nothing is off-limits. 

If you tell me you don’t want me to do something, believe me, I will do it. If you beg me not to fuck your ass… the only part of you I will fuck is your ass. You. 

Are. Mine.’

Also Available from Andrea Martin The Bull’s Account:

Why She Cheats

 Tyler is returning home for the first time in months and eager to continue his long-running affair with the married woman in the apartment down the hall. It’s an intense, passionate affair, and their time apart will only make the reunion sweeter. 

 Tyler intends to make up for his absence, with added interest. His neighbor is a wonderful woman – wild in bed, eager to please, and turned on by the thrill of cheating on her husband. Theirs is a match made in heaven, and this night is going to be spectacular. 

Our first reunion is fast and intense and fraught with desperate intensity. We kiss, hard and fast, tongues dancing likes flames in a hearth. You tear at my clothes. 

Buttons pop. Fabric tears. I don’t care and you don’t stop. We’re still in the middle of the apartment, but we make no attempt to move toward the bedroom. 

You push my shirt over my shoulders. I stand on the heel of my right shoe, then my left. I kick off my shoes one after the other as your fingers fumble with my belt buckle. We’re still kissing fast and hard. Teenagers in lust. Animals in heat. 

My belt buckle clicks open. You move on to my button. Then my zipper. Moving frantically. Kissing passionately. Body trembling with need. Heart racing with excitement. Yearning. Lusting. Needing. 

You open my pants and grasp my manhood with greedy hands. Heat builds between us. I feel my manhood responding to the warmth of your body, the feel

of your lips, the frantic grabbing of your hands. You open the flap in my shorts and ease me out, purring in the back of your throat at the feel of me. I love that sound. I love the how excited you are to receive my gift. 

‘Did you miss me?’ I say, pulling back from the kiss enough to talk. 

‘Uh-huh.’

You sink to your knees, hunger on your face, eager to show me how much I’ve been missed. You look up and me and grasp my length with your left hand, wedding ring clearly on display, and guide me through your soft pink lips. I groan softly. The best part of coming home is coming home to a woman like you. 

You slowly tease me for a few wonderful moments, bringing my manhood to a full, powerful erection. I feel harder than ever right now, watching you flick your tongue across my head, your hand stroking my shaft, wedding ring glinting softly in the light. I love how much you enjoy playing our little game. 

‘Say it,’ you say in a gentle, lusty voice. You kiss the head of my cock. ‘Say it. 

Please.’

‘You like sucking my cock like that?’ I say, a grin on my face. You groan in response, taking me a little further into your mouth, responding to my words with enthusiasm. ‘You like sucking my cock behind your husband’s back?’

You look up at me with lust and deepest pleasure in your eyes. This is part of the game we play. Part of the fun. Part of the thrill. 

‘God,’ I say, ‘you suck my dick so fucking good. Do you suck your husband as good as you suck me?’

You give a little shake of your head, my shaft sliding over your tongue. 

‘That’s right,’ I say, reaching around to the back of your head and pulling you closer, thrusting down your throat at the same time. ‘This cheating slut mouth is mine.’

You moan in the back of your throat, a deep, savage, guttural sound of pleasure. 

You love it when I get a little rough. You love it when I remind you how bad and

wicked you are. You love it when I use your body for my own pleasure. 

‘You’re a dirty married slut,’ I say, clenching my fist around your hair, pushing my shaft to the back of your throat. You make the best gagging sounds I’ve ever heard. ‘Cheating with me behind your pathetic husband’s back. Does he have a cock as big as mine?’

I relax my grip. You ease back, eyes watering, my shaft covered in spit. You stroke my wet manhood with you left hand, making sure your wedding ring touches my skin, and smile up at me. 

‘No,’ you say. ‘My husband is tiny compared to you. I don’t suck his cock. Only yours.’

‘Your slutty mouth is mine and mine alone.’

‘Yes, daddy.’

‘Suck then, slut.’

Also available from Andrea Martin Slut Wives:

Desperate Measures

 Newlyweds Sarah and Bruce are struggling to make ends meet. Between raising their baby daughter and trying to turn their crumbling house into a decent place to live, they’re barely getting by. Bruce spends more time driving trucks than he does at home, and Sarah is beginning to feel the burden of their financial worries. 

 When Sarah goes to Bruce’s boss to beg for her husband’s raise, he makes an alternative offer instead, one that changes her life. If she agrees to have sex with him, he’ll pay her two hundred dollars. At first, she is horrified. But how long can she survive before she resorts to desperate measures? 

I straddle him on the couch, one knee over his legs, looking down at him. My breasts are directly in front of his eyes. 

Chuck reaches up with both hands. He takes hold of the low cut of my dress and pulls it down, exposing my breasts in their lacy red restraints. My heart skips a beat. My lips are parted. I’m breathing hard. This is happening. This is really happening. I should stop this. I should leave. 

But I couldn’t leave if I wanted to. 

Chuck’s large hands grab my breasts, gently squeezing them through the bra. His hands are bigger than my chest. I am tiny compared to him. I bite back the urge to groan as his fingers squeeze and stroke my breasts. 

His hands drift higher up my body, to my soft neck. One large, powerful hand gently holds my throat. The other strokes my hair. I feel powerless. I feel helpless. I like it. He is in control here and he knows it. 

‘You have beautiful lips,’ he says. ‘I want you to use them.’

I feign ignorance. 

‘Use them?’ I say. ‘Use them how?’

His hand gently squeezes my throat. 

‘I want you to use these beautiful lips,’ he says, ‘on my cock. I want you to pleasure me with your mouth.’

‘That wasn’t the deal,’ I say. ‘You only paid for my pussy.’

‘Fifty.’

‘What?’

‘Another fifty dollars. For your lips on my cock.’

I hesitate. His strong hand feels amazing on my throat. I like it. Bruce has never held me like this. It turns me on. This feeling of submission, of giving in to him, it’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. When Bruce and I make love, it’s gentle, tender, passionate. I get the feeling that Chuck isn’t going to give two shits about my own wants and needs. 

‘Fifty dollars,’ I say. 

The hand that stoked my hair pushes my head down. 

‘Go,’ he says. ‘Suck my fucking cock. Use those beautiful lips.’
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