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‘David had a wonderful idea last night,’ Elena says, her voice soft and sultry. Her head is on my chest, her lips close to my skin. She loves lying in bed like this because she knows how much it excites me. As always, I am lying on my back, staring up at the ceiling, trying to ignore the feeling of her warm, soft body pressing against mine. She loves to torment me when I’m wearing the cage. 

‘Would you like to hear David’s idea?’ she says, trailing one perfectly manicured fingernail gently over my bare stomach. I grit my teeth and try to ignore the erotic sensation of her touch. Her wedding ring catches the morning sunlight coming through the drapes. 

‘Yes…’ I say, focusing extra hard on the words. ‘What is David’s idea?’

Elena giggles mischievously, her body shaking against mine. I can feel her hard nipples against my body, pressing through the thin fabric of her nightdress. 

‘David thought it would be fun if we set you a challenge…’ she says. She is smiling. I can feel her lips on my bare chest. ‘And I like the sound of it, too.’

I swallow hard. My wife’s lover has a challenge for me? I have no idea what this could be, and I’m not sure I’m going to like it. David’s sense of humor is twisted. One time he told me I had to lie under the bed while he fucked my wife. 

Listening to the two of them energetically making love, unseen, just a foot above me was both frustrating and arousing, I won’t deny it, but I much prefer to be a part of my wife’s pleasure. 

‘What does David have in mind?’ I say, trying to remain calm. Elena gently trails her fingernail over my stomach, heading south across my navel. I feel that familiar pain as my penis rubs against the cage. She loves to torment me like this. 

‘He wants to let you out of the cage,’ Elena says, gently flicking the metal prison that houses my manhood with her fingernail. The vibration shoots through my penis. I bite my lip to restrain a gasp. ‘In fact, he wants to take you out of this cage all day…’

My heart almost skips a beat. My wife’s lover wants me out of the cage for an entire day! I haven’t been out of this cage for more than an hour since Elena decided to put me it over six months ago. Now she wants me free for the entire

day. There must be a catch. There must be a catch. It’s too good an offer. 

‘I would like that,’ I say, choosing my words carefully. 

‘I thought you might,’ she says, now trailing her finger along the small metal prison between my thighs. The pleasure/ pain sensation of this torment is exquisite. ‘But there is a condition for this…’

Here it comes. I brace myself. 

‘…You are not allowed to come.’

My head spins. I able to touch myself… but I can’t pleasure myself. 

‘And if I make it?’ I say. 

‘David is coming over tonight,’ Elena says, still stroking the cage as though it were faithful pet. ‘And if you manage to last all day without being naughty and breaking the rules, he will give you permission to fuck me before he does.’

My mouth opens in surprise. David never shares Elena with me when he comes over. In fact, I haven’t made love to my wife in almost two months. 

‘And if I fail?’ I say, my voice thin. 

‘Then you go back in the cage…’ she says. ‘For a full month.’

I think about it for a moment. An entire day. All I must do is avoid touching myself. 

How hard can it be? 

‘Okay,’ I say. 

Elena sits up and opens her bedside drawer and finds the key to my cage, a big smile on her face. 

‘This is going to be so much fun!’ she says. 

I nod. I don’t know about fun, but it will be memorable. 

My wife lies down on the bed, placing her head on my thigh, just inches away from the cage. I can feel her breath on my penis. Her face hasn’t been this close to my manhood in years. 

Elena gently lifts the padlock and inserts the key. She turns the key and opens the lock. I watch as she carefully removes the padlock and prises the cage open. 

My soft pink penis flops against my leg. Elena giggles. 

‘Aw, poor thing,’ she says. ‘Wake up, little one.’

Elena carefully slides the metal ring of the cage base from my member. I feel her palm graze me. My penis reacts, growing firmer, trying to reach up to her. 

‘Now then,’ Elena says. ‘I’m working today. You’re at home. How do I know you won’t pleasure yourself and lie to me about it?’

‘I won’t,’ I say. ‘I never lie to you.’

She moves up my body and kisses me on the cheek. 

‘I know you don’t,’ she says. It’s one of the many things I love about you. But David insists I have some way to be certain. After all, he really doesn’t like the idea of letting you have me before him…’

‘What do you suggest?’

Elena sits up and gets out of bed. The nightdress clings to her supple body as she moves, her firm breasts and perfect round ass highlighted in delicious detail. She bends over and picks up her handbag. For a brief second, the nightdress slides up and I get a glimpse of her bare ass. I clench my fist in frustration. I cannot pleasure myself. 

She turns around and kneels on the bed, holding something in her hand. It’s a small black band. She gently holds my manhood and carefully places the band around it, until the band sits at the base where the ring of the cage was until a few minutes ago. 

‘What’s this?’ I say. 

‘It’s a monitor,’ she says. ‘If you get excited and start playing with yourself, it

will set off an app on my phone. That way I will know. And if you remove it, you’ll set the app off. Again, I’ll know. It’s to keep you honest.’

‘Is this really necessary?’ I say. 

‘Yes,’ she says. ‘David insisted.’

‘Fuck David.’

‘I do, frequently.’

She walks out of the bedroom. After a few moments, I hear running water as the shower comes to life. The flow changes as she steps under the water. I fight the urge to picture her there, naked and wet. 

‘Ross?’ she says, her voice echoing in the bathroom. ‘Can you come here, sweetie?’

I climb out of bed, still naked, feeling the band tugging at my manhood. It’s not uncomfortable, but it feels a little tighter than the cage base did. It will take a few hours to get used to the feel of it. I open the bathroom door. 

Elena stands under the shower, a vision of beauty. I never once thought I would be so lucky as to find a woman as perfect as her. The water cascades down her body, illuminated by the early morning sunlight through the bathroom window, giving her figure a bright, healthy glow. Her firm breasts glisten and shine; her perfect pink nipples stand erect, begging for me to place my lips around them. 

Water trails across her smooth stomach, through the thin patch of curly hair between her thighs. 

‘How can I help?’ I say, forcing my eyes to stay on Elena’s face. 

‘Could you soap my back?’ she says. 

I grit my teeth. This is going to be a long day. Usually I am not allowed to see Elena naked for the whole week before David visits. She says that she doesn’t belong to me that week, that her body belongs to him for that time. Obviously, she’s trying to make this challenge even harder. 

She hands me the shower gel and turns around. I stare at the bottle of shower gel

to avoid looking at her beautiful ass. I squirt some gel into my hands and begin to rub it into her skin. 

‘Oh, that feels good,’ she says, with a theatrical moan. 

‘You’re not making this easy for me,’ I say. 

‘I’m not supposed to,’ she says. ‘David told me to make it as hard as I could, without touching you.’

I finish soaping her back. 

‘You missed a spot,’ she says, shaking her ass. 

‘There too?’ I say. 

‘Oh, yes.’

I squeeze the bottle again and get a decent amount of gel on my hands. Then I kneel and caress my wife’s perfect ass, generously coating her round cheeks with shower gel. Above me, she moans and groans as though nearing orgasm. 

Then I stand up, wipe my hands on the towel, and go back to the bedroom. My manhood throbs, desperate for release. 

This is going to be a long day. 

****

Elena’s final instruction to me before she leaves the house is that I am not to get dressed today. At most, I can wear a bathrobe. But no underwear, and no pants. 

She says she wants me to be able to touch myself whenever I want… even though I can’t. 

She gives me a long, tender kiss before she leaves for work. I can taste her on my tongue long after she’s gone. My wife tastes delicious. Sometimes I regret

opening her up to the cuckold lifestyle. If I hadn’t done that, her delicious taste would be for me and me alone. But I’m not sure we would even be together right now if I hadn’t. 

The morning passes quietly, with no real problems. I spend the time taking care of chores around the house. Elena is the big earner in our household, so I left my job once we fully embraced the cuckold lifestyle a couple of years ago. She gets a kick out of having me act like a submissive housewife. I manage to focus on my chores and forget about the band around my manhood for a while. 

Later in the morning, I get a text from Elena. 

 I want you to choose an outfit for me for tonight. What would you like me to wear when you fuck me in front of David? 

My heart starts to race as I consider the possibilities. Elena only wears her special outfits for David. I have only seen them in the few photos she sometimes sends me before meeting David. I’ve never seen the outfits up close, much less seen her wearing them. And now she wants me to choose one for her. 

I go to our bedroom and open the special outfit drawer, the one drawer she always forbade me from opening. 

 The contents are not for you, she always said. 

Today, they are for me. 

I feel the band tightening on my shaft as I study the outfits. 

Holy shit. The drawer is filled with sexy garments. Lingerie. Panties. Bras. 

Outfits. Lubricants. Condoms. Everything I can picture is here, and a few things I never knew she owned, like vibrators and butt plugs and blindfolds and several pairs of handcuffs. 

I reach in and lift a few items out. 

A sheer black thong. A lacy red bra with see-through panels over the nipples. A bronze suspender belt. 

The band starts to pinch my shaft. I glance down and see a small light on the

band that I hadn’t noticed before. It blinks yellow, a warning light. 

I close my eyes and let out a long breath. Shit, this is difficult. 

After a long moment, I feel the band’s grip loosening on my shaft as the moment passes. Then I reach into the drawer again. I select the red lacy bra and a matching pair of lacy panties, suspenders, and a tiny skirt barely larger than a belt. By the time I have the outfit displayed on the bed, the little yellow light is starting to blink again. 

I leave the bedroom, close the door behind me and stand under a cold shower. 

****

I send Elena a picture of the outfit. She is impressed and calls me. 

‘That’s a good one,’ she says. ‘I always feel very naughty wearing this skirt…

would you like me to try it on for you when I get home?’

The band tightens again. 

‘No,’ I say, my voice weak. ‘I want to see it on the day.’

‘I really hope you pass this little challenge,’ she says, her voice excited. ‘I really want to wear this for you.’

‘Me too.’

‘David doesn’t like sharing me with you… I want you to win.’

‘I want to win, too,’ I say, through gritted teeth. 

‘My app hasn’t made a noise yet,’ she says. ‘You’re behaving yourself.’

‘Yes, I am,’ I say. ‘Not that you’re making this easy for me.’

She giggles on the other end of the line. 

‘There’s another thing…’ she says. ‘David wants me to send you some specials texts today… he said I could send them whenever I want!’

She hangs up. 

I frown and put the phone in my pocket. I make myself some lunch. My phone vibrates. A message. I open it up. 

It’s a picture. From Elena. Clearly taken under a desk. The picture is of my wife, sitting in her office chair, with the camera aiming up her skirt. One hand holds the camera, the other is pulling her panties to one side, showing her pink, wet, open sex clearly. I can see everything in exquisite detail. Her firm clitoris. Her wet lips. Her yearning entrance, wet and open, begging for a hard cock to slip inside. 

The band tightens on my shaft again. 

I close the picture and put my phone to one side. I grit my teeth and clench my fists. This is the toughest thing I have ever done. Even watching her take a lover for the first time wasn’t as difficult as this. 

I know some people probably find it strange that I would be willing to let my wife cage me and stand to one side while she and her boyfriend make love in our bed, but I don’t see it that way. In many ways, our current relationship is the best thing to happen to either of us. We rushed into our marriage, going from dating to wedding in less than a year. I was smitten and so was she. But we started to realise quickly that there was a problem growing between us – her sex drive was much higher than mine. I couldn’t last long enough to satisfy her. We had to get more and more creative together, but we quickly ran out of ideas. Eventually Elena broke down and confessed that she needed something more than what I could provide her. She loved me. She didn’t want to leave me. But I wasn’t enough for her. Something had to change. 

So, I tentatively suggested that maybe she could have a ‘single night’ every so often. I would give my permission for Elena to go out with her girlfriends and pretend to be single for the whole night. As long as she came back to me the next day, I would be okay. 

Gradually this began to evolve. I wanted to know more details about what happened, where she went, who she met. She seemed ashamed and disappointed in herself at first, until she realised that I wanted her to have those experiences. 

She gradually came to realise that I was okay that she danced with other guys –

and I was okay if she went home with them, too. I would press her for details about the man she slept with. What did they do with her? How big were they? 

How did he fuck her? I wanted to see pictures, videos. I needed information, details. I wanted it just as much as she did. As time wore on, I found myself getting more and more excited by the idea of my wife having lovers outside our marriage. Before long, I was begging her to bring these boyfriends back home so I could watch them together. 

That was over two years ago now and we’ve never been stronger or more in love. Having a boyfriend has allowed Elena to become more confident, to be braver and bolder and feel sexier about herself. She never would have sent me a filthy picture from work before now. 

I never thought of myself as a cuckold. I thought I was bold, progressive, sexually liberated. And here I sit at my kitchen table with a special band around my penis and my wife sending me dirty pictures from work to make me come so her boyfriend doesn’t have to share her with me. 

How times change. I guess I have David to thank for that, to be honest. Elena was always flirty and outgoing, but she seemed to open up to me once she began seeing him regularly. She became for confident, more outgoing. She began to dress differently, choosing outfits that flattered her figure and flaunted her assets. 

She started to see herself in the way I always saw her. Perhaps a wife finds it hard to believe her husband when he tells her how wonderful she looks – after all, he has promised to stay by her side for the rest of his life. But when David compliments her, it somehow means more. When David tells her how stunning she looks, she blushes and sweeps a strand of hair behind her ear. When David tells her how tight she is and how much he wants to come inside her, she grips him tighter and pulls him deeper inside her. 

The phone vibrates again, loud in the quiet of the house. I pick it up. 

A second picture from Elena. 

This is a close-up of her face, her lips. She is sucking on a finger. I can see how

slick and shiny her finger is from touching her slit. The band tightens again, but it’s too late. All I can think about is her delicious sex. She loves it when I pleasure her with my tongue. She says it’s my best talent, that I am a natural. 

Maybe I was born to eat her pussy. Sometimes she will lie in bed and read a book and instruct me to pleasure her for as long as she wants. I’m only too happy to obey. If I please her enough, she lets me out of the cage and we make passionate love… for a few brief minutes. Then I must clean us both up and reset my cage. 

I stare at the picture, at my wife’s soft lips as they part just wide enough for her slick fingers to clip inside. The band constricts me, much harder than before. I glance down and see the yellow light blinking faster than before. I close the picture and put my phone to the side once more, breathing hard, trying to concentrate on letting my excitement subside. 

I owe David a lot. And I am grateful that he is a part of Elena’s life. Yes, I am jealous as all hell that she is much more open with him, that she gives so much more of herself to him, that she seems to prefer him, but that only makes me love her even more. This seems crazy, I know, but it’s simple, really. Her body belongs to him a couple of times a month. Her heart will always belong to me. 

So, long as I’m a part of their sexual journey, I’m perfectly happy for Elena and David to have their night together every couple weeks. 

If I get to watch, of course! 

****

You have no idea how hard it is to go without pleasuring yourself when it’s the one thing on your mind. 

Elena hasn’t allowed me out of the cage in a little over a week. Most of the time, it’s not hard for me to push away any thoughts or desires. The cage does most of the work for me, taking my mind away from my desires. Even if I wanted to pleasure myself, I couldn’t. But now, suddenly having access to my body makes

everything so much more difficult. Every stray sexual thought I have triggers an immediate reaction in my body. Every time I remember the aim of the challenge, my body reacts. Even if I am not consciously having a sexual thought, I feel my body reacting, like a released prisoner looking up at the sky every so often to remember he has been freed. This occurs throughout the day, no matter what I’m doing. Somehow it becomes harder to avoid sexual thoughts when all you want to do is pleasure yourself. But I stay strong. I keep my cool. Sometimes I run to the bathroom and let icy water run over the throbbing head of my manhood. That seems to do the trick. 

My phone vibrates again a few hours later. My throat feels dry as I unlock the phone and open the message. 

It’s another photo from Elena. This one looks like it’s been taken in a bathroom stall. The angle is high, looking down at her from above. Her eyes are half-closed in pleasure. The front buttons on her blouse are open, exposing the swell of her breasts and the bra that barely constrained them. I can see the dark edges of her nipples in the bra. She is leaning back against the stall, her skirt pulled up her thighs, 

One hand is holding the phone to take the picture. The other hand is between her legs. 

Elena is locked in a bathroom stall, right now, touching herself, and thinking of me. 

I drop the phone on the couch and step away quickly, as though it might burst into flames. I run my hands over my face, trying to push the image away, trying not to imagine Elena’s soft moans as her nimble fingers slip in and out of her wet sex. 

The band tightens yet again. God, this is torture! 

I run to the bathroom and turn the shower on. I turn the temperature down low and step under the freezing torrent. After a few moments, my erection has wilted again and my teeth are chattering. I turn off the shower and step out, water trickling to the floor. I catch a glimpse of my reflection and pause. The man in the mirror looks as though he has been to hell and back. 

And the day is far from over. 

****

Sometime in the afternoon, my phone vibrates again. I get a strange feeling in my chest – my heart both skips a beat and sinks at the same time. It skips a beat in pure excitement, delighted by the possibilities of what I could have just received. It sinks because I know how difficult it will be for me to enjoy what it is that I’ve received. I would love to be able to spend the entire day pleasuring myself over the picture Elena has already sent to me. But I must stay strong. If I make it through this day in one piece, I get to fuck my wife in front of her boyfriend. 

God, I want to fuck her! 

I turn my phone over and look at the screen. It’s not a picture this time. It’s a text. I open it up and look. It’s from Elena. 

 David is very disappointed that you haven’t failed yet, it reads. He thinks I’m not trying hard enough. He told me to send you a video…

A video? I don’t know if I can handle this. I’m barely keeping it together here! 

A few long minutes slowly pass, each one an eternity. I sit on the couch, staring at my phone, waiting, like a loyal dog. 

Then my phone buzzes again. 

I swallow hard and open the message. It is a video. Before I can press play, my phone vibrates again. Another message from Elena. 

 David says you must watch it all. 

I close my eyes. Take a deep breath. Steady myself. 

Then I press play. 

It’s a video clearly filmed from a phone. It’s focused on Elena’s face. From what

I can see of her body, she looks naked. Her nipples are hard, her legs closed. She is on her knees, in a living room. I feel a twinge of embarrassment as I immediately recognise it as David’s living room. It looks like David is standing in front of her, holding the camera. 

 Why do you need to film it? Elena says. You can have me any time you like. 

She looks up at the camera with a shy, playful expression, as though she was reluctant to be filmed like this. There’s a gleam in her eyes that suggests she’s enjoying it a lot more than she’s letting on. 

 I’m not filming this for me, David says from behind the camera. His voice comes through the little speakers, sounding smaller than usual. I’m filming this for your husband. 

 Oh, really? Elena says. She leans back a little, lifting her chest. Her breasts look incredible at this angle. Is that why you made him run to the store for us? 

David chuckles. 

 And now I have you all to myself, he says. What should I do with you first? 

Elena smiles, her whole face lighting up with excitement. 

 What would you like to do with me? I’m all yours. 

 Yes, you are, David says. Come closer. 

My wife crawls closer to the camera on her hands and knees, looking directly into the lens, looking directly into my eyes. Her perfect ass bobs behind her. She comes to a halt in front of David. The angle of the camera now looks down his body. He is only wearing shorts, his bulging member straining to be free. I can see his flat stomach and strong legs. 

 You once told me you didn’t like sucking your husband’s dick, David says. 

 I don’t, Elena says, with a shake of her head. 

 Why not? 

 Because I’m not his whore, she says. 

 Are you my whore? 

 Yes, I am, she says, her smile widening. 

 Take my dick out. 

I watch as my wife carefully opens the flap in David’s shorts. His thick, hard member looks even bigger on camera than it does in real life. Elena giggles with delight as David’s member stands tall and proud. 

 Are you my whore? David says again. 

 Yes, I am, she says. 

 Suck my dick. 

My wife looks up at the camera – up at me, watching – and opens her mouth wide. She takes him inside with ease and practice. I’ve watched her pleasure David before, but something about this really digs into me, nagging at me. They were doing this while I was out. David had sent me away so he could film this, torment me with this, all for this moment. 

That fucking bastard! 

The band tightens on me again. I screw my eyes shut, but I can still hear it. Elena moans with delight, loudly sucking and licking her lover’s hard member. She takes it all the way to the back of her throat several times, moaning louder each time. 

 Are you my whore? David says again. 

I open my eyes and look at the camera. Elena slides his length out of her mouth, breathing hard. 

 I am your filthy fucking whore, she says. 

Good, he says. Make me come. Before Ross gets back. 

She smiles and gets to work. I have never seen her pleasure him with such speed

or passion. She keeps her eyes fixed on the camera, on me, while she teases David with an expertise I didn’t know she possessed. She caresses the base of his shaft while sucking on the head. She takes him the back of her throat. She licks his shaft in a frenzy. She sucks and fondles his balls. The whole time, she is moaning like she’s the one being pleasured. 

 That’s it, David says. Like that. Fucking love that. 

She moans at the sound of his encouragement, looking away from the camera, putting all her concentration on him and his pleasure. She puts her hands on his hips and moves her head back and forth faster than I thought possible, taking him all the way to the back of her throat, then almost letting his thick head escape her lips, over and over. His shaft is slick with saliva. He moans now. 

 Fuck, that feels amazing, he says. That’s right, like that, I’m getting close, baby. 

 Make me come. Make me fucking come. 

She does as he commands. Seconds later I watch as Elena looks up at the camera, his shaft buried deep in her throat. She smiles around his member and I watch as it pulses and throbs, emptying his load into her mouth. 

Fuck, David says, the word one long sigh of sheer relief. Fuck, that’s amazing. 

You’re fucking amazing, you know that? 

She nods, his member still between her lips. His shaft slows and finally stops, his climax subsiding. 

 Okay, show it to me, David says. 

Elena lets him slide out of her mouth. She leans her head back slightly and opens her mouth. His white spend covers her tongue and gums. 

 Now swallow for me, David says. 

She glances up at him and closes her mouth. I watch my wife swallow her lover’s come. She opens her mouth again, proving that she has swallowed it all. 

 Good girl, David says. Now, when your husband finally gets back with our dinner, I want you to give him big kiss. Can you do that for me? 

Elena giggles and nods, like a naughty schoolgirl. 

 Now say thank you, David says. 

 For what? Elena says, looking confused. 

 For giving you the privilege of sucking my dick. 

Elena smiles. She kisses the head of his shaft. It twitches as her lips touch the sensitive skin. 

 Thank you, daddy, she says. 

Now the camera turns to face David. He smiles at me. 

 That one was for you, he says. I hope you enjoy this as much as I did. 

The video stops. 

I run to the bathroom and turn the shower on again. 

****

I spend most of the afternoon sitting on the couch, holding my knees to my chest, rocking back and forth. I feel like I’ve gone crazy. I can’t focus on anything. I’ve run out of chores to do. I’ve vacuumed twice. The dishes have been put away. I’ve swept the kitchen floor. Hell, I even cleaned the refrigerator. 

All that’s left to do is… wait. 

I can’t concentrate on anything else. Can’t read a book. Can’t watch TV. Nothing is distracting me. Every time I close my eyes, all I can see is my wife in the video, giving David’s hard member a loving kiss. All I can hear is my wife saying, thank you for allowing her to pleasure him. I should be a man, a real man, like David. I should grab my wife by the hair and throw her on the bed and ravage her. That’s what a real man would do. And when I’m finished, I will make her thank me for it. I will make my wife look me in the eyes and thank me

for the pounding I gave her. And David will be the one sat in the corner watching us for a change. 

Every so often my phone vibrates. Elena has stopped sending pictures. Maybe she can’t slip away from her desk anymore. But that hasn’t stopped her from sending me dirty messages throughout the day. 

 God, I am soooo wet right now. 

 Please, please win the challenge! I will fuck you SO HARD. 

 I wish you were here to lick my pussy under the desk. 

I read each message and put the phone down again. My bathrobe keeps parting as my throbbing erection rises to attention once more. I’ve lost count of the number of erections I have managed today. I didn’t think it was possible for guys to have as many erections as I’ve endured today. 

But I keep my cool. If it gets too much for me, I have another cold shower. So far today, I’ve had four. It seems to be working. 

Finally, evening begins and the sunlight starts to fade. I start preparing a light dinner when the front door opens and Elena comes home. I hear her bags hit the floor in the hallway and she rushes into the kitchen. She hugs me to her chest and kisses me slowly, tenderly. 

‘Is it over?’ I say. ‘Did I win?’

‘Not yet,’ she says. ‘Not just yet. But you’re doing so well, baby.’

She looks up at me, her eyes sparkling. I can tell she’s enjoyed today. Maybe it was all worth it. Everything I do is for her. This is for her as much as it is for me. 

‘You’ve been very good today,’ she says. ‘I don’t know whether to be hurt or impressed that my little presents didn’t push you over the edge.’

‘Believe me,’ I say, ‘it was close.’

‘Those pictures were just for you,’ she says in a conspiratorial whisper. ‘David doesn’t have those. Just you.’

‘Thank you.’

‘I’ll let you keep them, if you like.’

‘Yes please.’

We sit down to eat at the kitchen table. Elena talks about her day, going into much more detail than usual. She is trying to take my mind off the challenge. My heart swells for her. 

We finish our meal and wash the dishes together. Elena checks her watch. 

‘He’ll be here in an hour or so,’ she says. 

‘And then it will be over?’ I say, placing a wet plate on the rack. 

‘Once I take off the band,’ she says, indicating the device wrapped around my penis, ‘it’s over.’

‘Thank fuck,’ I say. ‘I think I’m losing my mind.’

‘There’s… one more thing he wants you to do,’ Elena says, biting her lip. 

‘What?’ I say, pausing as I wash another plate. 

‘He wants you to prepare me for tonight.’

I nod. 

‘Get the stuff ready,’ I say. 

****

Usually, in the days before David comes over to spend the night in bed with my wife, we have a routine. Elena will forbid me from seeing her naked body, as it ceases to be my property and becomes David’s. This continues until the day

David is scheduled to arrive, when Elena forces me to prepare her body for him. 

I choose a nail polish. I paint her toenails. I rub lotion into her skin. I make sure she looks perfect. This is all to ensure that David sees the best possible side of my wife. I want him to enjoy her. 

I enter the bedroom. Elena is laying on the bed, totally naked. I gasp. I wasn’t expecting this. Her beautiful body is splayed out, accessible, ready. I can see how wet and eager her intimate lips are from the doorway. Her legs are parted, the small triangle of wispy pubic hair pointing to her sex like an arrow. For a mad second, I consider rushing to the bed and fucking her hard and fast and getting it over with. Fuck David. Fuck his challenge. This is my wife and I will not be denied! 

But Elena looks at me with those beautiful sparkling eyes of hers. Her chest is rising and falling faster than usual. Her nipples are hard, sitting like proud beacons on her firm breasts. She is everything I want in life. Everything and more. 

‘I’m ready for you,’ she says. 

I drag my eyes away from her naked body and focus on walking to the bed on leaden feet. I sit on the end of the bed with my back to her. She has placed her collection of nail polish bottles next to her toes. I select a bottle and unscrew the cap. She lifts her foot and places it on my thigh. I begin painting her nails with a brilliant blue polish – my favourite color. 

‘I love you so much,’ she says. 

‘I love you too,’ I say, frowning in concentration as I carefully apply a layer of polish to her toes. 

‘No,’ she says. ‘I really love you. It means so much to me that you’ve done this. 

I know how hard it must have been for you. But you’ve almost finished. You’ve almost won.’

‘I want you,’ I say. ‘So much.’

‘I want you too,’ she says. 

I fix my eyes on her toes and continue painting. 

Finally, I am finished. Elena checks her watch again. 

‘I’ll go and get ready,’ she says. I stare at the floor as she gets off the bed and gathers the outfit I laid out for her this morning. I glance up as she leaves the room, catching a glimpse of her perfect round ass disappearing into the bathroom. Once upon a time, that ass was mine and mine alone. I remember the first time I ever saw it. I touched it gently, delicately, as though it were a work of art, and I sighed at its beauty. 

I shake myself out of my daydream. The band is tightening on my shaft yet again. By now I’m used to it. Beyond used to it. I would probably feel like something was missing if I didn’t wear it. 

I prepare the bedroom. I straighten up the covers. Fluff the pillows. I set up the chair in the corner, a smug smile on my face as I realise that David has never sat in this chair before. He calls it the loser’s seat. We’ll see who’s a loser tonight, David. 

I pour myself a glass of water and sit on the couch, drinking slowly. 

Finally, the doorbell rings. 

It’s David. 

I have won. 

****

‘You’re fucking kidding me,’ he says, as I hold the door open for him. ‘I guess I underestimated you, huh?’

‘I underestimated myself,’ I say. ‘Do you want a drink?’

‘No,’ he says, walking into the hallway and bending down to take off his shoes. 

‘You got the video, right?’

‘Yes,’ I say. ‘I don’t think I enjoyed it as much as you did.’

He lets out a low whistle and shakes his head. 

‘Can’t believe it,’ he says. ‘Can’t believe it.’

He walks into the bedroom without being asked. 

‘I guess I’m sitting here then, huh?’ he says. 

‘Yes,’ I say, following him. ‘In the loser’s seat.’

He shoots me a look that says I will regret that choice of words. 

I sit on the bed, taking care to cover myself with the robe. 

‘Is the thing even working?’ David says. 

‘The light keeps blinking,’ I say, ‘so I guess so.’

The bathroom door clicks open and we fall silent. 

Elena steps into the bedroom. She wears the outfit I have selected. Her breasts heave, barely restrained within the lacy red bra. I can see her nipples through the little windows in the fabric. The red lacy panties are barely covered by the tiny skirt. Her legs look long, slender, and graceful in the suspenders. She has added a pair of sleek stockings to complete the look. She looks like a goddess. She smiles, a shy blush touching her cheeks. 

‘How do I look?’ she says. 

‘Stunning,’ I say. ‘Absolutely stunning.’

The band tightens on my shaft. It doesn’t mean anything to me now. It’s over. 

I’ve won. David looks Elena up and down and nods, his lips pursed. 

‘So…’ Elena says. ‘How do you want me?’

‘Over here,’ I say, patting the bed. 

‘Wait,’ David says. 

Elena pauses and looks to him, confused. 

‘Get out the handcuffs,’ David says. ‘Just because he’s going to fuck you, doesn’t mean he gets to touch you.’

Elena looks back at me, a smile on her face. 

‘I can work with that,’ she says. ‘Take off the robe, baby. Lay down.’

I do as she tells me and toss the robe to the floor. Then I lay back in the centre of the bed. Elena takes three pairs of handcuffs out of the naughty drawer. She steps to the bed and fastens one cuff around my wrist. She fastens the other end around the bed post. She moves around the bed, pausing at my feet to fasten my ankles together with another pair of handcuffs. Then she reaches my other arm and uses the final pair of handcuffs to fasten my wrist in place to the bed post. 

I’m handcuffed in place, unable to move my arms. I can move my legs a little, but it’s difficult. 

Elena climbs on the bed and moves herself into position, straddling me. She looks even more beautiful from this angle. She starts to move her hips, swaying back and forth. She caresses her breasts with her hands, flicking her hair from side to side. She’s giving me a show. It’s perfect. This is the most perfect moment of my life. 

‘Aren’t you forgetting something?’ David says, breaking the spell. 

‘What’s that?’ Elena says, looking back at him. 

David points at my penis. 

‘The band,’ he says. ‘Haven’t taken it off yet.’

Elena shifts position, climbing down the bed, until she sits next to my thighs. My penis is firm and hard, straining against the band. She holds my shaft in one hand and carefully grips the band with a finger and thumb. 

‘It’s on pretty tight,’ she says. 

She starts to gently twist the band, trying to loosen its grip on my shaft. After a few slow turns, I feel it start to move. 

‘It’s coming,’ she says. 

I feel something stirring inside me. A rising pressure, building in my balls and my stomach. No, it can’t be! 

The band grips me as Elena starts to lift it up my shaft. The band squeezes me as it slides. It feels good. It feels good. The pressure builds inside me. 

‘No,’ I say, ‘no, stop!’

‘Huh?’ Elena says. She takes her eyes off my stiff penis and looks at my face. 

But it’s too late. 

The feeling of the tight band sliding up my shaft has sent me over the edge. 

After everything that has happened to me today, this is what finally breaks me. 

With the band halfway up my shaft, I feel my balls tighten as they finally release their long-held load. A jet of white-hot come spurts from the tip of my penis. 

Elena gasps in surprise and release her grip on my shaft. My penis topples and slaps against my stomach, still pumping, hot, sticky semen cascading over my belly. 

‘What the-’ Elena says, shocked. 

‘No!’ I say, feeling tears in my eyes. ‘NO!’

There is a long silence for a moment. Elena stares down, watching in a mixture of horror and disappointment as my climax subsides and the sticky white fluid begins to settle and dry on my skin. Some drips and trickles over my sides, pooling against my back and the bed sheets beneath. 

Then, from somewhere far away, I hear the faint sound of an alarm. Elena leans over the bed and picks up her phone. 

‘It’s the app,’ she says. ‘You… you came before it was off.’

She looks at David. His mouth opens in a wide grin and he starts laughing. Long, loud, raucous laughter, pointing at me, slapping his thigh, wiping tears from his eyes. My cheeks burn with humiliation. 

Elena looks from David to me and back again. 

‘What happens now?’ she says. 

‘I won!’ I say. ‘I won!’

David finally collects himself. 

‘The band was still on,’ he says. ‘The app went off. He failed.’

‘No! I won!’

Elena looks at me, sadness in her face. 

‘He’s right,’ she says. ‘You needed to take the band off, too. A deal’s a deal.’

‘No!’ I say, willing my twitching penis already beginning to wilt. ‘Please! I won! 

I did it!’

‘We’ll try again next month,’ David says. ‘You can spend the rest of the time back in your little cage to think about how you failed today.’

He stands up and moves behind Elena, his hands on her shoulders. 

‘Look at this woman,’ he says. ‘She is perfect. I’m starting to think she might be too perfect for you.’

‘I won,’ I say, my voice sounding like a petulant child. 

‘No,’ Elena says, ‘you didn’t.’ Elena pouts. She looks so disappointed in me. ‘I really wanted you to fuck me tonight… I was so looking forward to it.’

‘Don’t worry,’ David says. ‘There’s still another man who isn’t a total disappointment. 

David slips an arm around Elena’s chest. He gently strokes her throat with a finger, from the base, all the way up to her lips. As he does, she sits up straighter, taller, leaning back into him, as though summoned to do so by his touch. She turns her head and they kiss in front of me. I feel a tear rolling down the side of my face. As I watch, her hands snake around behind, to the front of his pants. I see her gently squeezing and caressing his length. 

‘Don’t worry, baby,’ Elena says to me, breaking off the kiss. ‘You’ll get to try again.’

I nod, disappointed, defeated. 

‘Can you let me out of these?’ I say, shaking the cuffs at my wrists. At the very least, I can sit in the loser’s chair and watch the show. 

‘No,’ David says. ‘I have a better idea.’

He whispers in Elena’s ear. She giggles. 

‘You have to stay there,’ Elena says, ‘we’re not going to let you out. Not just yet… we want to have some fun with you.’

Elena leans down over me, on all fours, her face close to mine. Her hair drapes

over me, touching my face. 

‘David wants to do it like this,’ she says. ‘He says it’s the punishment for your failure.’

I blink away tears, confused. Then I suddenly realise what they intend to do. 

My wife moans in my face as David enters her from behind. The bed begins to rock, with me strapped helplessly to the frame underneath them. I hear David’s shaft sliding in and out of my wife, her entrance slick with excitement from a long day of tormenting me. She closes her eyes and moans again. I feel my penis start to awaken and rise once more, still constricted by the band that Elena left on my shaft. 

‘Don’t worry, baby,’ she says. ‘You can try again next month. A deal’s a deal.’

She leans back and sinks onto her lover’s throbbing shaft, a long, low moan of erotic delight escaping her lips. All I can see is her face. I crane my neck to try and look down, to see her perfect breasts, but she places a hand under my chin and makes me look at her. 

‘Eyes up here,’ she says. ‘You don’t get to look at the goods tonight.’

I hear a dull smack from behind her as David spanks her ass. She groans in pleasure. 

‘Spank me again, baby,’ she says. ‘Harder.’

David spanks her again and again and again. She moans louder with each smack, her body rocking back and forth faster and faster. I wish I could see his length entering her. This is a worse torment than everything I have suffered today. This is a nightmare. This is worse than a nightmare. 

‘Oh, god, David, you fuck me so good!’ Elena moans like a woman on the edge of climax. Her body rocks with each thrust. Her face looks at me but her eyes are glazed over, like she’s not seeing me. 

‘You gonna come for me, you fucking slut?’ David says. He spanks her ass a couple more times, pounding her harder as he does. 

‘Oh, fuck, yes,’ she says. Her elbows start to buckle. He’s fucking her hard than ever. ‘I’m gonna come for you, baby!’

She screws her eyes shut. I recognise that look. She’s on the verge of an orgasm now, closing her eyes to focus on the intense sensation about to explode from within. She’s never made that face when I’ve made love to her. 

Elena cries out, loud, throaty, wild. She cries out David’s name, unashamed, and begs him not to stop, to keep fucking her, to make her come again and again. 

I can’t see his face. But I can imagine his expression now. He’s probably gritting his teeth, sweat on his brow, concentrating on pounding my wife as hard and fast as he can. She loves it like that. She doesn’t like it when I try to go hard and fast. 

She only likes it when David does it. I’m not good enough or big enough to fuck her properly. 

Elena’s first climax subsides. She opens her eyes and looks at me. She smiles, breathing hard. I’m not sure she can see me. 

‘I’m gonna come,’ David says from behind, through gritted teeth. I can hear the wet smack as his body slams into hers. Elena gasps and moans with every stroke of his thick length. 

‘Come in me,’ Elena says. ‘Fucking fill me up. I want your come in me!’

She looks down at me now, as though realising for the first time that I am here, underneath them. 

‘He’s so good,’ she says. ‘He feels so good inside. I love his big cock in my tight wet pussy… I love it so much!’

David leans forward. He reaches around and grabs her throat with a hand, lifting her chin, pointing her face away from me. 

‘Don’t look at him,’ he says. ‘You’re mine. You belong to me.’

‘Yeah, baby.’

‘Say it!’

‘I belong to you, David!’

He groans and grunts and slams against her. I recognise the sounds. I wish I could see what was happening right now. I love to watch as his shaft twitches and jerks and his balls tighten. I love watching the expression on Elena’s face as her lover empties his load deeper inside her than I’ve ever been. But I can’t. 

Right now, all I can see is her throat, with his hand holding her tight, making sure she can’t look at me. Elena’s body shudders and rocks and convulses against him as he finally slows his seemingly endless assault. 

‘Oh, fuck,’ he says. I hear the wet sound of his shaft withdrawing from her sex. 

‘That was fucking incredible.’

Elena is breathing hard. He lets go of her throat and she looks down at me. She looks like she’s just woken from a long dream. 

‘That was amazing,’ she says. ‘I’ve needed this all day.’

David gives her ass another playful spank. 

‘Why don’t you show him what he’s missed out on?’ he says. 

Elena giggles. She carefully raises her body, getting to her knees. Then she slowly climbs up my body, her knees on either side of me, moving closer to my face. She sits on my chest and opens her legs as wide as she can, showing her sex, puffy and inflamed, dripping wet, and well used. David’s thick spend trickles out of her, pooling on my chest. Elena laughs and uses two fingers to spread herself open, as though proving he had finished deep inside her. I see a sticky white trail inside her dark pink entrance. 

‘I’ll get you a towel,’ she says to me. 

‘Later,’ David says. ‘Let him think about how badly he fucked up today. I want to shower with you. I’ll let you clean me off.’

Elena looks down at me. I have tears in my eyes again. I have never been so humiliated in my whole life. 

‘He’ll be fine,’ David says. ‘He’s not going anywhere.’

David holds out his hands to Elena. She takes them and gently lifts off my chest. 

I watch as the two of them leave the room, David squeezing my wife’s perfect ass, the ass that was once mine and mine alone, the ass that was supposed to be mine again tonight. 

I hear delighted giggles, childish laughter, and erotic moans from the bathroom. 

The band around my shaft tightens again. 

I guess… a month isn’t such a long time to wait, right? 

###
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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:

Reclaiming Chelsea

 Chelsea and Justin are a loving, happily married couple with a shared interest in a very particular kink. Chelsea loves to enjoy other men, and Justin loves to hear about it. All Justin needs to do is get through the long, lonely night by himself and wait for his wife to return to him. She will return to him, right? 

It’s a strange feeling, hearing your wife confess to openly flirting with another man, hearing her admit to proposing a threesome with a guy she’s barely met. I feel a mixture of emotions – jealousy, lust, a hint of anger. 

‘Does that upset you, baby?’ she says. ‘I wanted this guy and his friend to fuck me instead of coming home to you.’

‘Yeah,’ I say. ‘It upsets me.’

‘You gonna punish me?’ she says. 

‘Absolutely.’

‘Good.’ She smiles wickedly. ‘I need to be punished. I’ve been a really, really naughty girl.’

‘How naughty?’

‘I’ll show you.’

She stands up on the bed, looming over me. She unzips her pants and slowly

pulls them down. 

I watch as my wife turns around and bends over and lets her pants fall to the bed. 

Her beautiful ass draws my eyes. She still wears the panties I chose earlier, but now they look different. There’s a dark, wet spot on the fabric, all along her slit. 

She kicks off the pants and kneels next to my head. She slips her thumbs into her panties and gently pulls them down. 

‘I was really naughty,’ she says again. 

Also available from Andrea Martin The Cuckold’s Tale:

Power Play

 Husband and wife Derek and Kat are nervously preparing to go to a restaurant for dinner with her boss, Don Maclean. Neither knows the reason for this meeting, but they’re both hoping to make the best of it. 

 As the night wears on and the couple start to unwind, Don makes his power play

 – an offer that shocks the couple. All they need do is give in to this alpha male’s demands. 

Don whispers something in her ear. She giggles again. He takes his hands off her body. She slips her thumbs into her panties and slowly tugs them down, bending over in front of him, her bare ass and wet slit an inch from his hard cock. Then she stands up, naked and proud, and walks over to me, panties in hand. 

‘These are for you,’ she says, reciting the words he just whispered into her ear. 

‘They’re a gift from Don.’

She holds out her panties to me. I look at them. I look at Don. He nods. I take the panties from her, cheeks reddening with shame and embarrassment and humiliation. I can feel damp heat on the thin purple fabric. How wet is she right now? Kat clears her throat. 

‘What do you say when someone gives you a gift?’ she says. 

‘Thank you,’ I say. 

‘Don’t thank me,’ she says. 

‘Thank you,’ I say, looking over at Don. 

He grins at me again, loving this, loving my embarrassment, loving that I’ve meekly taken my wife’s panties as a trophy. 

Kat turns and walks back to him, back to her boss, her lover, the man who has claimed her for himself. Her beautiful ass sways left and right with every step. 

She leans up on her toes and kisses him. His dark hands slide down her pale skin and squeeze her ass. I feel my fragile ego shatter. 

Don picks her up in one effortless movement. Kat laughs in delight. He carries her to the bed, lays her down gently on it, climbing on top of her. I’m looking at them side-on, my view clear and unobstructed. Exactly as he wants it. He wants me to watch this. My wife and her boss, naked in his bed. 

They kiss for a long, long moment, her hands on his back, pale fingers on dark skin. She clutches him hungrily, desperately. Then, finally, he leans back. I hear her panting. 

Don reaches over to a nearby drawer and opens it. He pulls out a small foil packet, silver on one side, black on the other. I see the letters XL stencilled on the black side and my stomach backflips. He opens the foil packet and takes out a thick latex condom with a base ring as wide as my watch strap. My wife and I both watch in nervous anticipation as he gently places the condom on the tip of his length and eases it down over the shaft, sheathing his member. 

‘Watch closely,’ he says, looking at me. ‘This is the moment you become a cuckold.’

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: Hustled

 When Madison agreed to go on a second date with Chad, this isn't what she had in mind... 

 A biker bar. A pool table. A high-stakes game with two tough bikers. Madison had better be prepared to bet big, because these guys play to win, and there’s only one prize they have in mind tonight…

‘Relax, little girl,’ Tank says. ‘We’ll take good care of you.’

‘Your boyfriend needs to be taught a lesson,’ Butch says. 

Tank steps up close to me now. I look up at him, over the vast expanse of his chest. My heart rate increases. 

‘We know how to treat a woman,’ Butch says, behind me. His body presses into mine, trapping me between them. I couldn’t run even if I wanted to. The intoxicating feeling of danger pervades my senses. I thought I was into Chad because he was a bad boy… then I met real bad boys. 

‘How do you boys treat a woman?’ I say, my heart pounding now. Why do I feel so excited? 

‘A woman like you?’ Tank says. He takes hold of my chin in his huge hand. ‘You don’t like posers like that asshole. You need the real thing.’

There is a tension between the three of us, a feeling of excitement and danger in the air. Butch’s hand slides down my waist, to the curve of my ass in these tiny shorts. He pats my ass, gently. 

Tank’s hand moves from my chin, tracing my face, head to my neck. He lets his hand rest at the base of my neck. 

‘I could scream,’ I say. The thought of what they might do next is intensely exciting, but I don’t want them to have an easy time with me. 

‘Go ahead,’ Butch says. 

‘I could fight,’ I say. 

‘You could try,’ Tank says. 

Butch grabs my wrists from behind. Pins my hands together at the base of my spine. I can feel his strength. 

‘What makes you think I’ll let you?’ I say. 

Tank grabs the front of my jean shorts. He grips me with one large hand, the other placed behind my neck still. I am completely in their power right now. And a dark part of me really likes it. Another part of me says that this isn’t right, that I don’t know these guys and I don’t know what they have in mind for me. I push that voice away. I’m in way too deep now. Chad lost the bet to these guys. Chad lost me to these guys. 

Also available from Andrea Martin The Bull’s Account:

Tonight You’re Mine

‘I would love for you to seduce my wife.’

 Tyler returns! This time, our traveling bull finds himself invited to seduce a man’s wife on a short stay in San Francisco. A pleasant evening, good food, wonderful company, and hot sex with another man’s wife – how could Tyler turn that invitation down? 

You push my shirt back, away from my shoulders. I let go of your body long enough to pull my tie free and drop it and my shirt on the floor. My hands grasp you again, this time lifting up the bottom of your dress, pushing the fabric up and exposing your bare thighs. You groan into my mouth as one hand squeezes your delicious ass and the other finds your burning quim. My fingers stroke the length of your slit, trailing along your wet lips, and I feel your body respond to my touch, your sex opening for me, your hips parting unconsciously to allow me access, your breathing changing and deepening with arousal. My fingers gently part your intimate lips and your sex opens for me. I carefully probe your entrance with one finger. You move your hips, pushing forward, granting me access to your body, allowing me to proceed. I push two fingers inside you, slowly pressing inside. You groan, your lips still locked on mine, tongue still frantically caressing mine. I push my fingers deeper inside you, marvelling at the warmth of your sex, loving the velvet-smooth feel of your pussy. 

You lean back now, breaking off the kiss, a long, deep moan escaping your lips. 

Your fingers lace together behind my neck and you look into my eyes, your

expression a mixture of lust, pleasure, and desire. I love that expression. It’s the exact moment you stop being married and become mine entirely. 

My fingers explore you. Gently. Lovingly. Slowly. I probe your yearning sex, pressing deeper, hearing your groans of pleasure, feeling your body react to my exploration. You push your hips forwards, driving my fingers deeper into you, and your groan deepens. 

‘Sit on the bed,’ you say. ‘I need to taste you.’

You don’t need to tell me twice. 

I kick off my shoes and socks – I never forget the socks; no man looks good in nothing but socks – and sit on the edge of the bed, as instructed. 

You take your phone out of your bag and toss it to me. 

‘Take photos for my husband,’ you say. 

I grab your phone, but I don’t fire it up. Not straight away. I’ll take picture later. 

Right now, you belong to me, and I don’t want to miss a second. 

You lift your elegant, handmade dress up over your head and toss it on the table, standing before me, wearing nothing but the red choker, a shy smile on your face. Your body is perfect. Your freshly shaven cleft glistens with arousal. Your nipples are hard and firm, begging to be licked and sucked. Your breasts are exactly the right size, and just how I like them – not fake, sitting pert and firm and way too high, but natural, beginning to lose the battle with gravity. I love every part of you. My cock throbs in my pants, hungry to feel you. 

‘Your husband is the luckiest man alive,’ I say. 

‘He knows,’ you say. ‘I remind him every night.’

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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