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Chapter One

◆◆◆

My ascension to becoming a hotwife was no straightforward choice for my husband Dan and me. Unique circumstances, specifically the world destabilized by war, influenced our lifestyle transition. Our jobs in the military were stressful, and our enforced separation at the time made us both miserable.

Dan and I love each other very much, and our early married sex life reflected that. We were passionate about each other, talked for hours, and did everything together. After we married in 1999, we moved straight into army quarters in Rheindahlen, Germany.

We were both corporals serving in the British Army’s 7th Armoured Brigade. In 2003 we were deployed to Iraq together during the second Gulf War. That’s where our problem started.

Back in our German base, military social life revolved around the corporal’s mess for many colleagues. We attended functions infrequently because we had better things to do in our formative married years than party while living and serving overseas.

While our friends danced, drank, and held steamy swinger parties on weekends, we enjoyed romantic sightseeing tours of Neuschwanstein Castle, the Rhine Valley, and Monschau.

Post-Cold War, Germany was idyllic, and life was simple until the Allies declared war on Iraq, and our commanders nominated us for deployment.

During pre-deployment training, we met every few days in Sennelager camp, grabbing scant time together to maintain our relationship. When the battle neared, our brigade shipped out, and we arrived in Saudi Arabia as a prelude to war. Meeting up with Dan became more complicated because we had very different jobs. We desperately missed each other, even though we weren’t that far apart by distance.

My bed felt cold every night when I slipped into my sleeping bag. My heart ached with loneliness, and I yearned for Dan, satisfying myself by exchanging a few loving texts and pictures before sleeping.

A two-hundred-mile treacherous desert road called the Main Supply Route (MSR) separated Dan and me. Land mines, snipers, and bandits meant few safe places to stop while we ran the gauntlet to supply the UK battle groups in the front-line assembly area. Dan was in the cavalry working on Challenger One tanks near the front line, and I worked in logistics, moving pallets of ammunition and rations on fourteen-tonne trucks.

We hooked up from time to time but never frequently enough for either of us to be emotionally satisfied. We met twice monthly halfway in a haven on the MSR; I drove my truck, and Dan arrived by Land Rover. I wore panty liners and brought spare underwear to change into because I knew I’d be turned on by the time we fucked, and my pussy would be messy afterward. My care package of wet wipes, creams, and a towel was handy to manage the aftermath, but that’s no way for a husband and wife to share marital bliss.

Once, when my husband climbed into my truck, I used a sheet to block the windscreen and side windows. Dan’s head was between my legs, licking my sticky, throbbing pussy two minutes later. He fucked me twice in rapid succession, having taken a blue pill about an hour before arriving. Then, my husband hurriedly left me with a pussy full of seed I tried to retain inside me for as long as I could.

We both yearned for the intimacy and excitement of foreplay and the afterglow of lovemaking. We felt more anxious after parting company than before our hook-up, and I cried all the way back to my base.

Dan told me he’d also cried during a video call later that day.

“I know honey, making love once every fortnight is worse than getting none for six months.”

“Maybe I should leave the army and wait at home for you, Dan.”

“We’d be separated for even longer, honey. At least this way, we can be together sometimes.”

“It’s better than nothing, I guess.”

We discussed things during one of our twice-weekly video calls, and today, Dan desperately complained about how infrequently we saw each other.

“I need to see you more often, Claire.”

“I feel the same way.”

“Making love in the cab of your truck is hard going.”

“It’s the intimacy of being close to you I miss most, Dan. At least when we have no contact, you get used to it.”

“Let’s stick it out here… I couldn’t bear not seeing you at all.”

“Have you been using porn to help relieve yourself?”

“I can’t do it because it’s not you, and there is no connection to our love. I need you, Claire. The messages and photos are great, but I want more.”

“Not much I can do about that, honey. I can bring my dildo here next time and do a show for you if you’d like. As long as you do one for me.”

“I need to see your raw emotions, Claire. When we make love, your face lights up with a passion that tears a hole in my universe, one that allows me to reach into your soul and bathe with you in an orgasm.”

My loneliness felt oppressive because my husband professed his love for me so overwhelmingly that I wanted to cry but knew I must hold it together for his sake.

I was sitting alone in a cold steel half-sized shipping container. Soldiers got one hour twice a week in the air-conditioned welfare unit with comfortable chairs, a computer with a large monitor, and satellite internet to video call their family.

My husband was turned on. Me, not so much, but I was open to play.

“Does it have to be a dildo, Claire?”

“Umm, what else could I use, babe?”

“You could try the real thing?”

“You won’t be here.”

“I know.”

He looked coy and left his comment hanging.

“Oh, come on, Dan, we’ve exhausted this cuckold fantasy, and every time, you get crazy jealous after you cum and when I’m screaming someone else’s name.”

We had an anything-goes attitude towards bedroom fantasy, but there is a place where orgasms ebb and reality flows back in. It was in that sobering moment post orgasm that any desire I had to be gang-banged or cuckold Dan dissolved, and my love returned fully as if committing myself at the altar once more.

A few times, Dan admitted to being conflicted while big spooning me in our loving climactic afterglow, but I just assumed that was a lingering carnal desire and not one he’d explore further.

“We’d need rules.”

Dan seemed deadly serious, so I played along, thinking he must be wanking out of sight.

“What like?”

“No using names, no kissing, and it can only be once. At least until we talk it through.”

“Are you being serious, Dan?”

“Deadly, serious honey.”

I gulped and stared at my husband. I didn’t want to burst his fantasy bubble. Neither did I want to destroy our marriage by introducing another man either. I wasn’t sure if Dan’s desire to discuss me cuckolding him was born from sexual frustration or a genuine desire to embrace that very taboo lifestyle.

“I don’t know honey, the fantasy is fun, but the reality might damage our feelings and relationship. I don’t want anyone’s cock or semen inside me except yours.”

“It wouldn’t mean anything, Claire. You’d enjoy it over there, and I’d have fun here too.”

“Does it mean nothing to you? Fucking, really?”

I felt furious and leaned forward, ready to click the mouse button to terminate our call. My husband thought of me as a transactional slut, good for only one thing.

“Whoa… whoa… whoa Claire. I’m sorry… really sorry. I didn’t mean it like that.”

“What the fuck, Dan!”

“I love you.”

“You have a very odd way of showing it.”

“I only meant that your bull would be a disposable lover - someone to scratch an itch for both of us.”

“What if I catch feelings for this casual lover?”

“Would you?”

Would I? I didn’t know for sure, now that I considered it. I felt anxious and excited. My body trembled, and my pussy lips felt moist in the simple panties I wore under my shorts. The shorts were so that I could pull the leg seam aside and slip a finger in to masturbate should Dan do the same thing.

Dan looked sorrowful, and I felt terrible. He shared his deepest desires, and regardless of how terrifying they were, I must listen.

“Would you, Claire - would you fall in love with another man?”

“I doubt it. I love you too much, but the unknown scares me. It’s dangerous in so many ways.”

“You’re still on the pill, though?”

“Well, of course, we’re seeing each other next Thursday, and if I’m going to get pregnant, it won’t be in a shit hole without my husband around full-time.”

Dan’s casual manner irritated me. In his expression, I saw the familiar dog with a bone chasing an outcome.

“Yeah, about that.”

“Oh god, what now?”

I felt sick to the bottom of my stomach and knew that bad news was coming.

“We’re finally moving up to the start line.”

I choked, my head bowed, and I sobbed like a child that had lost its mother in a shopping mall. The start line was a digital demarcation of where each regiment would position itself before the final order to launch an attack on our enemy.

“Is the invasion starting, Dan?”

I stuttered and spat my words through a choking voice with my hands covering my face, caught up between drying tears and checking my emotions. I looked up and saw tears welling in Dan’s eyes, too.

“It looks like we’ll have to wait until the fighting ends, Claire.”

“That’s two months at least, and we won’t have any welfare calls like this.”

A numb sensation of loss passed through me when a wave of grief hit. I was going through the same emotional distress most others had endured months earlier when they left their husbands or wives in The UK or Germany.

“Our last call is next Tuesday, honey. After that, they’ll shut all communications down here.”

“I love you, Dan.”

I touched my husband's face on the screen.

“I love you too. I want to see your lovemaking face one more time, darling. Why not try my idea? At least think about it, please?”

“Okay, I’ll give it some thought.”

I trudged miserably to the mess tent that evening for dinner. Our marriage was as solid as a rock, having already weathered the storm of other people trying to hook up with one or the other of us. We had no interest in anyone else, although in bedroom fantasy land, we’d enjoyed swinging, had an orgy, and I’d been gang-banged and cuckolded Dan in many scenarios.

This time, my husband’s plea felt different. It tugged at my heartstrings, balancing the darkness of my desires with the fear of reneging on our marriage vows. I wanted to help Dan cope, too.

A shadow was cast over me, and I glanced up and saw a friendly face.

“How’s your husband, honey?”

“Hi, Katie.”

Katie sat beside me in an almost empty mess tent.

My plate was cleared an hour ago, but I couldn’t motivate myself to move off the wooden bench. I sloshed the dregs of a cup of coffee in my army-issued metal mug, hoping for an answer at the bottom. I sighed deeply, wanting to share the problem with my best friend but felt terrified of saying the words - my husband wants to watch me fuck another man. More so because I hadn’t wholly excluded the possibility of doing it.

“Dan is okay, Katie.”

It was obvious that I’d been crying, and Katie moved closer.

“Have you heard the invasion kicks off next week, Katie?”

“Yeah, you must be worried about Dan, sweetie.”

“I am terrified.”

Katie and I were lucky to have each other to confide in because friendships in the army are like ships passing in the night - especially when deployed. We’d been best friends through basic training, and she remained the closest person in my life outside of blood and marriage.

Katie’s husband, who was also a soldier, was at home in Germany.

My best friend pulled my head gently onto her shoulder and wrapped her arm around me. I smelled her combat uniform and knew she’d been out all day on a driving job. The stench drove me to sit upright quickly, wafting a hand across my nose.

“You need to shower, babe. You’re fucking ripe.”

“How bad… stinky man bad?”

“Not quite, but you’ll get there in a few hours.”

I giggled, composing myself to ensure nobody noticed my emotional state. Katie shot me a winning smile, the sort that builds confidence that all is well in the world. I felt better, but the idea of cheating on Dan with another guy was creating quite a dilemma.

“Okay, Claire. I will shower, but not until you tell me what’s happening. This isn’t just about the prospect of war - something else is happening with you.”

“Umm, it’s awkward.”

“That’s what girlfriends are for. I’ve told you everything about me and Dave, and clearly, this has something to do with Dan, so why not spit it out? Has he fucked another woman?”

“No! No! Not at all!”

“What is it then?”

“It’s the opposite of that.”

“Dan has fucked a man?”

Katie almost fell off our bench in shock, having gotten the wrong end of the stick. I looked at her like she was insane, and her mind worked it out as quickly as a flash.

“You fucked someone, Claire… oh my god, when?”

“Fucking, no, Katie. Jesus, what do you think I am?”

“What is it then? You are not making any sense.”

“Dan wants me to do that.”

“Fuck another man?”

“Of course, fuck another man, although, to be honest, he fantasizes about you and me a great deal. Sometimes too much, I think.”

“Fucking hell, babe, I can’t believe Dan wants you to be a hotwife. Is he submissive?”

“He’s the opposite. Dan is one hundred percent alpha male, but he can’t get off unless I’m involved, and every two weeks isn’t enough. He can’t do porn, stories, pictures, or videos unless I do it with him.”

“I see.”

“Dan wants me to cuckold him.”

“I think it’s more nuanced than that, honey.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Dan wants you to be a hotwife, Claire.”

“How is that different from cuckolding?”

“I don’t think he is sexualizing humiliation. Dan wants to watch other men desire and appreciate you. He also wants you to be his private porn star.”

“I can’t do it, Katie.”

“What about using a vibrator and pretending you’re fucking an ex-boyfriend? Dave loves it when I drag mine out during welfare calls. I’ve got a huge purple one, and he wanks himself silly when I fuck it. I think he’s recording the video for later.”

Katie thought for a moment, and an expression of horror flashed across her face.

“Come to think of it, I hope he’s not showing those videos to his mates.”

“I’ve tried toys, but it’s not enough for Dan. A dildo is nowhere near as good as having my husband’s cock inside me, so I get where he’s coming from.”

“Oh shit, it sounds like you’re considering becoming a hotwife.”

I stared at Katie, my pussy lips creamy wet, snuggled in my soaking wet gusset. My body tingled in the early stages of arousal, and I felt warm, probably flushed in both cheeks, while my bottom lip trembled. My best friend leaned in and placed a hand gently on mine, soothing my nerves.

“You really are thinking of doing it, aren’t you, Claire?”

“I am, and not only for Dan’s benefit. That frightens me because our marriage’s sanctity is inviolate to me, or at least it has been so far.”

“Deployment to a conflict zone does this to couples. The thought that you might lose each other and snatched moments of intimacy make the separation agonizing. I can see what it’s doing to you, babe.”

“What would you do?”

“If Dave wanted me to cuckold him?”

“Yeah.”

“There would have to be rules.”

“That’s what Dan said.”

“No kissing, and I’d probably only allow access to my pussy from behind so that I didn’t catch feelings when my bull shot his load inside and made me orgasm. Men’s cum faces can do that to us girls.”

“That’s true. It was, in fact, precisely what Dan referred to. But would you let someone other than Dave cum inside you?”

I watched Katie seriously consider the implications of taking another man’s seed inside her. Fucking a guy with a condom might be easily dismissed as drunken or passionate adultery, but having a stranger’s semen swimming inside you, exploring every nook and cranny of your reproductive organs, was another level of cheating.

“Yeah, I would do it, as long as I was looking Dave in the eye while the bull fucked me.”

“What’s your advice for me, Katie?”

“I think you should take Dan up on his offer, find a great bull and fuck him while on a video stream.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

I dragged my ass to the gym tent that evening, feeling in a more balanced mood while still mulling over Dan’s plea for me to fuck another guy.

I trained daily to keep in shape and usually timed my sessions when my husband worked out. We used a messenger app to stay connected, but the military welfare bandwidth wouldn’t allow calls, so we could only message or send pictures.

My training partner grinned, pointed to the warmup mats, and shouted heartily, always in a great mood.

“Hey Claire, are you ready for this?”

“Yes, Jason, I’m good.”

I put on a brave face for my training partner, Gunnery Sergeant Ironside from the Marine Corps base in Washington DC, now deployed with us as a liaison between the British and Americans.

“I thought we’d start with circuit training, then do some weights.”

“You know I’ll whoop you on cardio.”

I smiled, knowing Jason needed our training partnership more than I did. Like many gym monsters, he focused too much on pumping weights. He was muscular and as strong as an ox, competing hard with me in circuit training cardio to improve that aspect of his fitness. Jason was over six feet four inches tall and built like Fort Knox. He was also a gentleman, kind and considerate, with a loving wife and two kids back home.

Once I worked up a sweat, my endorphins flowed, and I felt better. We spent half an hour doing shuttle sprints interspersed with burpees, star jumps, sit-ups, and squat thrusts to tire us out. I admired Jason’s training ethic. He knew how to tackle the exercises everyone hated, understanding their benefit to him.

When we sat together on a low wooden bench recovering, he looked a little disorientated.

“I’m going home before the invasion.”

He passed me a water bottle to replenish the liter we’d left on the gym mats.

“Lucky bugger. How did you swing that?”

“It’s Jen; she’s due in a month, so I was always going back for the birth, but my commander wants a changeover before they roll up to the start line next Thursday. I ship out on Tuesday.”

“You’ll miss the war.”

“I know, and that upsets me, but I can’t wait to see Jen.”

“Your wife and children are more important than a medal, Jason.”

“I keep telling myself that.”

I remembered Jason talking about his wife and the impending arrival of their third child. He mentioned his family infrequently, but I guessed it was because he played away and didn’t want anyone to know his private business.

The girls he fucked called him Gunnery Sergeant Ironcock, and while I knew what they hinted at, I avoided the gossipers and focused on our training partnership.

“Can I ask you something, Jason?”

I felt relaxed, and having considered Dan’s request, I thought a male perspective might help me understand why my husband wanted to watch me fuck another man.

“Anything, we’ve become friends, Claire. I’ve even told Jen about you.”

“What’s she saying about that?”

“She asked if we’re fucking.”

I reeled backward in shock.

“Jesus Christ, Jason, seriously? What did you tell her?”

My heart rate leaped, and I felt confused about whether my reaction was driven by the shock of what Jason said or that he’d reached that part of my psyche where desire was locked away like a beast tethered deep inside a cave.

I bowed in shame, hiding in a gym tent where nobody paid us attention. I felt a familiar flutter in the pit of my stomach, rising as butterflies and descending to my nether regions as sticky dampness, and it terrified me.

“I told her the truth, that you’re married, faithful, and she knows I’m sleeping with someone else. Well, more than one other.”

“You told your wife you’re sleeping with other women?”

“Of course, I’m not deceitful. I always ask Jen before I hook up.”

“I can’t believe it. She must be very understanding.”

“She asks me for permission before she fucks a guy, too.”

“Fucking, what now?”

“Come on, Claire, don’t be such a prude. It’s just a muscle, or in your case, a muscle group.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean my cock. It’s just a muscle, and Jen’s pussy is a collection of muscles, the same as yours. They need to exercise, especially while she’s pregnant. I don’t fall in love with a pull-up bar when I work on my trapezius.”

“It’s different. There is no intimacy when you pump iron.”

“There doesn’t have to be when you pump anything else. Are you telling me you were in love with every man you ever slept with?”

No, sometimes I just needed to scratch an itch or feel someone close to or inside me.

“There you go, Claire.”

“Are you and Jen in an open marriage?”

“Yes. She has two bulls right now, each visits her twice a week, staying overnight.”

“And it doesn’t bother you?”

“I’m glad Jen is happy and being attended to while I am. I’d be a selfish guy to enjoy myself while denying her the same rights.”

“Yes… okay. I get it.”

I thought about it and knew Jason was right, but things change when you fall in love. That’s when exclusivity becomes essential. When I used my dildo twice a week and once weekly, if Dan and I made love, there was no intimacy - it was just about getting a buzz.

Technically, masturbation was a workout, although I always thought of my husband when I wanked myself because he’s my soul mate. He masturbated more regularly than I, but only ever to my photos or when we exchanged naughty texts.

“Think about the mental health issues that arise from having no sex, Claire. Regular sex reduces anxiety, builds self-esteem, and helps you sleep soundly.”

“We girls have vibrators and dildos for that.”

“Nothing is like the real thing, though. A lump of rubber can’t hold you tight during or after making love, stroking your ass lovingly, or licking your clitoris properly.”

“We have clitoral stimulators, Jason. Small nubs that suck and vibrate.”

“Do you have one?”

“Yes.”

“Here, on deployment?”

“Yes.”

“You can’t grab a handful of hair on it or play with its ears while the tongue licks the ridges around your anus, right?”

“No… that’s true.”

While I stewed in my sleazy juices, Jason sauntered away to talk with a group of friends who’d arrived for their gym session. Most serious athletes on deployment sought him for tips and advice on exercise or diet. I sat on a wooden bench cooling down, watching him while deep in thought, when my phone vibrated.

“Hi babe, I’ve just finished working out.”

Dan messaged, and I smiled.

“Me too.”

I typed back far more quickly than he did, my fingers trembling as my arousal took over.

“Awesome. I don’t want to pressure you into anything, but did you consider what I asked you, Claire?”

“Yeah!”

“And?”

I tilted my phone surreptitiously, pinched the screen, and zoomed in on Jason as he walked back toward me. Then, I secretly snapped his picture and hit send.

Dan took a few seconds to receive the photo and then a few more for him to process and formulate a response.

“Fucking hell, Claire, that’s intimidating for me!”

I giggled and looked at Jason, seeing the lover rather than a training partner.

“He’s my training partner, Jason.”

“The American Marine? He looks like a one-man raiding party that just stepped off a marauding Viking longboat.”

“Yes. Is that a problem?”

“He’s got a better body than me.”

“Other girls say he has a massive cock.”

“Bigger than mine?”

“Umm, yes… sorry.”

“That’s worrying.”

“It’s got to be worthwhile for me, too. They say he’s got an enormous long and thick cock. It sounds like he’s much bigger than you, honestly, Dan - not just an inch, but loads more.”

“Do you prefer a longer cock?”

“I prefer you, honey. That’s why I married you.”

“Excluding me, does this Jason guy tick all of the boxes, one of which is a longer, thicker cock?”

“Yes.”

“Then he’s an excellent choice. Do you think this prime American beef wants to fuck you?”

“I think so. Many guys think me attractive, Dan.”

I wasn’t prepared to be arrogant. Dan and I are an attractive couple, both high in the top one percentile of people you’d like to fuck. Now was not the time to make my husband jealous since it seemed he wanted to celebrate my sexuality rather than be humiliated by his cuckolding.

“That’s true, I’m a lucky man. Sorry, babe, I didn’t mean it like that. I meant to ask, is he with someone?”

“Yes, he’s married, but his wife is cool with him hooking up. She does it, too, even while pregnant. Jason leaves next Tuesday, returning home for Jen and the birth.”

“It’s perfect timing, as long as we book our slot before he leaves.”

The reality of being given permission to step out on my marriage vows with a specific man suddenly struck me hard. We’d gone beyond theory and were into planning, but I still wasn’t sure I wanted this.

“I don’t know about this, Dan.”

“What are you worrying about?”

“Tell me why this is important to you?”

“I want other men to feel jealous of me, enjoying you when I permit it even though they can never have you as I do.”

“I would be a hotwife, then?”

“Yes.”

I let that sink in for both of us while Jason strutted around in front of me, a semi-hard cock evident through his training pants. I wanted to kneel, fish out his cock and suck it until he choked me with his semen.

I was going beyond the planning stage, getting close to implementation, as my pussy leaked a creamy mess all over my inner thighs.

“Jason looks like a big guy. I bet he would fuck you good.”

“I know he would. Ironcock has a reputation here, but what if he’s better at fucking me than you are?”

“Great, as long as you have a good time and I get to watch. No intimacy, though. Your cum face must only be for me.”

“No intimacy is a difficult thing to guarantee when someone has their giant cock buried balls deep in my pussy.”

“I meant no kissing, and you look only at me when you climax. Deal?”

“I want to kiss him, Dan. You can’t have this all your way.”

“Okay, but only if you agree right now.”

My mind worked quickly, and I glanced from Dan’s image on my phone to Jason, the man I wanted more than my husband right now. I imagined his cock squeezing deep inside my pussy, fucking me hard, and then filling me with his seed.

My fingers flashed across the screen like lightning as I answered and sent the message before I could change my mind.

“I’ll do it… sorry, we’ll do it.”

I felt less reluctant, knowing I’d be having casual extramarital sex with an American who was due to depart hours after he decanted his seed inside my pussy.

“So, you’ll ask Jason to fuck you?”

I thought before replying to Dan’s message. My inner vixen had woken, and I felt a tide turning inside me.

“No, you will. Next Tuesday, I’ll bring Jason along, and if you still want him to fuck me, then you’ll beg him to do it.”

“Okay… I’ll enjoy that.”

I set my phone down and stared at Jason, looking at him in a fresh light. My heart quickened, and hormones flooded as my body reverted to primal instincts, sizing up a lover to get me pregnant.

Jason smiled and reached out a hand to help me up.

“You said you had a question for me, Claire.”

“Oh, that… it was nothing - don’t worry about it.”

I spent the next few days with my head spinning, trying to process our decision to indulge in something so taboo that I shivered with excitement, arousal, and fear constantly. Dan and I laid out the ground rules for my ascension to becoming a hotwife through a series of messages that each of us saved as evidence. I insisted on a legal release and signed permission, which he typed out, signed, and sent to me via the daily mail run.

My husband pulled out all the stops and made sure to fully indemnify me with all kinds of clauses he’d discovered on the internet while browsing blogs about cuckolding and hotwife freedom. I gradually understood Dan’s thinking, his desires, and what triggered him to want to watch while I fucked a stranger.

If Jason fucking me led to any marital friction or a divorce, then the entire blame would be on Dan.

My husband signed a flowery permission clause that stipulated Jason could fuck me, lick my pussy, play with my breasts, and I could suck his cock, with as much kissing as I wished to allow but no romance. Also, I must look only at my husband when I had an orgasm, even though it would be Jason’s cock squirting seed inside me, albeit while wearing a condom.

“What about anal sex, Dan?”

I messaged jokingly, partly wanting to turn my husband on, partly wishing to test him.

“I hadn’t thought about it, Claire. Are you likely to want that?”

“I think we should cover it, just in case. Who knows what might happen once I get aroused and Jason slides his giant cock inside me.”

“I love it when you talk dirty to me, honey.”

“Focus on the anal sex, Dan… yes, or no? Can I do it?”

“Okay, I’ll agree to anal if you’ll let Jason cum inside you.”

“Fuck, Dan, that’s sacred. Can’t I swallow his semen, please?”

“I’d like to watch Jason’s cum dribbling out of your well fucked pussy, Claire.”

“Jesus, fucking Christ… have you heard us? We’re fucking depraved.”

“It’s fun, though.”

I had to admit that our messaging had gotten very spicy, which lifted my spirits. Work was hard, preparing for intense warfighting, but my plans to become a hotwife made everything else seem less important.

“Is there anything else you need from me, Claire?”

“If Jason cums inside me, will you still love me?”

“Of course, honey - I think we both want him to creampie you, right.”

“Maybe.”

“Please be honest, Claire.”

I stared at the phone screen, frowning while my panties soaked up the sweet liquor I wanted to feed to my husband. My nostrils flared as I breathed heavily, and my heart quickened because the inner slut that I had kept under wraps for years was finally emerging, saying I told you so.

Instinctively, my inner voice had always spoken of Dan’s kinky side. Months after we married, the role-playing games began with fireman and soldier Dan, then with a version of him who wanted me to wear school and other uniforms.

“Claire?”

“Sorry honey… I was miles away.”

“Can Jason cum inside you?”

“Yes, dear… he can. You’re right - I want his semen inside me, too.”

“Shall I send a note confirming it was my idea?”

“Send me a voice message as an addendum to our agreement, or I won’t do it. I’m not being blamed if this goes bad, Dan.”

“Nothing will go wrong as long as we stick to the rules and you remember to take your birth control pills.”

“Only you will ever make me pregnant, Dan.”

“Good girl.”

I tried fucking myself the night before we were due to ask Jason for a loan of his cock, using my vibrator. Even though I felt super horny at the thought of the American Bull riding the hole off me while my husband watched, there was still a nagging issue in the back of my mind. I wanted semen inside me but still wasn’t convinced a stranger’s cum was a good idea.

From across the two-person modular accommodation that served as our bedroom, Katie unburied her face in a pillow and shouted frustratedly.

“Are you finishing anytime soon, Claire? I want to sleep but can’t, as long as you’re buzzing and banging yourself.”

“Sorry, babe, I’m thinking about this hotwife thing, and I’m having trouble getting myself off to sleep.”

In a flash, Katie was beside my bed, arm wrapped around my midriff, eyes level with mine.

“Are you cuckolding Dan, then?”

“It’s not cuckolding, Katie - I’m going to be a hotwife.”

Katie looked as excited as I felt, which was also mildly awkward, given that she held me while I had a vibrating latex cock buried deep inside me.

“Answer me honestly, honey - are you and Dan doing this?”

“I don’t know, well, yes, we are, but Jason doesn’t know it yet.”

“Ironcock? You lucky bitch. Fucking hell, I’m so jealous. That is one guy I would love to fuck, and I am sure Dave would let me if I asked.”

“Dan has to ask him first.”

She looked at me as if I were a Greek goddess.

“I’m impressed, Claire. You’re like a fucking hotwife genius. Jason will never forget this experience of fucking you, and since Dan is an alpha male, too, that’s going to blow his mind. Make your husband beg Jason to fuck you before you take that massive cock inside your pink cathedral.”

“Jason does have a big cock, doesn’t he?”

“I spoke to a girl that the Gunnery Sergeant is banging, and she says the orgasms are so energetic she practically passes out.”

“I’m terrified he will fuck me better than Dan does.”

“Jason will fuck you much better than Dan does, but isn’t that the whole point of what you guys are doing? Marriage and love come first, but if you are enjoying the hotwife lifestyle, shouldn’t the bull be a guy who you care little for that fucks you far better?”

“What if Jason says no?”

“Everyone wants to fuck you, Claire. Even I want to fuck you.”

“You’re joking, right?”

I laughed, but Katie looked deadly serious. At the thought of Katie licking my pussy, I winced and gasped almost imperceptibly because a tiny orgasm tickled at the end of my dildo, which was so deep inside my cunt that I couldn’t remove it without her knowing.

“Sorry, Katie.”

“Is the dildo inside you right now?”

“Yes.”

“I can feel the vibrations even through your duvet, Claire.”

“I was getting nowhere until we started talking… you know… dirty.”

“Are you turned about fucking Jason while your husband watches?”

“Deeply?”

“Are you imagining Jason or Dan’s cock right now?”

Jason’s.”

“You’re a slut, Claire.”

“I know.”

I bit my bottom lip and squeezed the dildo tightly, using my powerful pelvic floor to crush the latex, frowning deeply and breathing heavily in a very obviously aroused state.

“I could help you right now if you’d let me, Claire.”

“Oh god.”

“Sorry… I didn’t mean to press.”

“I… oh Katie, I, umm…”

“I really like you, Claire.”

“I like you too.”

Katie’s affection warmed my heart. We were best friends, and I knew she wanted to end my emotional suffering by way of helping me relax. My mind raced, and it wasn’t a good thing because although I’d switched off my vibrating rabbit, I still had four inches of latex buried inside my pussy. I was more turned on by Katie’s face inches away from mine than at any time since Dan had last made love to me.

“Umm, I don’t know what to do, Katie.”

“Just relax, honey… think it through, and we can talk.”

“Okay.”

My mind boggled. I’d never made out with a woman but hadn’t excluded the possibility. Dan fantasized about Katie and me in a 69 position, eating each other until he could spectate no more, and stood behind me, plunging his shaft into my soaking wet slit, ending my torment in his dreams.

“I want to fuck you, Katie.”

“Good girl - I want the same.”

“Have you done it before?”

“Of course.”

“What should we do?”

“How about I use my tongue on your clitoris and control the pink rubber that’s already inside you? You’ll hardly know I’m here, and I’ll have you relaxed and asleep in no time.”

“I need to ask Dan for permission.”

“Good idea. I bet he asks for photos. Which I want copies of, by the way, because Dave will love them.”

I reached across to the nightstand for my phone and selected its messenger app.

“Hey babe, strange question. I’ve asked Jason to come to our call on Tuesday so you can ask him to fuck me, but I’ve been feeling so horny tonight, and I’m trying to have a wank on my rabbit but can’t finish myself off.”

“Hi, sweetheart. Do you need some dirty texts or a cock picture to help?”

“Not exactly, babe.”

“What then?”

“Katie wants to help me out. Is that okay?”

“Are you asking for my permission to fuck Katie?”

“Yes.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

“Oh my, Claire!”

“What, honey? What is it?”

Our message string paused, and Katie crowded excitedly around my screen with me, waiting for Dan to answer. The wavy dots of a message being typed went on for ages, and my best friend giggled like a school kid. She was already teasing me by trying to ease her hands under my duvet.

I placed my hands on hers, stopping Katie just before she reached my throbbing, sticky clitoris.

“I want pictures.”

Katie’s arms went up, and she cheered, jubilant for more than one reason. She pointed at me and did a celebratory shimmy, moving her ass seductively.

“I fucking told you so, Claire.”

Katie stripped my duvet back in the blink of an eye, took control of my vibrator, and flicked it on immediately. I bit my bottom lip as a wave of incredible vibrations echoed inside my pussy, slamming against my cervical wall like a thousand joyous cheers.

I clicked my camera button, and our fun began. I instantly felt a huge weight lift that had pinned my soul into the darkness. I stared at Katie, desperate to cum in her mouth, gasping as my orgasm rose quickly.

“I don’t have time for foreplay, Katie.”

She withdrew my sticky, cream-coated vibrator, setting it aside.

“You won’t get any.”

After spreading my legs wide with both palms gripping sticky flesh, Katie descended into my pussy like a starving lioness on an antelope. Her clitoris targeting was spot on; she sucked it inside her mouth, clenched her lips tightly, and in less than a minute, I bucked around the bed violently, fumbling with my phone, taking snaps while she electrified my body.

“Argh! Katie, that’s so good! God knows what pictures Dan is getting.”

“You’re sweet, sticky, and you taste wonderful.”

Katie dragged me sideways on my single bed, flinging my thighs over her shoulders. I gently spurred my heels into her back, encouraging my best friend closer to enjoy the bounty of my lady garden. I didn’t feel any love for Katie, but my burning affection caused my stomach and engorged labia to flutter gently.

“I’m glad you shave your pussy completely, babe. It makes my work down here much easier and a lot more fun.”

“You’ve done this before, you fucking whore.”

“I’ve wanted to kneel and get my head between your legs for years.”

“I wish you had said.”

“Me too.”

Katie lapped hungrily at my swollen, trembling labia, lifting my ass cheeks in her palms, teasing me while I gripped her ponytail, hoisting my pussy licker back up onto my clitoris. Once she was on target, sucking my solid pearl, I ground my alabaster smooth pussy hard into her face.

“Wow!”

“Get the job done, Katie. I need a fucking release.”

Katie sucked on my clitoris, drawing it out of its protective hood, making sure the blood flowed quickly, engorging me. Then she nibbled gently, pulled her tongue back, and dragged it across the end of my nub, hardening my clitoris and making it easier for her to focus on.

She stayed on my clitoris, playing a gentle symphony, sucking, licking, and blowing air gently until my crescendo approached. She edged me teasingly, flattening her tongue and plowing it along my creamy furrow, allowing my climactic storm to calm before returning to my love button.

Katie sucked on my pussy, creating a vacuum around my swollen lips as they fluttered in her mouth. Then she drained my juices while I bucked like a bronco, screaming. She was an expert in cunnilingus; why wouldn’t she be? A girl understands, right? My ass rose and fell through orgasmic waves while she conducted my orchestra.

“Yes, that’s it! F-fuck! Argh! Yes, that’s the most perfect tongue, Katie!”

My best friend was so good at eating pussy; I knew it wasn’t her first time performing between a silky pair of female thighs. No way could anyone eat cunt this expertly without having consumed a few gallons of female ejaculate while training.

She rose, smiling broadly with sticky lips, holding a finger to them, urging my silence.

“Keep the noise down, or everyone will want some.”

We giggled, and for the first time in ages, I felt genuinely relaxed, stroking my best friend on the back of her head while she serviced my pussy. I kept sending pictures to Dan and imagined him pumping his gorgeous six-inch cock, wishing that he and it were with me and us now.

I would probably encourage Dan to fuck my best friend after he came inside me, but that was another fantasy, best left on the shelf for now.

Katie went to work with an experienced enthusiasm, determined to get me off using her tongue. She used two fingers from each hand to peel aside my pussy lips, stretching my clitoris until I felt it might pop and isolating it so that she could flick my pleasure bean as vigorously or gently as she felt necessary to manage my pleasure.

Katie slid her tongue back into my heavenly hole every twenty seconds to harvest whatever juices were available, swallowing them hungrily while purring like a contented cat. She brushed my clitoris gently with an index finger, slid up my naked body, and looked affectionately into my eyes.

I knew she wanted to share my flavor, so I leaned up, brushing her lips sensuously with mine, groaning in ecstasy when she increased her finger pressure as a prelude to French kissing me deeply.

Our tongues intertwined, and hers felt right, exploring inside my mouth as it had been when it was licking deep inside my pussy. It was as though I’d wanted to fuck Katie for years but denied myself the pleasure. While she strummed my labia gently, occasionally sliding two fingers deep inside my fuck hole, I kissed her as though she were Dan. She felt like my husband, and I could see them together in my mind’s eye, both fucking me.

Katie bit my bottom lip, electrifying me. I jolted, gasping involuntarily, as she smiled, her eyes locking with mine.

“Oh fuck! Katie, I’m sorry.”

“What for babe?”

“That we didn’t do this years ago.”

“Ha, ha, don’t worry, sweetie, we’re doing it now.”

“Yes, darling, you are.”

I dug my nails into her tight ass cheeks, pulling Katie closer, overwhelmed by her aroma and my need for intimacy. She lay atop me for a few minutes, gently fingering my pussy while licking my neck, studying my reaction, and smiling when my expression exploded from a pleasure spike she delivered.

When she felt I was ready, my girlfriend descended through a series of soft, wet kisses on my lips and around my neck to my nipples, where she licked, sucked, and chewed my areola, then traveled past the flutters in my belly back towards my excited pussy.

She returned to my trembling, creamy clitoris, sucking it hard, lifting the protective hood to brush my sensitive, treasured bean until a volcanic climax built inside me. I gripped Katie’s head between my powerful thighs, trying to drag my girlfriend inside my quivering hole, and when I couldn’t, I satisfied myself by running my fingers through her long, beautiful hair.

When I hit my first orgasm, I tried to escape, but Katie overpowered me, clamping my ass to the bed while she chewed my clitoris as if it were the last jelly bean on earth and she was a starving child. She swallowed my squirting juices and welded her lips firmly onto my pee hole while I rode her face, streaming more nectar into her mouth than I thought possible.

“I can’t take any more. I can’t, f-fuck! Fucking hell Katie, that was magic!”

She wouldn’t relent and pulverized my clitoris while forcing a three-finger wedge deep inside me. I tensed every muscle in my midriff and thighs to crush Katie’s knuckles and grind her sinews to dust, but she kept thrusting in and out of me. She was determined to win the wrestling match inside my pussy, and my money was on her.

“Argh! Argh! Argh! Fuck… f-fuckety, fuck. Katie, that’s… amazing, please, you must stop!”

She sealed my mouth with her hand, stifling my screams, and licked more gently, focusing on my swollen, trembling pussy lips, bringing me down from my orgasmic peak gently rather than dropping me into an abyss. Amid a vigorous orgasm, my spit soaked her palm, seeping around its seal and through her fingers. It dribbled down my cheeks and chin while I gagged in a glorious orgasm, biting Katie’s finger hard, with no complaint from her.

She laid her head on my stomach, releasing my mouth, and I licked the residue of my pussy juices from each finger. I pulled her head up, kissing my best friend sincerely in appreciation for her loving attention while basking in the glory of my satisfaction at her hand.

Katie looked deeply satisfied.

“I’ve wanted to do that for years, Claire.”

“You never said anything.”

“I’d never force or coerce you. You’re like a sister.”

We laughed, and Katie licked her lips, then went back down on me, gently lapping the remaining juices from my pussy, cleaning me. It would help me take Jason’s cock for longer, staying my orgasm until he squirted hot Marine Corps cum deep inside me.

I didn’t know what to say when Katie rested her head on my breasts, gazing affectionately into my eyes. I felt her warmth and wondered if things would be the same again. When I looked at my phone screen and saw that I’d sent Dan twenty-six photos, I almost fell out of bed with surprise.

I opened his last message and showed it to Katie. I smiled at my husband’s selfie and the semen dripping from his cock all over his combat trousers. Dan had wanked himself, and I thought, in reviewing his image, my best friend rather liked what she saw.

“See, no harm done. Dan had a good time, too.”

Katie reassured me, snuggling closer like lovers enjoying the warm afterglow of an orgasm.

“Yes, there’s no harm done at all, Katie. You helped me, and we helped him.”

Am I a lesbian now?

“Are you wondering if you’re a lesbian, Claire?”

“How did you know what I was thinking?”

“Because I’m your best friend.”

“Am I?”

“A lesbian or my best friend?”

“A lesbian?”

“You’re a woman fulfilling her desires with a husband’s blessing. You don’t need a label.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

I slept like a log, cuddled lovingly through the night by my best friend and new lover. When I woke to Katie handing me a cup of coffee, she winked and smiled, confirming our shared deep friendship and one she assured me had prevailed despite our tryst the previous night.

“I hope that tastes as good as you did last night, Claire.”

Katie immediately dispensed with any potential awkwardness between us, and I leaped out of bed to hug her.

“Does this feel weird for you, Katie?”

“Eating your pussy last night, then waving you goodbye this morning to be fucked by a guy in front of your husband while he wanks off?”

“Well, yes?”

“Not even slightly. You?”

“Not at all. Do you think I should worry about that?”

Katie placed her mug down, took me in her arms, and kissed me deeply, sliding her fingers down my spine until she cupped my butt cheeks. Then she pulled me in closer, gently forcing a knee into my crotch.

“You’re turning me on again, Katie - not fair.”

“Gunnery Sergeant Ironcock will thank me for warming you up.”

“What if this all ends badly?”

“Dan has opened an exciting door for both of you. He’s a wonderful man, and I’m glad he gave permission to share you with me. I want to reward him when the war ends, but that’s up to you. You three must enjoy yourselves tonight.”

Katie held me close, staring lovingly into my eyes. When she kissed me passionately, I knew something fundamental had changed in my marriage, praying that Jason’s cock wouldn’t cause any damage.

After a few minutes of intimacy, I was ready to fuck Katie again, and she knew it, so she left me dangling to go on her driving duties.

I wore two pairs of panties and a liner for work, changing once through the day. The thought of climbing aboard Gunnery Sergeant Ironcock’s stiff rod turned me into a nymphomaniac - a new sexual force had been awakened inside me by Katie’s tongue plowing my creamy slit and with Dan’s enthusiasm for me to cuckold him.

Had Jason followed me into the toilets, stripped me naked, and bent me over, I doubt I could have stuck to Dan’s rules. Such was my need to sink my throbbing pussy onto the biggest cock ever to fill it.

Before my welfare call with Dan, I showered, tingling all over when soaping myself with a natural sponge and lavender-scented Molten Brown shower gel. I avoided my solid clitoris with the water jets and my fingers, wanting to be horny for my new lover.

My ruse with Jason was for us to go for a friendly drink at our all-ranks bar, which was my way of saying goodbye. When I met him as planned and mentioned my call with Dan, I told him my husband wanted to chat, but he became confused.

“I don’t understand why Dan wants to speak to me, Claire.”

We walked in semidarkness to the welfare container, and I was glad because I felt my cheeks flushed, my nipples were rock solid, and I was sure he must have noticed my heavily aroused state.

“Dan wants to thank you for looking after me in the gym.”

“He could write or message me.”

I’d prepared well and ensured we had a two-seater couch in the container. My clean, freshly pressed, highly figure-hugging combat trousers map pockets were filled with the usual post-coital care package I used for when I fucked my husband. Katie had offered to clean my creamy, well fucked hole after Jason fucked it, but that was a step too far for me.

In the welfare container, we settled comfortably, sitting side by side on the sofa amid an awkward atmosphere. I smiled at Jason and he nodded eagerly, so I started the video call to my husband with my heart pounding louder than our artillery guns.

My heart melted when I saw Dan, who waved. At that moment, I knew the difference between true love and lust. I wanted my husband forever, but Jason would do for right now.

“Hi babe, Hi Jason.”

“Hi Dan, that’s one fit wife you have. She’s the only thing keeping me sane here.”

“Yeah, Jason, I know you haven’t got much time, but I wonder if you might do us a favor?”

“No problem, dude, anything to help.”

“Hand him the pill, honey.”

I handed Jason a blue Viagra. He recognized it immediately, and his eyes bulged. He glanced at me, then at Dan, who looked like he might orgasm on the spot. Finally, he stared at me, searching for answers.

“Wh… what’s going on, you guys?”

I pointed at the screen.

“My husband has a question for you, Jason.”

Jason licked his lips, then slowly tore his eyes away from mine. His nostrils flared, and he looked excited, which thrilled me. My pussy tingled, and I frowned, caught myself, and put my best poker face back on, but it was too late. My pussy throbbed for Jason’s cock, and it leaked, filling my gusset with sticky hormones, all provoked by the idea I was about to step out on my marriage vows.

Jason stared at Dan, and I saw the men’s expressions agreeing on something - perhaps my handover from one to the other.

“Take that quickly, please, Jason, because it’s going to take twenty minutes to work, and you only have an hour to fuck my wife.”

“Holy fuck… I don’t understand.”

“As I say, we have little time, and I’d love to watch you fuck my wife before you ship out, please.”

He didn’t beg, but asking Jason to fuck me had been my firm condition. I wanted my husband to be sure about becoming a cuckold at my hands, and from the confident tone in his voice, I knew he was. He needed to watch Jason fuck me, and the anticipation I felt to help him become cuckolded was electrifying. I knew I could trust Dan not to throw this back in my face at a later date.

My husband’s enthusiasm to watch another man fuck me and the desire burning in his eyes aroused me so intensely that my desperation reached a feverous peak.

Dan wants me well and truly fucked by this man mountain stud.

I slipped the blue pill onto my gym buddy’s tongue and held a small water bottle to his lips. Jason quickly became like a kid at Christmas, unsure which gift under the tree to open, but he drank and swallowed quickly while I unzipped his combat trousers, desperate to get into Santa’s grotto.

When I fished out Jason’s cock, I balked and stared, utterly shocked, but it was my husband who spoke first.

“Fucking hell, Jason. That’s huge… I don’t know if my wife can take such a huge cock.”

Dan shouted when he saw the size of Jason’s shaft as it sprung to attention. His shock made two of us because I couldn’t get my fist around his cock, and my stomach fluttered at the thought of how deep the Marine would penetrate me when he was balls deep inside.

I stared at Dan and nodded, my resolve being absolute.

“I can take this, and I’m going to. I want Jason’s cock inside me, and I want his cum too.”

“Are you still doing this for me, Claire?”

“No honey - I’m doing it for both of us.”

“Thank you.”

As I squeezed his cock, enjoying its iron feel, Jason squirmed in his seat, torn halfway between wanting to rip my uniform off and running away. I stared at his bulbous, circumcised head in amazement that Mother Nature could create such a beautiful thing.

My Panties were soaked, and the leakage seeped into my cotton combat pants - a prelude to the pussy stretching of my life.

“Please fuck my wife, Jason, and be gentle with her mate. I love my wife and want her taken with dignity. I want to watch as much as possible, and I hope you both enjoy each other.”

“I like to make love to my ladies, Dan.”

“I want Claire to stare at me while you fill her with seed, and she cums.”

“I can do that for a comrade.”

I relaxed my jaw, ready to take all of Jason’s massive cock, watching Dan from the corner of my eye. My husband dropped his pants, sat down, and gripped his cock. I stroked my lover’s cock, feeling an emotional wrench from one man to the other as I palmed over a perfectly shaped, enormous glans using his sticky precum to lubricate.

Dan gasped when I leaned in and wrapped my lips around the smooth head of Jason’s cock, covering his circumcized rim. I licked and sucked, making disgusting slurping and popping sounds for my husband’s benefit.

A salty burn spread quickly across my taste buds, lighting my soul. I felt like a contented wife with Jason’s cock crammed deep in my throat especially knowing the man I loved wasn’t far away if I needed his support.

I was determined to take everything on offer and knew that if this cuckolding worked out for Dan, there would be plenty more in the future.

As I choked and saliva drooped from my chin to the floor, I felt a reservation about how over nine inches of solid cock would squeeze into my tight pussy. I decided to cross that bridge when we came to it.

It took me a few minutes to properly deep-throat Jason because his cock was so thick, and I needed to slacken, almost dislocate my jaw. Once I got used to taking his girth, I felt his body relax, and I deep-throated him with ease, confident he wouldn’t hurt me by jerking suddenly with his cock lodged past my windpipe.

When Jason spoke, he sounded calm and friendly.

“Can you see your wife sucking my cock well enough, Dan?”

Jason held my long hair in a ponytail and smiled cockily at my husband. I felt like a whore and sucked harder on my training buddy’s iron cock, drawing more fluids into my panties from an expectant cunt.

“Claire looks beautiful, and she deserves your cock.”

“I agree, and thanks for setting this up. It’s a good job you aren’t here in person because Claire wouldn’t feel you much once I’ve fucked her.”

Jason chuckled mischievously, nodding at Dan’s cock, teasing him.

My heart leaped, and terror flooded through me. The cock crammed down my throat belonged to a man who had just humiliated my husband, and the only effect it had on me was to arouse me even more.

I wanted Dan to enjoy watching me being fucked.

“I can’t deny that’s true, Jason. You should probably prove it soon, though. Fuck my wife before you waste your semen down her throat.”

I’m not the only one enjoying my husband’s humiliation.

“Okay, buddy. Umm, I need to ask, am I shooting my load inside Claire, or do you need me to wrap up?”

“Bareback, please, and fill Claire up. It’s what she and I agreed.”

When I knew Jason was ready to fuck me, I withdrew his massive cock from my throat and sucked gently on his smooth glans, watching my husband masturbate. I held my lover on the edge, fist-pumping his cock gently to smile and blow Dan a reassuring kiss. A translucent string of pre-cum mixed with saliva connected my bottom lip to the slit opening at the end of Jason’s cock, making me look even more like the wanton whore I felt.

“I like doing this, Dan. I like Jason very much - but I love you.”

“I’ve wanted to be cuckolded for ages, Claire.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

“I needed a reason and to pluck up courage.”

“Well, we are here now. It doesn’t matter how we got here.”

“Are you enthusiastic, Claire?”

“To fuck Jason until he squirts his seed inside me - yes. To cuckold you - even more so.”

“Good.”

“There is no turning back, Dan. We are doing this again… often.”

My husband was close to his screen, engrossed in the action streaming through my webcam. He’d adjusted the camera on his side so I could watch his face and see him stroke his solid cock that was two-thirds the size of the one about to stretch my pussy wide open.

“My wife must face me while you undress her, please, Jason.”

“No problem.’

Jason lifted my head gently off his cock and forced me to my feet. He pulled my combat shirt over my head, tossed it, then tore down my pants and finally whipped off my bra and soaking-wet underwear, sniffing appreciatively before setting them aside.

“Those are mine now, Claire. Something by which I can remember you.”

“I hope this isn’t our last time, Jason.”

“Me too, honey.”

I was naked in under a minute, and Jason joined me thirty seconds later, his muscles rippling like he was flexing, preparing to fuck me. I shuffled closer when he beckoned, and my lover stared into my eyes with passionate intent to fuck me senselessly. He stroked my cheek, and I burned hotly; my entire body shivered involuntarily as a deep sexual intoxication for him gripped me.

Dan was sidelined in my mind, not because I didn’t love him, but because I wanted Jason more at that moment. When my bull held and kissed me, his lips were as soft as silk, tingling against mine, burning with a promise to fulfill my desires until his tongue slipped inside my mouth, and sparks flew.

Jason firmly gripped my waist, lifting me high and turning me upside down as if I were a light doll. My hair cascaded to the floor, and my legs draped over his shoulders as my soaking wet pussy opened wide like an overflowing bowl served into his mouth.

My lover sucked my entire pussy into his mouth before I could protest, and when his tongue delved deeply inside my tight, throbbing hole, I squirted a few drops of pee. A tiny orgasm ripped through my womb, bursting out of my hole like a rose blooming into Jason’s mouth.

Jason swallowed my juices enthusiastically, puckering his lips and sealing my pee hole, sucking hard - something neither my husband nor any man had ever done. It was like he desperately wanted to suck my bladder dry.

While I dangled upside down, Jason devoured my pussy, and I was swept away on a wave of euphoria. I processed my husband’s instructions and our rules and reached for my lover’s enormous cock, sucking it as far down my throat as possible, gripping behind his thighs for greater leverage.

I breathed deeply before Jason’s shaft crammed past my windpipe, securing enough air to last until I could come up for more. My hands gripped more tightly with fingernails anchoring deep into steely muscled thighs that were welded to the floor. My lover ensured we had a solid platform to eat our meals.

I wanted to avoid choking or hurting Jason and soon had a technique that worked, so I spurred my knees into his shoulders, encouraging my lover to eat a larger portion of my cunt.

Jason’s tongue was long, and he violated my tight, sticky pussy hole deeply. When he licked my soft tissue walls, it felt like I was being fucked by a small cock.

Suddenly, Jason held me upwards and outwards, aligning his lips with my anal whorl. I would have let him fuck me there, but he preferred to lick the tight ridges that descended deep inside me while proving his massive upper body strength, holding me like a toy.

When Jason slowly drew me closer, he rimmed my puckered anus before ferociously poking his tongue inside, licking my back passage. I was on fire, close to an orgasm, and in no position to stare into my husband’s eyes when that moment came.

And I desperately needed to.

“You must fuck me, Jason, please.”

“I agree, please, for fuck’s sake! Fuck my wife.”

Dan sounded desperate, and although I felt Jason might have licked my pussy and anus forever, he relented, rotating me carefully and setting my feet gently on the floor. I saw my lover’s reluctant expression and felt pleased he’d enjoyed licking me out. When he turned me around to face my husband, I mouthed ‘fucking hell’ and smiled like a whore.

Dan smiled back, bit his lip, and tossed his head back, laughing fully.

“It’s the greatest show on earth, Claire. I love you!”

“I love you too, Dan!”

I hadn’t seen my husband looking so relaxed or happy since we left Germany, which made me feel very proud. Jason leaned close, whispering.

“Claire, do you want to be fucked hard and feel the full benefit of my cock?”

Jason’s lewd suggestion dragged me away from Dan to a place where his cock became my whole world. I saw my husband, but I belonged to my lover. A dribble of my arousal ran down my right thigh, and I sniffed, enjoying the tawdry aroma we’d already created.

“Yes, please, but what about Jen, your wife? Do you need to message her?”

“Jen gave me standing permission to fuck you if the chance arose, and now it has.”

“Hold on. Are you saying you wanted to fuck me?”

“I asked my wife months ago and even sent her photos of you. Does that answer your question?”

“Jesus… I would have fucked you every night that I couldn’t get to Dan.”

“And he could have watched.”

Knowing that Jason wanted to fuck me all along lifted my self-esteem. I had two men captivated, both of whom would have dragged themselves across the desert naked to have me. I thought of Katie crawling naked through the desert sands, too, and wished she could see me now.

My morale was boosted, and my love for Dan for suggesting I get laid and cuckold him screamed joyously from my heart across the miles that separated us. I felt more pussy juice dribble down both thighs and was ready for a final reckoning with my training partner’s iron cock.

“Are you sure you want this monster inside me, Dan?”

I faced Dan, straddling Jason’s lap when he sat down, positioning myself behind his cock, with my ass rubbing his washing board abs. I pulled the entire length of his rock-solid, veiny shaft against my stomach, judging where it would bottom out inside me.

“Can you see how deep he’s going inside me, Dan? Are you certain about this? I won’t be the same again.”

“Fucking definitely, Claire. Please fuck your bull now, darling.”

“Do you want to become a cuckold, Dan?”

“Yes, oh god, yes.”

Dan’s sparkling eyes and excited expression told me he was sure. Even if my husband had last-minute cold feet, I was fucking Jason no matter what. I planned to turn the camera off if my husband protested even slightly and then ride my American steel until we were both satisfied.

But I didn’t need to because my husband was a man of his word.

Jason’s cock was the most enormous I’d ever seen, and there was no chance I would back out and miss it, especially with a signed permission slip and full indemnification from Dan. It was too late for anyone to stop me.

“His cock is very stiff too, Dan, and it has lots of gnarls and bloated veins. I hope to feel them inside me, pressing my cunt walls. It’s like a massive steel rod.”

“You can take Jason’s cock, darling. I know you can. Please do it.”

Dan begged me. I loved it and loved him for charting this risky course for us.

“Wank your little cock for me, Dan. Push it out, baby, but don’t cum yet. Show me what you’d do if you were here.”

“I wish I were there. I can’t stroke myself much longer. Please fuck Jason, please, please, please!”

My husband almost screamed, and I knew it was time for all of us to finish what he had started.

“Okay, I’m going for it then.”

With a tight grip around the base of Jason’s cock, I squatted my pussy above his swollen glans while he supported my ass into a reverse cowgirl position. I placed the soles of my feet on my lover’s upper thighs to control my ride up and down his Ironcock, leaning back on him for support. My lover gripped my knees and spread them as wide as possible.

To my delightful shame, Jason pointed at my cunt with his cock head less than an inch away from parting my swollen pussy lips.

“Is the view okay, Dan?”

“It’s perfect.”

I was laser-focused on my husband’s eyes, ensuring he got what he wanted while gauging his reaction to my rebirth as a shared wife. I felt slutty, and that burned brightly, pleasing me.

“Enjoy this moment when our marriage evolves, husband, but don’t cum too quickly. I won’t stop fucking my bull just because you’re done. We all get what we want tonight.”

I descended cautiously onto the enormous glans waiting below, dribbling cream all over Jason’s cock to ease its passage inside my throbbing hole. My jaw dropped, I moaned loudly, my eyes widened, and nostrils flared when my lover filled and stretched me as I slid down his beautiful, solid shaft. I felt every bump and vein as they pressed hard into my soft tissue walls, and I squeezed back, milking my lover.

Behind me, Jason puffed like a steam train after an initial gasp to get himself away from the platform. The moment I took the head of his cock and fed it into my pussy, something happened between us, and a new friendship was formed.

“Please don’t let this be the last time, Jason.”

“I won’t, sweetheart - I can’t. Your pussy is the tightest I ever fucked.”

“Is it really.”

“Yes, Claire. I love this so much.”

Jason tensed his muscles, meeting my sliding descent with a gentle upward thrust, holding my clenched fists in his palms to provide support so that I could take his amazing cock at my pace.

“Argh, argh, oh god, it’s fucking huge, Jason. My organs are moving around inside to make room for you. Argh! F-fuck… yes! Jason, it’s so much cock, I c-can’t!”

My head gently lolled as I drifted into a more pleasurable place, and my pussy trembled as an orgasm approached on the first stroke of Jason’s immense cock deep inside me. He was a lover on another level to my husband, sending waves of tingling joy through my whole body, recharging my energy with his long, thick cock.

My eyes bulged, and I stared desperately at Dan, momentarily unable to speak.

“You can take his entire cock, babe. Just slow down and focus. You’ll fit all of his cock in. I’m so proud of you right now. It’s an incredible sight.”

“It’s so much bigger, Dan.”

“Than me?”

“Yes… Jason is fucking huge.

I was being honest with my husband because our marriage had changed, and he needed to understand how much I needed men like Jason again. I desperately tried not to hurt Dan’s feelings, and I was pleased that my words were cushioned by his deep desire to be cuckolded.

My husband’s encouragement helped immensely, sweeping my panic away. Jason felt like my first fuck, stretching me wide until my hymen was pierced and my stinging virgin pain yielded to intense pleasure. My tight, slick pussy walls stretched far more than when my husband fucked me, and I knew he’d been right to warn Dan that my cunt would be useless for a few days.

I slid further down Jason’s pole, swallowing his solid meat, stopping an inch from the bottom, and wriggling gently to take him completely. I breathed deeply and held back a wave of panic because every part of my reproductive organs strained to welcome the most enormous cock I had taken, begging for all of it.

“Ooooh! Mmm! I’m stuck. I can’t slide down any further, Jason.”

“Just relax and enjoy what you have. Try milking me to energize your pussy walls. Wait until your body decides it’s ready to take the final inch.

“Can you pull me down onto you, please, darling - I want it all inside me. I want to feel all of your cock inside me before you fuck me hard.”

“Yes, but it might hurt. The last inch is the thickest.”

“Just fucking put me on it.”

I screamed so loudly it surprised me, but I was desperate for Jason to fully impale me as much as I needed my husband to see him do it. I must show Dan how much better my bull was at fucking me, so he valued his torment and enjoyed the humiliation of sharing his wife.

My head tossed in a whirlwind of delight as I slapped my hair into my lover’s face.

Jason gripped me tightly around the waist, and I watched my husband shuffle closer to the screen with his cock in his fist, pumping furiously. I smiled lovingly at Dan when Jason forced me down onto his shaft.

My body exploded in effervescent jubilation, tingling, and sparkling in every muscle, sinew, and fiber. My cervix was crushed by Jason’s glans as my inner sanctum was invaded by his immense cock, quivering somewhere deep inside. He went to a place no man, not even my husband, had gone, and I was exalted, staring at the man I loved while being taken by another.

I felt mildly guilty because of the excessive pleasure that caused my lascivious moans while my pussy walls became a tight sheath that milked the cock I wanted to fuck forever.

“Argh… argh! That’s fucking crazy! Augh! F-fuck, I love you, Dan! Thank you, Jason.”

My mons squeezed against Jason’s pubic bone, and I was almost split in half, forgetting to breathe while swallowing that last inch of cock inside my shuddering hole.

My husband stared proudly, celebrating my ascension. No jealousy was evident in his expression. He pointed to my pussy and yelled.

“Where did all that prime US beef go?”

I smiled cheekily at my husband.

“It’s all inside me, sweetheart.”

I craned my neck and stared into Jason’s eyes. He looked happy, proud, and delighted to be inside me.

“How do I feel, lover?”

“You feel amazing inside, soft, gentle, and very tight. It feels like my cock is being squeezed by hot, wet velvet.”

My husband and my lover made me feel special. I had a sensual and carnal connection to Jason and a loving one with Dan, both men appreciating their role in my fucking. When I rocked gently back and forth, grinding my sticky clitoris into Jason’s pubic bush, my head drooped again in submission to a cock god.

Then, with another man’s cock fully crammed inside my pussy, I stared lovingly at my husband, celebrating with him the moment of my hotwife’s ascension.

My hair swished as I rotated my neck, and I moaned like a whore, thanking God I was on birth control because I knew this Marine bull was potent. Something about Jason’s cock inside me felt raw, as if a primal force of nature guided it, and my pregnancy lurked.

I watched my husband through blurry eyes and reached forward, gripping the screen on either side, steadying myself.

“I’m so full of cock, in width and length right now, Dan. Nine and a half inches is the perfect fit for me, babe. His cock is so much bigger and wider than yours, and he fucks a lot better, too… can I say that?”

“I want you to say that, Claire.’

“I need this pleasure in our marriage, honey… I need this departure from reality because he fucks me so much better than you do.”

Jason looked happy and played along, teasing my cuckold husband just enough not to hurt his feelings.

“I told ya, Dan. It’s a good job you aren’t going second fucking your wife for a few days.”

My lover spoke proudly as though I were a treasure and that he wanted me as much as I needed him. He gripped my waist and lifted me, sliding my tight, throbbing pussy up his veiny shaft. When I was almost empty and feeling bereft, my cunt begging for more cock, my lover slid me back down, fully impaling me until he was balls deep inside.

“I wish I were going second, especially after you cum inside my wife, Jason.”

My eyes widened at my husband’s revelation, and I thought of Katie and her comment about Dan opening new and exciting doors. I squeezed Jason’s cock with the tight, quivering walls of my pussy, powering my pelvic floor and abdomen muscles to add as much pressure as I could.

I tossed my head in all directions as if doing so might help me ride a beast that could never be tamed. I wanted Jason’s cum to squirt deep inside me, fill me, and accompany me for a few nights as his swimmers explored my reproductive organs.

“You won’t squeeze anything out of me until I’ve satisfied you, Claire.”

Jason spoke confidently, and I giggled. My husband was inches from the camera like he needed to get a close-up of my cunt swallowing Jason’s cock. His revelation about wanting sloppy seconds and fucking me after my bull was done got me thinking.

“Dan… what else would you do if you were here, sweetheart?”

“What do you mean?”

“You said you would fuck me after Jason finished, despite me being full of cum and with a gaping wide pussy.”

“Yes… I would. I’d love to reclaim you.”

“What else would you do?”

“What else would you want me to do, Claire?”

“Would you let me feed you Jason’s semen?”

Dan looked shocked and bowed his head. I was terrified and thought I’d pushed too hard, going beyond his cuckolding limit, and destroyed the moment. But he still wanked his cock, and to my pleasant surprise, when my husband’s head slowly rose and he stared at me with glazed-over eyes, Dan nodded and smiled.

“Yes, Claire… I would love to clean Jason’s creampie out of your pussy.”

Jason gripped and curled my ass cheeks like a couple of dumbbells, sliding my tight pussy up his cock until I felt a vacuum in my tight hole, trying to pull him back inside. I slid back downwards, screaming with joy, and knew my lover bottomed out against my cervix when the bloated cock head pressed hard against its journey’s end, ready to fertilize me.

Cervical compression while fucking was a first for me, but I didn’t want to tell Dan. This was the best fuck of my life, and all three of us were enjoying it. There was no point in pushing my husband’s cuckold boundary too far the first time.

“You’re creaming heavily on Jason’s cock sweetheart.”

I stared down, seeing for myself the white, sticky lather, a rich coating residue of my hormones slathered onto my lover’s cock. There was never a time when my pussy yearned for a cock as much as this man mountain and his granite stiff shaft, and every part of my body joined in the pleasure of fucking him.

Jason pushed me to my feet, stood behind me, and bent me over. He lifted the monitor off its table and placed it on the floor under my midriff so the camera observed me from my pussy to face, and I could see Dan perfectly. My hair draped down to the screen, and I watched my husband wanking his shorter, thinner cock from ten inches away.

Jason had made the finale about me and my husband, using his giant cock to give me the thrill I wanted while my beloved watched.

“I love you, Dan.”

I smiled and spread my legs wide, rubbed my clitoris with two fingers, and scooped the cream Jason used as a lubricant to ream me with, wiping it on the camera for Dan to pretend he could lick. I rubbed it off again with a thumb across the lens, making sure the great view Dan had of Jason’s cock fucking my pussy hard wasn’t spoiled.

“I love you too, Claire. Thank you for doing this for us.”

“How’s the view?”

“Perfect.”

Then my bull fucked me hard, and I lost all interest in my husband.

Jason had bent me over double, then entered me fully, sliding his immense cock in and out rhythmically, fucking me harder while Dan wanked his more petite cock into a frenzy. Each time my Marine bull slid his cock balls deep inside my pussy, his glans bounced gently off my cervix, and my face contorted with pleasure and the physical effort it took to accommodate him.

I couldn’t speak properly and timed tensing my muscles, milking him to the beating pulse of his shaft on inward strokes, squeezing hard when I was full of cock.

“You’re a goddess, and I love you with all my heart, Claire.”

My husband stood up straight, waving triumphantly with one hand, pulling back his foreskin hard with the other, releasing his first semen load like a machine gun aimed at me. Jason fucked me harder, faster, transforming and owning me with every metronomic stroke of his massive, stiff cock.

“Augh, ugh!”

This cock wants to get me pregnant; I can feel it.

I reached out, touching my husband’s screen cum when it sprayed towards me, splattering across his camera and monitor. Jason picked up his pace, impaling me as if he were hunting down my ovaries and the precious egg inside them.

My lover’s cock felt bestial inside me as he reverted to his basic instinct in absolute determination to impregnate me - despite my being another man’s wife. I knew he wanted to have me forever; Jason knew it too, and I think my egg begged for it, but I was glad Dan was unaware. I knew my husband wouldn’t like it, and I wanted permission to do this again and again.

I didn’t want Jason the way he desired me, but that must be my secret, shared only with Dan.

I can’t lose Dan. I want my husband, but you’re okay too, Jason, better than okay. Oh fuck!

“Mmmmh! I love you, Dan. I like Jason a lot, but I love you.”

My pussy walls shuddered, caressing the thick, long, stiff pole, reaming my insides. I needed to connect with my husband and reaffirm my love for him, even though Dan could never fuck me like this. I screamed when Jason rocked backward and forward on his toes, massaging my cervix with his glans.

“Dan, please say something. Talk to me… I’m losing touch with you.”

“Is Jason that good.”

“Mmm, hmm… sorry honey, but yeah!”

“Okay, try this for honesty. Each time Jason shafts you, your eyes widen and almost pop out like they’re on stalks.”

“I know.”

“I can’t do that to you, Claire.”

“I know that too.”

“This won’t be the last time you cuckold me.”

“Thank you, Dan.”

I was overjoyed by my husband’s acceptance our marriage had changed. I watched his average-sized cock hardening again through his cum soaked camera lens. He was almost ready for another shot. I couldn’t begrudge him that because I was definitely getting the better end of the deal on the end of Jason’s cock.

“Argh, umm! I fuck… argh! I c-can’t! Jason, please fuck me harder! Honey, you have no idea how full I am right now. Ooooh!”

I stared at my lover desperately, terrified I might get lost in the tornado of my orgasm. I kept glancing at my husband, reconnecting, but Jason was such a fantastic lover that he drew me closer. Dan was my everything, but he wasn’t close enough to be anything right now except a talking husband head on a screen, coaxing me to fuck another man.

Jason bounced his cock gently back and forth inside the final two inches of my love tunnel, levering himself on tiptoes while pulling my hips onto his shaft.

“Agh! Feels so… good! You’re filling my pussy with every stroke.”

“Uh… Dan is soooo lucky!”

At that moment, I knew I wanted Jason’s cum inside me more than anyone’s, even my husband’s. My primal woman took control and chose to wipe out the rational, honest girl who stood at the altar, committing herself faithfully to a beloved husband. My lover kept striking home on each deep, thrusting stroke, then withdrawing his cock slightly before attacking again. I pushed my swollen, sticky cunt back onto him, taking maximum cock.

My pussy had expanded to fit my new preferred cock size, wanting more and harder thrusts from my lover, and I felt the moment must be marked.

“Dan, if you slid your cock inside me right now, you wouldn’t feel a thing.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. My hole is stretched wide, honey.”

“Would you still let me fuck you?”

“Of course, but only if you cleaned up.”

“I would.”

I placed my palms on the floor on either side of the camera and screen, screaming, gripping the carpet, and almost tearing it loose, climaxing through my first orgasmic wave of many while impaled on Jason’s cock.

The American Marine fucked me harder, entirely withdrawing his cock, then plunging deep into my love tunnel until his glans bounced back. Jason filled me with every stroke, ensuring I got the reaming Dan had begged him to give me.

Jason held my ass cheeks tight and pulled me onto his shaft, although he didn’t need to because I pushed back onto him with equal vigor. I knew my cunt was stretched and soaking. My post-coital care package would not cut it tonight, but I didn’t care.

“Argh! Mmmm, oh f-fuck! I’m going to cum!”

Jason announced his orgasm for my husband’s benefit, and I hoped the moment my lover’s urethra pumped me full of seed was plain for Dan to see.

“I know, I can feel your cock twitching inside my pussy!”

“Uh, Mmm, f-f-fuck! I’m going to fill you up, Claire!”

“Argh! I fucking hope so!”

“Me too!”

Dan shouted, but his voice was a blur because only Jason, his cock, and the semen that I wanted deep inside me mattered.

My knees wobbled with the strain of my approaching immense orgasm while my bull thrust faster and harder inside me, almost reaching his climax.

I grunted like a wanton lioness nudging her mate to fuck her while she was in heat. I tasted Jason’s testosterone-infused sweat in the air and couldn’t wait for him to decant his seed so it could swim inside my womb.

“Mmm, Oh! f-fucking!… please… argh… f-fuck, do me like a whore Jason!”

“With pleasure.”

“Deeper… fucking fill me up so my husband can see how a real man fucks! Argh… fill me up with your cream. I want your semen deep inside my belly.”

I watched Dan’s eyes bulge, and a second later, another stream of cum pelted off his screen and camera, almost obliterating my view.

Jason’s cock jerked wildly inside me, but as much as he strained, he couldn’t pull my pussy any further backward onto it. I leaned forward onto my hands to steady myself with my face an inch from the screen and camera.

Dan cleaned his camera, and I saw him clearly when he planted a kiss right on my screen mouth, which I returned with all the love in the world for him while being satisfied by another man’s enormous cock.

As my body shuddered in orgasmic overload, I licked Dan’s screen face at the same time as I felt Jason’s balls squirt with the semen we’d both begged him for. His baby-making seed fired up his shaft and blasted toward its target egg deep inside my ovaries. I felt jealous of Jen and her pregnancy and then looked back down at my husband on screen, knowing I would never swap him.

“Mmmm, Jason is filling me up with his cock and semen, sweet husband, just like you asked him to. I love you!”

My orgasm was unrestrained, and my knees buckled while Jason’s cock exploded inside me like an earthquake. He held me tightly, his cock twitching, and I felt my pussy flood with his semen. My pussy walls widened, and I shuddered, pushing back to stop myself from collapsing while my head descended to the screen.

Jason’s seed seeped past the tight seal between his cock and my swollen pussy lips, dribbling onto the monitor below. I knew his strongest swimmers were hunting down my egg and that they would be denied, but I couldn’t help feeling that nature was celebrating Jason’s dominion over me.

I was well and truly fucked!

“I can see everything, darling, your face, his cock, and your cunt dripping with his seed. You look amazing, and I love you.”

Dan watched me as if in awe, and I felt proud to have fucked Jason for both of us. Our cuckolding lifestyle was off to an incredible start. It was still early days, but definitive because no matter what, I would need much more cock than my husband could give me.

“I love you too, Dan.”

I knew my husband would be a happy cuckold when I watched him lick his screen right where Jason’s cum had splattered on ours. Dan could taste his own semen, but I was sure he imagined cleaning my sticky well fucked hole up, and I knew one day I would make him do just that.

I felt satisfied while riding my American beast to completion, emptying Jason’s balls, hoping he’d enjoyed the ride as much as I had.

My legs gave way, and Jason’s cock slid out with a loud slurp as the exit of his creamy, flaccid shaft signaled the end of my slut fucking. I dropped to my knees, spreading them wide, placing one on either side of the screen, with my cunt an inch above the glass.

“Can you see how full my hole is, Dan?”

“I can see every detail, your pinkness and his white seed. He fucked you so well.”

“I want you to imagine being here, Dan, like this, me feeding you Jason’s cum, sitting on your face, riding it.”

My bull slumped backward onto the sofa, exhausted, elated, and empty. I watched Dan slide his screen mouth directly under my cunt just before Jason’s load squirted out of my cunt onto my screen and camera. I forced my pussy down towards my husband’s mouth, imagining him licking inside my gaping wide hole. I almost touched the camera with my drenched pussy lips so my husband had a close-up view of the battlefield creamy mess he’d begged for.

“Your hole is gaping wide and pulsing, Claire; it’s so beautiful. I wish I were there to eat you right now.”

“You will be next time, cuckold husband. I’m done fucking my bull for now, sweetheart; enjoy the view.”

I stayed where I was, letting Jason’s seed dribble free from my gaping wide pussy. A happy dopamine rush washed over me while I returned to normality, and I felt so much love for Dan, with only appreciation for a job well done by Jason.

There was a moment when my whole being belonged to Jason, but that was indiscernible, and there was nothing to be gained trying to explain it to either man. It would only feed insecurity in one and desire I didn’t permanently want in the other.

“Ooooh, oh god… I’m completely satisfied.”

“Me too.”

Jason and Dan replied in unison.

When I stood up, I felt proud because Jason looked totally fucked, and considering the mess of both our screens, I guessed that Dan was well satisfied, too. My lover dressed hurriedly, straightening his hair, waving at Dan, then me.

“I have to ship out, guys.”

“Thank you, Jason.”

“You have my number. Why don’t you both visit after the baby is born? Give it a couple of months until Jen returns to normal, and we can have a repeat performance with all three of us fucking while Dan watches. If he wants to fuck, Jen will love to play with a smaller cock for a few days, too.”

“I’d love to on both counts, please, Jason.”

“Me too, please.”

I hugged my American bull, genuinely sorry to see him leave but glad it wouldn’t be the last time I climbed aboard his iron cock. When Jason left the container, I cleaned the mess while chatting with my husband about our fun cuckold times ahead.

“Fucking hell, I told you that would be great, babe.”

“You certainly did, Dan, and you were right. I’ve never been fucked like that before. Are you feeling jealous at all?”

“Not even slightly! I saw in your face which one of us you love. That’s enough for me, darling.”

I dressed, tidied myself, and replaced everything in the welfare container to how it was before Jason fucked me. I gave the monitor a last wipe so that if the next caller kissed the screen, they wouldn’t have a creamy residue to clean off their tongue.

I kissed the screen and saw enormous affection and love in my husband’s eyes, reminding me that big cocks are great for an hour, but big-hearted, good, and strong men are for life.

“Are you going to bed, Claire?”

“Not straight away, darling. I’ve got a job for Katie.”

Dan’s grin was from ear to ear, and I smiled back, waving him goodbye.

“I want pictures.”

“Do you mind if I return the favor and lick Katie’s pussy, too, please?”

“I want pictures of that, too.”
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